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1*  H  E      CAPTURE      OF     VERA      CRUZ. 


Ay    am    btk-witwebS. 


*  TBI  trencb  is  dug,  the  cannon's  breath 
Wings  the  far  hissing  globe  of  death  ; 
Past  whirl  the  fragments  from  the  wall, 
That  crumbles  with  the  ponderous  ball ; 
And  from  that  wall  the  foe  replies, 
O'er  dusty  plain  and  smoky  skies !'  Bxaom. 

Mexico,  poor  unhappy  Mexico  !  The  iron  hand  of  the  conqueror 
Is  upon  thee,  and  the  ruthless  car  of  war  is  madly  driven  over  thy 
prostrate  children,  and  crushes  them  to  earth  !  Yet  thou  art  beau- 
tiful, even  in  thy  desolation  and  distress ;  beautiful  as  thy  dark-eyed 
daughters  smiling  through  their  tears  !  The  warm  sun  may  look 
down  upon  thy  cities  depopulated  and  thy  vineyards  blasted  '  be- 
neath the  dun,  hot  breath  of  war,'  but  thy  towering  mountains,  robed 
in  the  hues  of  the  rainbow,  and  thy  secluded  valleys,  far  from  the 
din  of  conflict,  and  green  with  softest  verdure,  still  greet  with  quiet 
gladness  that  warm  sun's  earliest  beams. 

On  the  fifth  day  of  March,  1847,  while  the  American  squadron 
was  lying  at  Anton  Lizardo,  a  norther  sprang  up,  and  commenced 
blowing  with  great  violence.  The  ships  rolled  and  pitched,  and 
tugged  at  their  anchors,  as  if  striving  to  tear  them  from  their  hold, 
while  the  sea  was  white  with  foam.  About  noon,  General  Scott's 
fleet  of  transports^  destined  for  the  reduction  of  Vera  Cruz,  came 
like  a  great  white  cloud  bearing  down  before  the  storm.  The  whole 
eastern  horizon  looked  like  a  wall  of  canvass.  Vessel  after  vessel 
came  flying  in  under  reduced  sail,  until  the  usually  quiet  harbor  was 
crowded  with  them.  A  perfect  wilderness  of  spars  and  rigging  met 
the  eye  at  every  turn ;  and  for  five  days,  all  was  bustle,  activity  and 
excitement.  Officers  of  the  two  services  were  visiting  about  from 
ship  to  ship  ;  drums  were  beating,  bands  of  music  playing,  and  every 
thing  told  of  an  approaching  conflict. 

On  the  tenth,  the  army  were  conveyed  in  huge  surf-boats  from  the 
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transports  to  the  different  ships  of  war,  which  immediately  got  under 
way  for  Vera  Cruz.  During  the  passage  down  to  the  city,  I  was  in 
the  fore-top  of  the  United  States'  sloop-of-war  'Albany,'  from  which 
place  I  had  a  good  view  of  all  that  occurred,  It  was  a  '  sight  to 
see  !'  The  tall  ships  of  war  sailing  leisurely  atong  under  their  top- 
sails, their  decks  thronged  in  every  part  with  dense  masses  of 
troops,  whose  bright  muskets  and  bayonets  were  flashing  in  the  sun- 
beams ;  the  gingling  of  spurs  and  sabres  ;  the  bands  of  music  play- 
ing ;  the  hum  of  the  multitude  rising  up  like  the  murmur  of  the 
distant  ocean  ;  the  small  steamers  plying  about,  their  decks  crowded 
with  anxious  spectators  ;  the  long  lines  of  surf-boats  towing  astern 
of  the  ships,  ready  to  disembark  the  troops  ;  all  these  tended  to  ren- 
der the  scene  one  of  the  deepest  interest. 

About  three  o'clock  p.  m.  the  armada  arrived  abreast  of  the  lit- 
tle desert  island  of  Sacrificio,  where  the  time-worn  walls  and  battle- 
ments of  Vera  Cruz,  and  the  old  grim  castle  of  San  Juan  d'UUio, 
with  their  ponderous  cannon,  tier  upon  tier,  basking  in  the  yellow 
rays  of  the  sun,  burst  upon  our  view.  It  was  a  most  beautiful,  nay, 
a  sublime  sight,  that  embarkation.  I  still  retained  my  position  in 
the  'fore-top,  and  was  watching  every  movement  with  the  most 
anxious  interest ;  for  it  was  thought  by  many  that  the  enemy  would 
oppose  the  landing  of  our  troops.  About  four  o'clock,  the  huge 
surf-boats,  each  capable  of  conveying  one  hundred  men,  were  hauled 
to  the  gang-ways  of  the  different  men-of-war,  and  quickly  laden 
with  their  '  warlike  fraughtage ;'  formed  in  a  single  line,  nearly  a 
mile  in  length ;  and  at  a  given  signal,  commenced  slowly  moving 
toward  the  Mexican  shore.  It  was  a  grand  spectacle !  On,  oh 
went  the  long  range  of  boats,  loaded  down  to  the  gunwales  with 
brave  men,  the  rays  of  the  slowly-departing  sun  resting  upon  their 
uniforms  and  bristling  bayonets,  and  wrapping  the  far  inland  and 
fantastic  mountains  of  Mexico  in  robes  of  gold.  On  they  went; 
the  measured  stroke  of  the  countless  oars  mingling  with  the  hoarse 
dull  roar  of  the  trampling  surf  upon  the  sandy  beach,  and  the  shriek 
of  the  myriads  of  sea-birds  soaring  high  in  air,  until  the  boats  struck 
the  shore,  and  quick  as  thought  our  army  began  to  land.  At  this  in- 
stant, the  American  flag  was  planted,  and  unrolling  its  folds,  floated 
proudly  out  upon  the  evening  breeze ;  the  crews  of  the  men-of-war 
made  the  welkin  ring  with  their  fierce  cheering ;  and  a  dozen  bands 
of  music,  at  the  same  time,  and  as  if  actuated  by  one  impulse,  struck 
up 

'  'T  is  the  atar-spangled  banner  !  O,  long  may  itjrare. 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  Brave !' 

Early  the  next  morning,  the  old  grim  Castle  of  San  Juan  d'UHxo 
commenced  trying  the  range  of  its  heavy  guns,  throwing  Paixhan 
shells  at  the  army,  and  continued  it  at  intervals  for  a  week ;  but 
with  the  exception  of  an  occasional  skirmish  with  a  party  of  the 
enemy's  lancers,  they  had  all  the  fun  to  themselves.  In  the  mean- 
time our  forces  went  quietly  on  with  their  preparations,  stationing 
their  pickets,  planting  their  heavy  mortars,  landing  their  horses,  pro- 
visions and  munitions  of  war,  constantly  annoyed  with  a  ceaseless 
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fire  from  the  Mexican  batteries,  which  our  troops  were  as  yet  too 
busy  to  return. 

Od  the  twenty-fourth,  Lieutenant  Oliver  Hazard-Perry,  with  a  zeal 
worthy  of  his  illustrious  father,  '  the  Hero  of  Lake  Erie/  dismounted 
one  of  the  waist  guns  of  the  '  Albany,'  a  sixty-eight  pounder,  pro- 
cured a  number  of  volunteers  who  would  willingly  have  charged 
up  to  the  muzzles  of  the  Mexican  cannon  with  such  a  leader,  and 
taking  about  forty  rounds  of  Paixhan-shells,  proceeded  on  shore, 
where,  after  dragging  his  gun  through  the  sand  for  three  miles,  he 
arrived  at  a  small  fortification,  which  the  engineers  had  constructed 
of  sand-bags  for  him,  and  there  planted  his  engine  of  destruction, 
in  a  situation  which  commanded  the  whole  oity  of  Vera  Cruz. 
Roused  by  such  a  gallant  example,  guns  from  each  of  the  other  ships 
of  the  squadron  were  disembarked,  and  conveyed  to  the  breast- 
work, which  was  as  yet  concealed  from  the  eyes  of  the  Mexicans, 
by  being  in  the  rear  of  an  almost  impervious  chapparal,  and  in  a 
short  time  a  most  formidable  fortress  was  completed,  which  was 
styled  the  Naval  Battery. 

At  this  period,  General  Scott,  having  quietly  made  all  his  arrange- 
ments, while  a  constant  shower  of  shot  and  siell  were  thrown  at  his 
army  by  the  enemy,  sent  a  flag  of  truce,  with  a  summons  for*  the 
immediate  surrender  of  the  city  of  Vera  Cruz,  and  the  Castle  of 
San  Juan  d'Ullio,  and  with  a  full  understanding  that  unless  his  de- 
mand was  immediately  complied  with,  an  attack  would  follow.  As 
a  matter  of  course,  the  Mexicans,  expecting  an  assault,  for  which 
they  were  well  prepared,  and  not  a  bombardment,  returned  an  in- 
dignant refusal,  and  were  told  that  at  four  o'clock,  p.m.,  they  should 
hear  farther  from  us.  In  the  meantime,  the  chapparal  had  been  cut 
away,  disclosing  the  Naval  Battery  to  the  gaze  of  the  astonished 
Mexicans,  and  the  mortars  and  heavy  artillery,  which  had  been 
planted  upon  the  hills  overlooking  the  city,  and  were  ready  to.  vomit 
forth  their  fires  of  death.  Every  person  wasnow  waiting  with  trem- 
bling anxiety  the  commencement  of  the  fray. 

About  four  o'clock  p.  m.,  while  the  crews  of  the  squadron  were 
all  at  supper,  a  sudden  and  tremendous  roar  of  artillery  on  shore 
proclaimed  that  the  battle  had  begun.  The  tea-things  were  left  to 
'take  care  of  themselves,'  and  pell-mell  tumbled  sick  and  well  up 
the  ladders  to  the  spar-deck.  I  followed  with  the  human  tide,  and 
soon  found  myself  in  the  fore-top  of  the  '  Albany,'  and  looking 
around  me,  a  sublime  but  terrific  sight  my  elevated  perch  presented 
to  the  view.  Some  two  hundred  sail  of  vessels  were  lying  imme- 
diately around  us,  their  tops,  cross-trees,  yards,  shrouds — every 
thing  where  a  foot-hold  could  be  obtained  — crowded  with  human 
beings,  clustered  like  swarming  bees  in  mid-summer  on  the  trees, 
all  intently  watching  the  battle.  I  turned  my  eyes  on  shore.  Jona- 
than had  at  last  awakened  from  his  slumber,  and  had  set  to  work 
in  earnest  Bomb-shells  were  flying  like  hail  stones  into  Vera  Cruz 
from  every  quarter;  sulphurous  flashes,  clouds  of  smoke,  and  the 
dull  boom  of  the  heavy  guns  arose  from  the  walls  of  the  city  in  re- 
turn, while  ever  and  anon  a  red  sheet  of  flame  would  leap  from  the 


4  The  Capture  of  Vera  Cruz.  [July, 

great  brass  mortars  on  the  ramparts  of  the  grim  Castle,  followed  by 
a  report,  which  fairly  made  the  earth  tremble.  The  large  ships  of 
the  squadron  could  not  approach  near  enough  to  the  shore  to  parti- 
cipate in  the  attack  upon  the  city,  without  exposing  them  to  the  fire 
of  the  Castle  ;  but  all  the  gun-boats,  small  steamers,  and  every  thing 
that  could  be  brought  to  bear  upon  the  enemy,  were  sent  in  and 
commenced  blazing  away ;  a  steady  stream  of  fire,  like  the  red 
glare  of  a  volcano  !  This  state  of  things  continued  until  sun-set, 
when  the  small  vessels  were  called  off;  but  the  mortars  kept  throw- 
ing shells  into  the  devoted  town  the  live-long  night.  I  was  watch- 
ing them  until  after  midnight,  and  it  was  one  of  the  most  striking 
displays  that  I  ever  beheld. 

A  huge  black  cloud  of  smoke  hung  like  a  pall  over  the  American 
army,  completely  concealing  it  from  view ;  the  Mexicans  had  ceased 
firing,  in  order  to  prevent  our  troops  from  directing  their  guns  by 
the  flashes  from  the  walls ;  but  the  bombardiers  had  obtained  the 
exact  range  before  dark,  and  kept  thundering  away,  every  shell  fall" 
ing  directly  into  the  doomed  city.  Suddenly,  a  vivid,  lightning-like 
flash  would  gleam  for  an  instant  upon  the  black  pall  of  smoke  hang- 
ing over  our  lines,  and  then  as  the  roar  of  the  great  mortar  came 
borne  to  our  ears,  the  ponderous  shell  would  be  seen  to  dart  upward 
like  a  meteor,  and  after  describing  a  semi-circle  in  the  air,  descend 
with  a  loud  crash  upon  the  house-tops,  or  into  the  resounding  streets 
of  the  fated  city.  Then,  after  a  brief  but  awful  moment  of  sus- 
pense, a  lurid  glare,  illuminating  for  an  instant  the  white  domes  and 
grim  fortresses  of  Vera  Cruz,  falling  into  ruins  with  the  shock,  and 
the  echoing  crash  that  came  borne  to  our  ears,  told  that  the  shell 
had  exploded,  and  executed  its  terrible  mission  ! 

Throughout  the  whole  night  these  fearful  missiles  were  travelling 
into  the  city  in  one  continued  stream  ;  but  the  enemy  did  not  return 
the  fire.  At  day-light,  however,  the  Mexicans  again  opened  their 
batteries  upon  our  army,  with  the  most  determined  bravery. 

About  eight  o'clock,  a.  m.,  the  gallant  Perry  and  his  brave  asso- 
ciates, having  finished  the  mounting  of  their  guns,  and  completed 
all  their  arrangements,  opened  with  a  tremendous  roar  the  Naval 
Battery  upon  the  west  side  of  the  city,  and  were  immediately  an- 
swered from  four  distinct  batteries  of  the  enemy.  The  firm  earth 
trembled  beneath  the  discharge  of  these  ponderous  guns,  and  the 
shot  flew  like  hail  into  the  town,  and  were  returned  with  interest 
by  the  Mexicans.  Their  heavy  guns  were  served  with  wonderful 
precision  ;  and  almost  every  shot  struck  the  little  fort,  burst  open 
the  sand-bags  of  which  it  was  constructed,  and  covered  our  brave 
officers  and  men  with  a  cloud  of  dust.  Many  shot  and  shell  were 
thrown  directly  through  the  erabrazures ;  and  to  use  the  expressions 
of  one  of  our  old  tars  who  had  been  in  several  engagements,  '  the 
red-skins  handled  their  long  thirty-two's  as  if  they  had  been  rifles  !' 
Several  of  our  men  and  one  officer  had  fallen,  but  the  remainder  of 
the  brave  fellows  kept  blazing  away ;  while  the  forts  and  ramparts 
of  the  city  began  to  crumble  to  the  earth.  This  state  of  things  con- 
tinued until  the  twenty-seventh;  the   army  throwing  a   constant 
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shower  of  bombs  into  the  city,  and  the  Naval  Battery,  (manned 
daily  by  fresh  officers  and  men,)  beating  down  the  fortifications,  and 
destroying  every  thing  within  its  range,  when  a  flag  of  truce  was 
sent  out  with  ab  offer,  which  was  immediately  accepted,  of  an  un- 
conditional surrender  of  the  city  of  Vera  Cruz  and  the  Castle  of 
San  Juan  d'Ullio. 

THE     CAPITULATION. 

1 1  saw  an  army  form  their  last  array 
Upon  the  field,  in  silence  and  deep  gloom, 

And  at  their  conquerors'  feet  # 

Lay  their  war-weapons  down. 

'Sullen  and  stern,  disarmed  bat  not  dishonored ; 
Brave  men,  but  brave  in  vain,  they  yielded  there  : 
The  soldier's  trial -task 
Is  not  alone  '  to  die !' '  Hax.xjwk. 

** 

It  was  a  clear,  brigbt,  sunny  day  on  wbicb  the  surrender  took 
place.  By  special  good  fortune,  the  author  of  this  sketch  obtained 
an  opportunity  of  being  present  at  the  capitulation,  and  a  most 
splendid  and  glorious  pageant  it  was.  The  boat  in  wbich  we  em- 
barked put  off  from  tbe  ship  about  eight  o'clock,  a.  m.,  and  after  a  long 
pull  through  the  fleet  of  transports,  we  landed  on  a  white  level  sand- 
beach,  about  three  miles  to  the  southward  of  Vera  Cruz.  Here  we 
found  the  encampment  of  the  volunteers  ;  and  after  straying  around 
among  the  tents,  filled  with  a  ragged  and  motley  assembly,  and  seek- 
ing in  vain  for  horses  at  the  marquees  of  the  different  quarter- 
masters, we  started  off  for  the  '  Field  of  the  Grounded  Arms.' 

After  crossing  the  sand-hills  wbich  rise  from  the  beach,  we  came 
suddenly  upon  tbe  stage  of  the  '  Theatre  of  War.'  Cannon-balls 
were  lying  all  over  the  plain,  like  corn  upon  the  thresher's  floor, 
•while  here  and  there  might  be  descried  vast  caverns  ploughed  in 
tbe  earth  by  the  shells  from  the  Castle.  Columns  of  troops  were 
moving  about  in  every  direction ;  general  and  staff-officers  gallop- 
ping  around  the  field  on  their  spirited  chargers ;  drums  were  beat- 
ing, trumpets  braying,  bands  of  music  playing,  and  the '  star-spangled 
banner'  floating  gaily  on  the  breeze.  It  was  a  moment  to  make  one 
proud  of  his  country.  After  a  fatiguing  walk,  we  came  to  a  long 
level  plain,  green  with  verdure,  extending  for  more  than  a  mile, 
where  the  Mexicans  were  to  lay  down  their  arms.  Having  secured 
a  spot  where  we  bad  a  fine  view  of  the  whole  field  ;  and  while  we 
were  congratulating  ourselves  upon  our  good  fortune,  one  of  Gene- 
ral Scott's  aids  came  gallopping  over  the  field  on  his  panting  steed, 
shouting : 

'  Gentlemen,  the  General  directs  that  this  place  shall  be  kept 
clear.  The  Mexicans  are  to  march  out  here,;  so  you  wilt  perceive 
the  necessity  of  seeking  other  quarters.' 

And  then  he  gallopped  rapidly  away,  bis  sabre  jingling  in  its 
sheath,  and  his  long  black  hair  streaming  on  the  breeze. 

There  was  no  help  for  it,  so  our  party  separated,  each  taking  up 
the  position  that  pleased  him.     An  officer  of  tbe  army,  who  hap- 
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pened  to  be  off  duty  at  the  time,  and  who  had  in  his  possession  an 
excellent  telescope,  went  with  me  to  the  top  of  a  high  hill,  which 
commanded  a  view  of  the  whole  field,  and  where  a  thick  chapparal, 
through  whose  branches  the  cool  luxuriant  winds  came  singing, 
spread  its  grateful  shade  above  our  heads,  as  we  reclined  upon  the 
soft  carpet-like  earth  and  gazed  upon  the  magnificent  view  before 
us.  There  lay  the  sandy  plains,  dotted  with  the  white  tents  of  the 
soldiers ;  the  green  field  on  which  the  enemy  was  to  pile  his  arms ; 
the  shattered  walls,  ramparts  and  white  domes  of  the  city ;  the  time-> 
worn  battlements  of  the  old  grim  Castle,  over  which  the  half-masted 
flag  of  Mexico  was  trailing  in  sadness ;  and  beyond,  the  great,  so- 
lemn, sleeping  sea,  on  whose  unruffled  bosom  the  countless  fleet  of 
transports,  men-of-war  and  steamers,  as  the  long  glassy  surge  came 
sweeping  in,  rolled  lazily  to  and  fro,  with  their  wilderness  of  spars 
and  rigging  basking  in  the  yellow  sunshine.  It  was  a  most  beautiful 
sight,  and  one  that  can  never  be  effaced  from  my  memory. 

About  ten  o'clock,  a.  m.,  the  American  army  moved  up  in  two 
columns  ;  a  perfect  forest  of  glittering  bayonets,  the  regular  troops 
on  the  right,  and  the  volunteers  on  the  left ;  and  enclosing  the  ex- 
tended field  in  a  hollow  Square,  with  an  opening  nearest  the  city, 
through  which  the  Mexican«.were  to  enter,  awaited  their  approach. 
In  a  short  time  the  sound  of  mournful  music  announced  that  the 
enemy  was  approaching ;  and  looking  toward  the  city,  we  beheld 
his  columns  moving  out  in  good  order,  and  in  the  direction  of  our 
army. 

On  they  came,  the  poor,  crest-fallen,  half-starved,  emaciated  crea- 
tures, to  the  most  mournful  strains  ear  ever  heard  ;  the  long,  de- 
jected-looking files  of  troops  accompanied  by  the  inhabitants  of  the 
city;  women  and  children;  the  old,  the  young,  the  crippled— all 
bearing  off  their  little  treasures.  Some  could  be  seen  staggering 
under  the  weight  of  old  trunks,  others  loaded  down  with  bags  of 
meal ;  no  doubt  their  little  all.  I  need  not  say  that  I  sincerely  sym- 
pathized with  them  in  their  deep  distress ;  and  as  I  looked  around 
upon  the  many  poor  pale  sorrowing  faces  of  the  females,  my  heart 
ached  for  them,  and  I  involuntarily  breathed  forth  a  curse  upon  the 
inventor  of  War  ! 

After  the  soldiers  had  stacked  their  arms,  and  while  they  were 
waiting  to  be  paroled,  I  came  down  from  the  hill  where  I  had  been 
seated,  and  strolled  round  among  the  columns  of  the  Mexicans,  and 
was  surprised  at  finding  so  many  fine-looking  officers  and  men  among 
them.  They  had  the  appearance  of  being  well  disciplined,  and  their 
arms  and  accoutrements  were  in  a  most  excellent  condition.  Al- 
though I  was  entirely  alone,  and  wore  the  uniform  of  the  navy,  not 
an  insult  was  offered  to  me ;  and  whenever  I  thought  proper  to 
salute  one  of  their  officers,  the  civility  was  always  promptly  and 
courteously  acknowledged. 

On  I  went,  in  a  spirit  of  wild  recklessness,  stopping  to  exchange 
an  occasional  smile  or  kind  word  with  the  pretty  senoritas,  with 
their  large,  dark,  languishing  eyes,  raven  tresses  hanging  down 
almost  to  the  earth,  and  with  their  swelling  bosoms  more  than  half 
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disclosed  to  view ;  until  suddenly  looking  up,  I  for  the  first  time  dis- 
covered that  I  had  left  our  army  and  all  assistance  far  behind,  and 
that  I  was  alone  in  the  very  midst  of  the  armed  and  swarthy  hordes 
of  the  enemy,  and  directly  before  the  principal  gate  of  the  city. 
To  add  to  my  uneasiness,  I  perceived  many  dark  and  threatening 
glances  cast  toward  me  from  the  sullen  columns  of  soldiers ;  and  I 
have  no  doubt,  had  they  not  been  restrained  by  a  fear  of  their  offi- 
cers, they  would  have  sacrificed  me  on  the  spot  to  gratify  their  thirst 
for  revenge  upon  the  Americans.  But  let  me  feel  as  I  would,  it 
was  no  time  to  show  indecision ;  so  I  walked  quietly  along  the  walls, 
examining  the  loop-holes  for  musketry,  and  speculating  in  my  own 
mind  whether  some  one  of  the  enemy,  as  at  Monterey,  might  not 
lie  concealed  behind  them,  and  take  a  fancy  to  make  a  target  of 
me.  I  can  testify  from  personal  experience  that  the  spot  on  which 
I  stood  at  that  time  was  not  a  bed  of  roses.  Had  I  been  made  the 
victim  of  some  deadly  marksman,  who  at  such  a  time  could  ever 
have  ferreted  out  the  assassin  ?  .Just  at  this  moment,  to  my  great 
relief,  Mr.  Crossan,  a  very  brave  and  accomplished  officer,  accompa- 
nied by  three  others,  came  up,  having  like  me  wandered  on  in  ad- 
vance of  the  army.  After  a  brief  consultation,  it  was  decided  to 
go  on  at  all  hazards.  Accordingly  we  crossed  the  old  bridge,  and 
after  passing  under  a  ponderous  arched  gate- way,  found  ourselves  in 
the  almost  deserted  streets.  We  were  the  first  Americans  who  had 
entered  the  city  of  Vera  Cruz. 

What  a  scene  of  desolation  and  distress  met  the  eye  at  every 
turn !  For  nearly  a  week  the  American  army  had  rained  a  cease- 
less shower  of  bomb-shells  into  the  ill-fated  city ;  and  not  a  street, 
and  scarcely  a  house,  remained  unvisited  by  these  terrible  missiles. 
The  pavements  ploughed  up ;  beautiful  dwellings  shattered  *into 
masses  of  ruin ;  signs  of  every  description  broken  in  pieces,  and 
fragments  of  shell  lying  around  in  every  direction ;  these  told  the 
havoc  which  had  been  made  with  our  enemies.  The  few  people 
who  remained  in  the  city  seemed  completely  *  cowed  down'  and 
beaten  oat  with  constant  fatigue,  anxiety,  and  want  of  sleep ;  and 
as  we  passed  along  the  echoing  streets,  they  looked  out  of  their 
broken  windows  timidly  upon  us,  as  if  expecting  insult  and  vio- 
lence. 

For  myself,  I  sincerely  sympathized  with  them  in  their  poignant 
distress ;  and  had  I  possessed  the  power,  I  would  not  have  injured 
one  of  the  poor  pale-faced  creatures  of  that '  many-sorrow'd  throng* 
for  the  universe.  There  is  something  in  deep  distress  which  claims 
a  kindred  feeling  in  the  breast  of  '  poor  humanity,'  and  I  separated 
from  the  party,  and  wandered  alone  over  the  entire  city.  During 
the  whole  of  my  peregrinations,  wherever  I  went  I  was  treated 
with  the  greatest  respect  and  kindness ;  and  whenever  I  stopped 
before  a  house  to  gaze  upon  the  damage  done  by  a  shell,  it  the 
building  was  not  already  deserted  some  one  of  the  inmates  would 
come  to  the  shattered  door,  invite  me  to  enter,  point  out  their  furni- 
ture destroyed,  or  the  time-worn  walls  stained  with  the  life-blood  of 
a  father  or  a  mother,  a  brother  or  a  sister.  • 
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Nor  was  it  the  Mexicans  alone  who  suffered.  The  foreign  resi- 
dents of  the  town,  not  expecting  a  bombardment,  but  an  assault 
from  our  army,  had  remained  at  their  residences ;  and  to  use  the 
phrase  of  the  indignant  British  consul,  were  '  caught  like  so  many 
rats  in  a  trap !'  This  gentleman  informed  me,  that  for  a  whole 
week  he  had  not  taken  off  his  clothes,  and  had  scarcely  slept  a  mo- 
ment during  the  whole  of  the  bombardment.  '  Whenever/  said  he, 
'  a  person  did  lie  down  to  obtain  a  little  rest,  it  was  with  the  com- 
forting thought  that  in  all  human  probability  he  would  have  a  great 
bomb-shell  come  down  through  the  roof  of  his  house,  and  take  up 
its  quarters  by  his  side  for  a  bed-fellow  !* 

He  went  on  to  say,  that  during  the  second  night  of  the  bombard- 
ment he  collected  together  quite  a  large  party  of  his  friends,  if  I 
remember  rightly,  some  twenty  in  number,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
who  took  refuge  in  the  parlor  of  a  large  stone  house,  which  being 
very  strong,  was  thought  to  be  tolerably  safe  against  the  incursion 
of  the  shells,  though  they  could  be  heard  crashing  into  the  city  like 
a  hail-storm,  without  intermission.  But  while  the  party  were  con- 
gratulating themselves  upon  their  probable  security,  they  heard  a 
dreadful  crash  upon  the  roof  of  the  house,  which  made  its  firm  walls 
tremble,  and  in  an  instant  the  terrible  missile  landed  directly  in  the 
centre  of  the  room,  and  exploded  with  a  blinding  glare  and  deafen- 
ing roar,  shattering  down  the  strong  building,  and  destroying  twelve 
of  the  unfortunate  creatures  at '  one  fell  swoop  !'  In  fact,  no  place 
was  safe ;  the  palace  of  the  grandee  and  the  hut  of  the  wretched 
peasant  shared  one  common  fate. 

In  the  afternoon  I  visited  the  hospital,  where  the  wounded  were 
lying ;  some  in  the  last  mortal  agonies  ;  some  with  their  arms  blown 
off, 'Others  with  their  legs  broken,  and  all  horribly  mutilated.  The 
old,  the  young,  the  rich  and  the  poor,  male  and  female,  had  been 
gathered  in  from  all  parts  of  the  city  to  this  vast  receptacle  of  pain 
and  suffering.  Heart-rending  moans  arose  from  every  quarter  of 
the  building  ;  clouds  of  flies  almost  darkened  the  air ;  and  I  turned 
in  horror  from  the  sickening  sight. 

Before  night  the  town  was  filled  with  our  troops,  who  kept  pour- 
ing in,  regiments  at  a  time,  and  a  constant  stream  of  baggage- 
wagons  were  entering  at  the  different  gates,  from  the  scene  of  the 
capitulation,  loaded  down  with  the  arms  and  accoutrements  of  the 
vanquished  enemy.  As  the  vehicles  passed  me,  rattling  over  the 
ruined  pavements  with  their  glittering  freights,  on  their  way  to  de- 
posite  them  for  safe  keeping  in  the  Castle  of  San  Juan  d'Ullio,  I 
could  not  but  think  of  Longfellow's  beautiful  and  truthful  lines : 

'  Is  it,  O  man,  with  such  discordant  noises, 

With  such  accursed  instruments  as  these, 
Thou  drownest  Nature's  sweet  and  kindly  voices, 
And  jarrest  the  celestial  harmonies  ? 

'  Were  half  the  power  that  fills  the  world  with  terror, 

Were  half  the  wealth  bestowed  on  camps  and  court* 
Given  to  redeem  the  human  mind  from  error, 
There  were  no  need  of  arsenals  nor  forts !' 
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JT  »  evening  on  the  earth,  moth*, ' 

The  stars  above  are  dim, 
And  softly  o'er  the  darken'd  wave. 

Peals  the  low  vesper  hymn. 
My  bed  is  on  the  damp  cold  sod, 

My  lips  are  parched  and  dry, 
My  brain  is  wild  with  fever,  and 

Dear  mother !  /  must  die  ! 


Thy  voice  to  me  was  sweet,  mother, 

It  whispers  in  my  ear ; 
-  But,  though  it  cheered  my  childish  grief, 

It  cannot  soothe  me  here  I 
The  sabre-gash  and  bullet-wound 

Are  ulcerous  and  sore ; 
Their  pain  destroys  the  sweetness 

Of  the  voice  1  loved  of  yore. 


I  'm  lying  en  the  ground,  mother * 

T  is  hard,  't  is  cold  and  damp, 
And  through  the  gloom  of  night  is  heard 

The  war-steed's  iron  tramp. 
I  see  the  carbine's  flash,  and  hear 

The  cannon's  thunder-peal, 
And  oft  above  the  fight  gleams  forth 

A  sea  of  flashing  steel. 


1  'm  growing  fainter  now,  mother, 

I  'm  dying  far  from  home  ; 
That  home,  around  whose  sacred  halls 

My  feet  no  more  shall  roam. 
Sweet  memories  of  my  childhood  rise, 

Like  shadows  o'er  the  lea, 
As  if  their  fairy  wings  could  waft 

My  spirit  back  to  thee  ! 


Itat  all  is  sad  and  lone,  mother, 

And  I  am  very  weak  \ 
So  much  exhausted  and  so  faint, 

I  can  no  longer  speak. 
I  go  from  this  dark  world  of  strife, 

In  other  climes  to  dwell, 
To  seize  my  robe  of  endless  life : 

Dear  mother  — -  friends —farewell  i 
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4  Aj  a  Priest,  Or  Interpreter  of  the  Holy,  is  the  noblest  and  highest  of  all  men,  ao  is  a  shara-prioat 
(Sektmpriesitr,)  the  falseat  and^aaetL'  Sabtob  Rmartub. 

«  How  came  you  to  say,  Mr.  Parson/  said  the  •  Doctor,'  taking 
off  bis  gold  spectacles,  and  slowly  wiping  them,  with  his  white  mou- 
choir,  ■  how  came  you  to  say,  in  your  yesterday-morning's  sermon, 
that « all  truths  are  akin  V  '    ■ 

*  Simply  because  I  thought  so,  Doctor.  Have  you  any  good  rea- 
son for  thinking  they  are  not  V 

The  Parson,  as  he  said  this,  indolently  threw  his  legs  at  length 
upon  the  lounge,  and  settled  back  upon  the  cushion,  resting  his  head 
upon  his  hand.  The  Doctor  was  already  in  much  the  same  posi- 
tion :  his  feet  nearly  touching  those  of  the  Parson. 

*  Perhaps  not  any,'  answered  the  Doctor,  in  bis  deliberate  way ; 
'  but  I  would  ask  a  question  or  two.  You  affirm  that  *  all  truths  are 
akin/  Now  I  should  like  to  know  what  affinity  the  fact  that  the  fire 
on  my  left  is  burning  has  with  the  fact — for  all  fact*  are  truths — that 
the  •  Tattleton  Gazette'  is  issued  every  Saturday  morning  V 

'  In  the  first  place,  ray  -dear  Doctor,  I  must  object  to  the  phrase- 
ology of  your  question.  It  is  not  true  that  all  facts  are  truths.  A 
fact  is  net  a  truth,  but  the  statement  of  a  fact  is  one.' 

'  Very  well/  said  the  Doctor ;  '  go  on.' 

'  You  would  know  what  affinity  the  burning  of  these  coals  has 
with  the  issuing  of  the  '  Tattleton  Gazette'  every  Saturday  morn- 
ing 1' 

*  Exactly  that/  interrupted  the  Doctor. 

4  And  in  order  to  answer  this  satisfactorily,  we  must  inquire/  pro- 
ceeded the  Parson, '  what  the  source  of  all  truths  is.  Manifestly  that 
source  is  God  himself.  He  produced  all  facts.  Intelligence,  taking 
cognizance  of  facts,  affirms  their  existence.  This  affirmation  is 
Truth.  Now  since  God  is  the  Supreme  Intelligence,  and,  as  crea- 
tor of  all  facts,  takes  cognizance  of  all,  He  can  affirm  the  existence 
of  every  fact  and  all.  Truth,  then,  universal  Truth,  resides  in  Him 
alone.  As  no  two  truths  can  contradict  each  other,  and  be  truths,  so 
they  consequently  must  bear  a  mutual  relation  to  each  other  in  the 
Divine  Mind,  and  must  be  akin* 

The  Parson  here  smiled  complacently, -and  changed  his  legs.  The 
Doctor  threw  a  sly  glance  at  the  Lieutenant  to  see  if  he  was  listen- 
ing ;  but  he  was  looking  into  the  fire  with  a  fixed  gaze,  and  the  Doc- 
tor was  at  fault.  .  So,  changing  his  glance  to  the  face  of  the  'Squire, 
who,  ensconced  in  his  eesy«ohair  in  front  of  the  grate,  was  com- 
posedly paying  good  attention,  the  Doctor  thus  began  : 
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*  I  am  not  exactly  satisfied,  even  now ;  yet  I  do  not  mean  to  find 
fault  with  your  reasoning,  nor  your  conclusion.  Only  I  must  say 
that  you  have  not  answered  my  question.  If  I  remember  rightly, 
your  sermon,  Mr.  Parson,  intimated  throughout  that  there  existed  a 
certain  mutual  dependence  between  all  truths,  and  that  they  threw 
light  on  each  other.  Now  I  will  admit  that  some  do.  The  fact,  when 
discovered,  that  two  lenses  placed  in  a  certain  position  relative  to 
each  other,  and  to  the  human  eye,  would  euable  it  to  discover  ob- 
jects before  invisible  from  their  great  distance,  assisted  to  prove  the 
truth  which  the  Copernican  -system  affirmed,  and  otherwise  shed 
much  light  on  astronomy.  The  truths  developed  by  comparative 
anatomy  throw  much  light  on  the  facts  of  geology  and  the  history 
of  the  globe  constructed  from  them.  Even  it  helps  to  clear  up  some 
few  popular  superstitions.  It  is  said  that  Cuvier  was  a  trifle  skep- 
tical, in  his  childhood,  with  regard  to  the  existence  of  his  Satanic 
Majesty ;  the  solemn  asseverations  of  his  pious  mother,  and  the 
awful  warnings  of  the  family  priest,  to  the  contrary  notwithstand- 
ing. There  is  a  myth  which  affirms,  that  when  in  his  manhood,  and 
in  the  height  of  his  celebrity,  and  when  his  skepticism  on  this  point 
had  hardened  into  settled  unbelief,  he  really  saw  the  devil.  Cuvier 
was  walking,  near  night-fall,  in  a  park  near  Monticello,  and  had  just 
picked  up  a  snail-shell,  partially  crushed  by  what  appeared,  from 
the  tracks  in  the  gravelled  walk,  to  have  been  the  tread  of  a  deer; 
when  all  at  once,  directly  in  front  of  him,  appeared  approaching,  the 
Grand-duke  of  Pandemonium,  with  red-hot  glowing  eyes,  and  the 
appendages  with  which  the  old  Catholic  painters  represented  him. 
The  walk  was  narrow,  and  one  or  the  other  must  turn  out.  Cuvier 
merely  looked  at  the  snail-shell,  and  advanced  with  meditative  step. 
The  devil  stalked  up  to  meet  him,  with  his  mouth,  set  with  enormous 
teeth  and  vomiting  sulphurous  flame,  wide  open,  and  in  a  fierce 
under- tone,  growled  out : 

•  •  You  are  the  philosopher,  are  you,  that  do  n't  believe  in  the 
Devil  1     Turn  out,  or  I  'll  eat  you  for  supper !' 

'  *  You  'U  eat  me,  will  you  V  said  Cuvier,  composedly,  taking  out 
his  spectacles  and  adjusting  them,  and  then  coolly  surveying  the 
*  Old  Nick's*  figure  from  top  to  toe ;  '  you  '11  eat  me,  will  you  1  Let 
me  see :  Horns — Cloven  feet — Herbiverous.     Can't  he  done  P 

'  His  Majesty  instantly  vanished  in  a  blue  vapor,  and  has  not  since 
been  seen  any  where  in  the  vicinity  of  Monticello.  Doubtless  his 
High  Mightiness  was  deeply  chagrined  that  science  should  thus  con- 
v/ict  him  of  a  want  of  taste  in  the  choice  of  a  costume,  in  which, 
time  out  of  mind,  he  had  delighted  to  appear,  and  which  was  so 
much  in  keeping  with  his  other  well-known  eccentricities.  But 
although  we  find  nine  facts  in  ten  that  mutually  elucidate  each  other, 
(and  this  is  a  large  proportion  to  suppose,  for  hardly  two  in  ten  can 
be  shown  to  do  so,)  we  must  not  therefore  incontinently  conclude 
that  in  the  nature  of  things  all  facts  bear  upon  each  other.  We 
cannot  show  that  they  do ;  and  we  should  rest  satisfied  with  merely 
stating  that  some  do.  From  this  view  of  the  matter,  I  think  you 
were  hardly  justified  in  the  statement  implied  in  your  phrase, '  All 
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'  Aj  a  Priest,  or  Interpreter  of  the  Holy,  is  the  noblest  and  highest  of  all  men,  so  is  a  sham-priest 
(SdUtiJpriestsr,)  the  falsest  and JmesL'  Sartor  Rmartus. 

*  How  came  you  to  say,  Mr.  Parson/  said  the  •  Doctor,'  taking 
off  his  gold  spectacles,  and  slowly  wiping  them  with  his  white  mou- 
choir,  « how  came  you  to  say,  in  your  yesterday-morning's  sermon, 
that '  all  truths  are  akin  V  ' 

*  Simply  because  I  thought  so,  Doctor.  Have  you  any  good  rea- 
son for  thinking  they  are  not  V 

The  Parson,  as  he  said  this,  indolently  threw  his  legs  at  length 
upon  the  lounge,  and  settled  back  upon  the  cushion,  resting  his  head 
upon  his  hand.  The  Doctor  was  already  in  much  the  same  posi- 
tion :  his  feet  nearly  touching  those  of  the  Parson. 

*  Perhaps  not  any,'  answered  the  Doctor,  in  his  deliberate  way ; 
1  but  I  would  ask  a  question  or  two.  You  affirm  that '  all  truths  are 
akin.'  Now  I  should  like  to  know  what  affinity  the  fact  that  the  fire 
on  my  left  is  burning  has  with  the  fact — for  all  fact*  are  truths — that 
the  '  TattltUm  Gazette*  is  issued  every  Saturday  morning  V 

'  In  the  first  place,  my  dear  Doctor,  I  must  object  to  the  phrase- 
ology of  your  question.  It  is  not  true  that  all  facts  are  truths,  A 
fact  is  not  a  truth,  but  the  statement  of  a  fact  is  one.' 

*  Very  well,'  said  the  Doctor;  '  go  on/ 

'  You  would  know  what  affinity  the  burning  of  these  coals  has 
with  the  issuing  of  the  '  Tattleton  Gazette'  -every  Saturday  morn- 
ingl' 

'  Exactly  that,'  interrupted  the  Doctor. 

4  And  in  order  to  answer  this  satisfactorily,  we  must  inquire,'  pro- 
ceeded the  Parson, '  what  the  source  of  all  truths  is.  Manifestly  that 
source  is  God  himself.  He  produced  all  facts.  Intelligence,  taking 
cognizance  of  facts,  affirms  their  existence.  This  affirmation  is 
Truth.  Now  since  God  is  the  Supreme  Intelligence,  and,  as  crea- 
tor of  all  facts,  takes  cognizance  of  all,  He  can  affirm  the  existence 
of  every  fact  and  all.  Truth,  then,  universal  Truth,  resides  in  Him 
alone.  As  no  two  truths  can  contradict  each  other,  and  be  truths,  so 
they  consequently  must  bear  a  mutual  relation  to  each  other  in  the 
Divine  Mind,  and  must  be  akin.' 

The  Parson  here  smiled  complacently,  and  changed  his  legs.  The 
Doctor  threw  a  sly  glance  at  the  Lieutenant  to  see  if  he  was  listen- 
ing ;  but  he  was  looking  into  the  fire  with  a  fixed  gaze,  and  the  Doc- 
tor was  at  fault.  So,  changing  his  glance  to  the  face  of  the  'Squire, 
who,  ensconced  in  his  eesy«ohair  in  front  of  the  grate,  was  com- 
posedly paying  good  attention,  the  Doctor  thus  began  : 
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'  I  am  not  exactly  satisfied,  even  now ;  yet  I  do  not  mean  to  find 
fault  with  your  reasoning,  nor  your  conclusion.  Only  I  must  say 
that  you  have  not  answered  my  question.  If  I  remember  rightly, 
your  sermon,  Mr.  Parson,  intimated  throughout,  that  there  existed  a 
certain  mutual  dependence  between  all  truths,  and  that  they  threw 
light  on  each  other.  Now  I  will  ad  mit  that  some  do.  The  fact,  when 
discovered,  that  two  lenses  placed  in  a  certain  position  relative  to 
each  other,  and  to  the  human  eye,  would  enable  it  to  discover  ob- 
jects before  invisible  from  their  great  distance,  assisted  to  prove  the 
truth  which  the  Copernican  system  affirmed,  and  otherwise  shed 
.much  light  on  astronomy.  The  truths  developed  by  comparative 
anatomy  throw  much  light  on  the  facts  of  geology  and  the  history 
of  the  globe  constructed  from  them.  Even  it  helps  to  clear  up  some 
few  popular  superstitions.  It  is  said  that  Cuvier  was  a  trifle  skep- 
tical, in  his  childhood,  with  regard  to  the  existence  of  his  Satanic 
Majesty ;  the  solemn  asseverations  of  his  pious  mother,  and  the 
awful  warnings  of  the  family  priest,  to  the  contrary  notwithstandi- 
ng. There  is  a  myth  which  affirms,  that  when  in  his  manhood,  and 
in  the  height  of  his  celebrity,  and  when  bis  skepticism  on  this  point 
had  hardened  into  settled  unbelief,  he  really  saw  the  devil.  Cuvier 
was  walking,  near  night-fall,  in  a  park  near  Monticello,  and  had  just 
picked  up  a  snail-shell,  partially  crushed  by  what  appeared,  from 
the  tracks  in  the  gravelled  walk,  to  have  been  the  tread  of  a  deer; 
when  all  at  once,  directly  in  front  of  him,  appeared  approaching,  the 
Grand-duke  of  Pandemonium,  with  red-hot  glowing  eyes,  and  the 
appendages  with  which  the  old  Catholic  painters  represented  him. 
The  walk  was  narrow,  and  one  or  the  other  must  turn  out.  Cuvier 
merely  looked  at  the  snail-shell,  and  advanced  with  meditative  step. 
The  devil  stalked  up  to  meet  him,  with  his  mouth,  set  with  enormous 
teeth  and  vomiting  sulphurous  flame,  wide  open,  and  in  a  fierce 
under-tone,  growled  out : 

' '  You  are  the  philosopher,  are  you,  that  do  n't  believe  in  the 
Devil  %     Turn  out,  or  I  'll  eat  you  for  supper !' 

• '  You  '11  eat  me,  will  you  V  said  Cuvier,  composedly,  taking  out 
his  spectacles  and  adjusting  them,  and  then  coolly  surveying  the 
*  Old  NickV  figure  from  top  to  toe ;  '  you  '11  eat  me,  will  you  1  Let 
me  see :  Horns — Cloven  feet — Herbiverous.     Can't  be  done  /' 

*  His  Majesty  instantly  vanished  in  a  blue  vapor,  and  has  not  since 
been  seen  any  where  in  the  vicinity  of  Monticello.  Doubtless  his 
High  Mightiness  was  deeply  chagrined  that  science  should  thus  con- 
vict him  of  a  want  of  taste  in  the  choice  of  a  costume,  in  which, 
time  out  of  mind,  he  had  delighted  to  appear,  and  which  was  so 
much  in  keeping  with  his  other  well-known  eccentricities.  But 
although  we  find  nine  facts  in  ten  that  mutually  elucidate  each  other, 
(and  this  is  a  large  proportion  to  suppose,  for  hardly  two  in  ten  can 
be  shown  to  do  so,)  we  must  not  therefore  incontinently  eonclude 
that  in  the  nature  of  things  all  facts  bear  upon  each  other.  We 
cannot  show  that  they  do ;  and  we  should  rest  satisfied  with  merely 
stating  that  some  do.  From  this  view  of  the  matter,  I  think  you 
were  hardly  justified  in  the  statement  implied  in  your  phrase, '  All 
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transports  to  the  different  ships  of  war,  which  immediately  got  under 
way  for  Vera  Cruz.  During  the  passage  down  to  the  city,  I  was  in 
the  fore-top  of  the  United  States'  sloop-of-war  '  Albany/  from  which 
place  I  had  a  good  view  of  all  that  occurred.  It  was  a  '  sight  to 
see  !'  The  tall  ships  of  war  sailing  leisurely  along  under  their  top- 
sails, their  decks  thronged  in  every  part  with  dense  masses  of 
troops,  whose  bright  muskets  and  bayonets  were  flashing  in  the  sun- 
beams ;  the  gingling  of  spurs  and  sabres  ;  the  bands  of  music  play- 
ing ;  the  hum  of  the  multitude  rising  up  like  the  murmur  of  the 
distant  ocean  ;  the  small  steamers  plying  about,  their  decks  crowded 
with  anxious  spectators  ;  the  long  lines  of  surf-boats  towing  astern 
of  the  ships,  ready  to  disembark  the  troops  ;  all  these  tended  to  ren- 
der the  scene  one  of  the  deepest  interest. 

About  three  o'clock  p.  m.  the  armada  arrived  abreast  of  the  lit- 
tle desert  island  of  Sacrificio,  where  the  time-worn  walls  and  battle- 
ments of  Vera  Cruz,  and  the  old  grim  castle  of  San  Juan  d'Ullio, 
with  their  ponderous  cannon,  tier  upon  tier,  basking  in  the  yellow 
rays  of  the  sun,  burst  upon  our  view.  It  was  a  most  beautiful,  nay, 
a  sublime  sight,  that  embarkation.  I  still  retained  my  position  in 
the  'fore-top,  and  was  watching  every  movement  with  the  most 
anxious  interest ;  for  it  was  thought  by  many  that  the  enemy  would 
oppose  the  landing  of  our  troops.  About  four  o'clock,  the  huge 
surf-boats,  each  capable  of  conveying  one  hundred  men,  were  hauled 
to  the  gang-ways  of  the  different  men-of-war,  and  quickly  laden 
with  their  *  warlike  fraughtage ;'  formed  in  a  single  line,  nearly  a 
mile  in  length ;  and  at  a  given  signal,  commenced  slowly  moving 
toward  the  Mexican  shore.  It  was  a  grand  spectacle !  On,  on 
went  the  long  range  of  boats,  loaded  down  to  the  gunwales  with 
brave  men,  the  rays  of  the  slowly-departing  sun  resting  upon  their 
uniforms  and  bristling  bayonets,  and  wrapping  the  far  inland  and 
fantastic  mountains  of  Mexico  in  robes  of  gold.  On  they  went; 
the  measured  stroke  of  the  countless  oars  mingling  with  the  hoarse 
dull  roar  of  the  trampling  surf  upon  the  sandy  beach,  and  the  shriek 
of  the  myriads  of  sea-birds  soaring  high  in  air,  until  the  boats  struck 
the  shore,  and  quick  as  thought  our  army  began  to  land.  At  this  in- 
stant, the  American  flag  was  planted,  and  unrolling  its  folds,  floated 
proudly  out  upon  the  evening  breeze ;  the  crews  of  the  men-of-war 
made  the  welkin  ring  with  their  fierce  cheering ;  and  a  dozen  bands 
of  music,  at  the  same  time,  and  as  if  actuated  by  one  impulse,  struck 
up 

'  T  is  the  ttar-apangled  banner  !  O,  long  may  itjrare. 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free,  and  the  home  of  the  Brave !' 

Early  the  next  morning,  the  old  grim  Castle  of  San  Juan  d'Ullio 
commenced  trying  the  range  of  its  heavy  guns,  throwing  Paixhan 
shells  at  the  army,  and  continued  it  at  intervals  for  a  week ;  but 
with  the  exception  of  an  occasional  skirmish  with  a  party  of  the 
enemy's  lancers,  they  had  all  the  fun  to  themselves.  In  the  mean- 
time our  forces  went  quietly  on  with  their  preparations,  stationing 
their  pickets,  planting  their  heavy  mortars,  landing  their  horBes,  pro- 
visions and  munitions  of  war,  constantly  annoyed  with  a  ceaseless 
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fire  from  the  Mexican  batteries,  which  our  troops  were  as  yet  too 
busy  to  return. 

On  the  twenty-fourth,  Lieutenant  Oliver  Hazard-Perry,  with  a  zeal 
worthy  of  his  illustrious  father,  '  the  Hero  of  Lake  Erie,'  dismounted 
one  of  the  waist  guns  of  the  '  Albany,'  a  sixty-eight  pounder,  pro- 
cured a  number  of  volunteers  who  would  willingly  have  charged 
up  to  the  muzzles  of  the  Mexican  cannon  with  such  a  leader,  and 
taking  about  forty  rounds  of  Paixhan-shells,  proceeded  on  shore, 
where,  after  dragging  his  gun  through  the  sand  for  three  miles,  he 
arrived  at  a  small  fortification,  which  the  engineers  had  constructed 
of  sand-bags  for  him,  and  there  planted  his  engine  of  destruction, 
in  a  situation  which  commanded  the  whole  oity  of  Vera  Cruz. 
Roused  by  such  a  gallant  example,  guns  from  each  of  the  other  ships 
of  the  squadron  were  disembarked,  and  conveyed  to  the  breast- 
work, which  was  as  yet  concealed  from  the  eyes  of  the  Mexicans, 
by  being  in  the  rear  of  an  almost  impervious  chapparal,  and  in  a 
short  time  a  most  formidable  fortress  was  completed,  which  was 
styled  the  Naval  Battery. 

At  this  period,  General  Scott,  having  quietly  made  all  his  arrange- 
ments, while  a  constant  shower  of  shot  and  siell  were  thrown  at  his 
army  by  the  enemy,  sent  a  flag  of  truce,  with  a  summons  for*  the 
immediate  surrender  of  the  city  of  Vera  Cruz,  and  the  Castle  of 
San  Juan  d'Ullio,  and  with  a  full  understanding  that  unless  his  de- 
mand was  immediately  complied  with,  an  attack  would  follow.  As 
a  matter  of  course,  the  Mexicans,  expecting  an  assault,  for  which 
they  were  well  prepared,  and  not  a  bombardment,  returned  an  in- 
dignant refusal,  and  were  told  that  at  four  o'clock,  p.m.,  they  should 
hear  farther  from  us.  In  the  meantime,  the  chapparal  had  been  cut 
away,  disclosing  the  Naval  Battery  to  the  gaze  of  the  astonished 
Mexicans,  and  the  mortars  and  heavy  artillery,  which  had  been 
planted  upon  the  hills  overlooking  the  city,  and  were  ready  to.  vomit 
forth  their  fires  of  death.  Every  person  wasnow  waiting  with  trem- 
bling anxiety  the  commencement  of  the  fray. 

About  four  o'clock  p.  m.,  while  the  crews  of  the  squadron  were 
all  at  supper,  a  sudden  and  tremendous  roar  of  artillery  on  shore 
proclaimed  that  the  battle  had  begun.  The  tea-things  were  left  to 
'  take  care  of  themselves,'  and  pell-mell  tumbled  sick  and  well  up 
the  ladders  to  the  spar-deck.  I  followed  with  the  human  tide,  and 
soon  found  myself  in  the  fore-top  of  the  '  Albany,'  and  looking 
around  me,  a  sublime  but  terrific  sight  my  elevated  perch  presented 
to  the  view.  Some  two  hundred  sail  of  vessels  were  lying  imme- 
diately around  us,  their  tops,  cross-trees,  yards,  shrouds  —  every 
thing  where  a  foot-hold  could  be  obtained  —  crowded  with  human 
beings,  clustered  like  swarming  bees  in  mid-summer  on  the  trees, 
all  intently  watching  the  battle.  I  turned  my  eyes  on  shore.  Jona- 
than had  at  last  awakened  from  his  slumber,  and  had  set  to  work 
in  earnest  Bomb-shells  were  flying  like  hail  stones  into  Vera  Cruz 
from  every  quarter;  sulphurous  flashes,  clouds  of  smoke,  and  the 
dull  boom  of  the  heavy  guns  arose  from  the  walls  of  the  city  in  re- 
turn, while  ever  and  anon  a  red  sheet  of  flame  would  leap  from  the 
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Nor  was  it  the  Mexicans  alone  who  suffered.  The  foreign  resi- 
dents of  the  town,  not  expecting  a  bombardment,  but  an  assault 
from  our  army,  had  remained  at  their  residences;  and  to  use  the 
phrase  of  the  indignant  British  consul,  were  '  caught  like  so  many 
rats  in  a  trap !'  This  gentleman  informed  me,  that  for  a  whole 
week  he  had  not  taken  off  his  clothes,  and  had  scarcely  slept  a  mo- 
ment during  the  whole  of  the  bombardment.  '  Whenever/  said  he, 
4  a  person  did  lie  down  to  obtain  a  little  rest,  it  was  with  the  com- 
forting thought  that  in  all  human  probability  he  would  have  a  great 
bomb-shell  come  down  through  the  roof  of  his  house,  and  take  up 
its  quarters  by  his  side  for  a  bed-fellow  !' 

He  went  on  to  say,  that  during  the  second  night  of  the  bombard- 
ment be  collected  together  quite  a  large  party  of  his  friends,  if  I 
remember  rightly,  some  twenty  in  number,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
who  took  refuge  in  the  parlor  of  a  large  stone  house,  which  being 
very  strong,  was  thought  to  be  tolerably  safe  against  the  incursion 
of  the  shells,  though  they  could  be  heard  crashing  into  the  city  like 
a  hail-storm,  without  intermission.  But  while  the  party  were  con- 
gratulating themselves  upon  their  probable  security,  they  heard  a 
dreadful  crash  upon  the  roof  of  the  house,  which  made  its  firm  walls 
tremble,  and  in  an  instant  the  terrible  missile  landed  directly  in  the 
centre  of  the  room,  and  exploded  with  a  blinding  glare  and  deafen- 
ing roar,  shattering  down  the  strong  building,  and  destroying  twelve 
of  the  unfortunate  creatures  at  *  one  fell  swoop  !'  In  fact,  no  place 
was  safe ;  the  palace  of  the  grandee  and  the  hut  of  the  wretched 
peasant  shared  one  common  fate. 

In  the  afternoon  I  visited  the  hospital,  where  the  wounded  were 
lying ;  some  in  the  last  mortal  agonies  ;  some  with  their  arms  blown 
off, 'Others  with  their  legs  broken,  and  all  horribly  mutilated.  The 
old,  the  young,  the  rich  and  the  poor,  male  and  female,  had  been 
gathered  in  from  all  parts  of  the  city  to  this  vast  receptacle  of  pain 
and  suffering.  Heart-rending  moans  arose  from  every  quarter  of 
the  building  ;  clouds  of  flies  almost  darkened  the  air ;  and  I  turned 
in  horror  from  the  sickening  sight. 

Before  night  the  town  was  filled  with  our  troops,  who  kept  pour- 
ing in,  regiments  at  a  time,  and  a  constant  stream  of  baggage- 
wagons  were  entering  at  the  different  gates,  from  the  scene  of  the 
capitulation,  loaded  down  with  the  arms  and  accoutrements  of  the 
vanquished  enemy.  As  the  vehicles  passed  me,  rattling  over  the 
ruined  pavements  with  their  glittering;  freights,  on  their  way  to  de- 
posite  them  for  safe  keeping  in  the  Castle  of  San  Juan  d'Ullio,  I 
could  not  but  think  of  Longfellow's  beautiful  and  truthful  lines : 

4  Is  it,  O  man,  with  such  discordant  noises, 

With  such  accursed  instruments  as  these, 
Thou  drownest  Nature's  sweet  and  kindly  voices, 

And  jarrest  the  celestial  harmonies  ? 

'  Were  half  the  power  that  fills  the  world  with  terror, 

Were  half  the  wealth  bestowed  on  camps  and  courts 
Given  to  redeem  the  human  mind  from  error, 
There  were  no  need  of  arsenals  nor  forts !' 


1847.]  The  Dying  Soldier  to  his  Mother. 


THE   DYING   SOLDIER   TO  .HIS   MOTHER' 


Br     B.      W.     BIIIILI 


B*msd*U,  (Pa.,)  1847. 
VOL.  XXX. 


*T  it  evening  on  the  earth,  moth**, 

The  stan  above  are  dim, 
And  softly  o'er  the  darken'd  wave. 

Peak  the  low  vesper  hymn. 
My  bed  is  on  the  damp  cold  sod, 

My  lips  are  parched  and  dry, 
My  brain  is  wild  with  fever,  and 

Dear  mother !  I  must  die  ! 


Thy  voice  to  me  was  sweet,  mother, 

It  whispers  in  my  ear ; 
But,  though  it  cheered  my  childish  grief, 

It  cannot  soothe  me  here  t 
The  sabre-gash  and  ballet-wound 

Are  ulcerous  and  sore ; 
Their  pain  destroys  the  sweetness 

Of  the  voice  1  loved  of  yore. 


I  'm  lying  on  the  ground,  mother ; 

T  is  hard,  't  is  cold  and  damp, 
And  through  the  gloom  of  night  is  heard 

The  war-steed's  iron  tramp. 
I  see  the  carbine's  flash,  and  hear 

The  cannon's  thunder-peal, 
And  oft  above  the  fight  gleams  forth 

A  sea  of  flashing  steel. 


f  'm  growing  fainter  now,  mother, 

I  'm  dying  far  from  home  ; 
That  home,  around  whose  sacred  halls 

My  feet  no  more  shall  roam. 
Sweet  memories  of  my  childhood  rise, 

lake  shadows  o'er  the  lea, 
As  if  their  fairy  wings  could  waft 

My  spirit  back  to  thee ! 


But  all  is  sad  and  lone,  mother, 

And  I  am  very  weak ; 
So  much  exhausted  and  so  faint, 

I  can  no  longer  speak. 
I  go  from  this  dark  world  of  strife, 

In  other  climes  to  dwell, 
To  seize  my  robe  of  endless  life : 

Pear  mother  — -  friends — farewell  i 
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pened  to  be  off  duty  at  the  time,  and  who  had  in  his  possession  an 
excellent  telescope,  went  with  me  to  the  top  of  a  high  hill,  which 
commanded  a  view  of  the  whole  field,  and  where  a  thick  chapparal, 
through  whose  branches  the  cool  luxuriant  winds  came  singing, 
spread  its  grateful  shade  above  our  heads,  as  we  reclined  upon  the 
soft  carpet-like  earth  and  gazed  upon  the  magnificent  view  before 
us.  There  lay  the  sandy  plains,  dotted  with  the  white  tents  of  the 
soldiers  ;  the  green  field  on  which  the  enemy  was  to  pile  his  arms ; 
the  shattered  walls,  ramparts  and  white  domes  of  the  city ;  the  time-, 
worn  battlements  of  the  old  grim  Castle,  over  which  the  half-masted 
flag  of  $/l exico  was  trailing  in  sadness  ;  and  beyond,  the  great,  so- 
lemn, sleeping  sea,  on  whose  unruffled  bosom  the  countless  fleet  of 
transports,  men-of-war  and  steamers,  as  the  long  glassy  surge  came 
sweeping  in,  rolled  lazily  to  and  fro,  with  their  wilderness  of  spars 
and  rigging  basking  in  the  yellow  sunshine.  It  was  a  most  beautiful 
sight,  and  one  that  can  never  be  effaced  from  my  memory. 

About  ten  o'clock,  a.  m.,  the  American  army  moved  up  in  two 
columns  ;  a  perfect  forest  of  glittering  bayonets,  the  regular  troops 
on  the  right,  and  the  volunteers  on  the  left ;  and  enclosing  the  ex- 
tended field  in  a  hollow  square,  with  an  opening  nearest  the  city, 
through  which  the  Mexicans  were  to  enter,  awaited  their  approach. 
In  a  short  time  the  sound  of  mournful  music  announced  that  the 
enemy  was  approaching ;  and  looking  toward  the  city,  we  beheld 
his  columns  moving  out  in  good  order,  and  in  the  direction  of  our 
army. 

On  they  came,  the  poor,  crest-fallen,  half-starved,  emaciated  crea- 
tures, to  the  most  mournful  strains  ear  ever  heard  ;  the  long,  de- 
jected-looking files  of  troops  accompanied  by  the  inhabitants  of  the 
city;  women  and  children;  the  old,  the  young,  the  crippled — all 
bearing  off  their  little  treasures.  Some  could  be  seen  staggering 
under  the  weight  of  old  trunks,  others  loaded  down  with  bags  of 
meal ;  no  doubt  their  little  all.  I  need  not  say  that  I  sincerely  sym- 
pathized with  them  in  their  deep  distress ;  and  as  I  looked  around 
upon  the  many  poor  pale  sorrowing  faces  of  the  females,  my  heart 
ached  for  them,  and  I  involuntarily  breathed  forth  a  curse  upon  the 
inventor  of  War  ! 

After  the  soldiers  had  stacked  their  arms,  and  while  they  were 
waiting  to  be  paroled,  I  came  down  from  the  hill  where  I  had  been 
seated,  and  strolled  round  among  the  columns  of  the  Mexicans,  and 
was  surprised  at  finding  so  many  fine-looking  officers  and  men  among 
them.  They  had  the  appearance  of  being  well  disciplined,  and  their 
arms  and  accoutrements  were  in  a  most  excellent  condition.  Al- 
though I  was  entirely  alone,  and  wore  the  uniform  of  the  navy,  not 
an  insult  was  offered  to  me ;  and  whenever  I  thought  proper  to 
salute  one  of  their  officers,  the  civility  was  always  promptly  and 
courteously  acknowledged. 

On  I  went,  in  a  spirit  of  wild  recklessness,  stopping  to  exchange 
an  occasional  smile  or  kind  word  with  the  pretty  se&oritas,  with 
their  large,  dark,  languishing  eyes,  raven  tresses  hanging  down 
almost  to  the  earth,  and  with  their  swelling  bosoms  more  than  half 
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disclosed  to  view ;  until  suddenly  looking  up,  I  for  the  first  time  dis- 
covered that  I  had  left  our  army  and  all  assistance  far  behind,  and 
that  I  was  alone  in  the  very  midst  of  the  armed  and  swarthy  hordes 
of  the  enemy,  and  directly  before  the  principal  gate  of  the  city. 
To  add  to  my  uneasiness,  I  perceived  many  dark  and  threatening 
glances  cast  toward  me  from  the  sullen  columns  of  soldiers ;  and  I 
have  no  doubt,  had  they  not  been  restrained  by  a  fear  of  their  offi- 
cers, they  would  have  sacrificed  me  on  the  spot  to  gratify  their  thirst 
for  revenge  upon  the  Americans.  But  let  me  feel  as  I  would,  it 
was  no  time  to  show  indecision  ;  so  I  walked  quietly  along  the  walls, 
examining  the  loop-holes  for  musketry,  and  speculating  in  my  own 
mind  whether  some  one  of  the  enemy,  as  at  Monterey,  might  not 
lie  concealed  behind  them,  and  take  a  fancy  to  make  a  target  of 
me.  I  can  testify  from  personal  experience  that  the  spot  on  which 
I  stood  at  that  time  was  not  a  bed  of  roses.  Had  I  been  made  the 
victim  of  some  deadly  marksman,  who  at  such  a  time  could  ever 
have  ferreted  out  the  assassin  ?  .Just  at  this  moment,  to  my  great 
relief,  Mr.  Crossan,  a  very  brave  and  accomplished  officer,  accompa- 
nied by  three  others,  came  up,  having  like  me  wandered  on  in  ad- 
vance of  the  army.  After  a  brief  consultation,  it  was  decided  to 
go  on  at  all  hazards.  Accordingly  we  crossed  the  old  bridge,  and 
after  passing  under  a  ponderous  arched  gate- way,  found  ourselves  in 
the  almost  deserted  streets.  We  were  the  first  Americans  who  had 
entered  the  city  of  Vera  Cruz. 

What  a  scene  of  desolation  and  distress  met  the  eye  at  every 
turn !  For  nearly  a  week  the  American  army  had  rained  a  cease- 
less shower  of  bomb-shells  into  the  ill-fated  city ;  and  not  a  street, 
and  scarcely  a  house,  remained  unvisited  by  these  terrible  missiles. 
The  pavements  ploughed  up ;  beautiful  dwellings  shattered  *into 
masses  of  ruin ;  signs  of  every  description  broken  in  pieces,  and 
fragments  of  shell  lying  around  in  every  direction ;  these  told  the 
havoc  which  had  been  made  with  our  enemies.  The  few  people 
who  remained  in  the  city  seemed  completely  '  cowed  down*  and 
beaten  out  with  constant  fatigue,  anxiety,  and  want  of  sleep ;  and 
as  we  passed  along  the  echoing  streets,  they  looked  out  of  their 
broken  windows  timidly  upon  us,  as  if  expecting  insult  and  vio- 
lence. 

For  myself,  I  sincerely  sympathized  with  them  in  their  poignant 
distress ;  and  had  I  possessed  the  power,  I  would  not  have  injured 
one  of  the  poor  pale-faced  creatures  of  that  *  many-sorrow'd  throng' 
for  the  universe.  There  is  something  in  deep  distress  which  claims 
a  kindred  feeling  in  the  breast  of  •  poor  humanity,'  and  I  separated 
from  the  party,  and  wandered  alone  over  the  entire  city.  During 
the  whole  of  my  peregrinations,  wherever  I  went  I  was  treated 
with  the  greatest  respect  and  kindness ;  and  whenever  I  stopped 
before  a  house  to  gaze  upon  the  damage  done  by  a  shell,  it  the 
building  was  not  already  deserted  some  one  of  the  inmates  would 
come- to  the  shattered  door,  invite  me  to  enter,  point  out  their  furni- 
ture destroyed,  or  the  time-worn  walls  stained  with  the  life-blood  of 
a  father  or  a  mother,  a  brother  or  a  sister.  • 
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Nor  was  it  the  Mexicans  alone  who  suffered.  The  foreign  resi- 
dents of  the  town,  not  expecting  a  bombardment,  but  an  assault 
from  our  army,  had  remained  at  their  residences ;  and  to  use  the 
phrase  of  the  indignant  British  consul,  were  '  caught  like  so  many 
rats  in  a  trap  !'  This  gentleman  informed  me,  that  for  a  whole 
week  he  had  not  taken  off  his  clothes,  and  had  scarcely  slept  a  mo- 
ment during  the  whole  of  the  bombardment.  '  Whenever/  said  he, 
1  a  person  did  lie  down  to  obtain  a  little  rest,  it  was  with  the  com- 
forting thought  that  in  all  human  probability  he  would  have  a  great 
bomb-shell  come  down  through  the  roof  of  his  house,  and  take  up 
its  quarters  by  his  side  for  a  bed-fellow  !' 

He  went  on  to  say,  that  during  the  second  night  of  the  bombard- 
ment he  collected  together  quite  a  large  party  of  his  friends,  if  I 
remember  rightly,  some  twenty  in  number,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
who  took  refuge  in  the  parlor  of  a  large  stone  house,  which  being 
very  strong,  was  thought  to  be  tolerably  safe  against  the  incursion 
of  the  shells,  though  they  could  be  heard  crashing  into  the  city  like 
a  hail-storm,  without  intermission.  But  while  the  party  were  con- 
gratulating themselves  upon  their  probable  security,  they  heard  a 
dreadful  crash  upon  the  roof  of  the  house,  which  made  its  firm  walls 
tremble,  and  in  an  instant  the  terrible  missile  landed  directly  in  the 
centre  of  the  room,  and  exploded  with  a  blinding  glare  and  deafen- 
ing roar,  shattering  down  the  strong  building,  and  destroying  twelve 
of  the  unfortunate  creatures  at '  one  fell  swoop  !'  In  fact,  no  place 
was  safe ;  the  palace  of  the  grandee  and  the  hut  of  the  wretched 
peasant  shared  one  common  fate. 

In  the  afternoon  I  visited  the  hospital,  wherp  the  wounded  were 
lying ;  some  in  the  last  mortal  agonies  ;  some  with  their  arms  blown 
off, -others  with  their  legs  broken,  and  all  horribly  mutilated.  The 
old,  the  young,  the  rich  and  the  poor,  male  and  female,  had  been 
gathered  in  from  all  parts  of  the  city  to  this  vast  receptacle  of  pain 
and  suffering.  Heart-rending  moans  arose  from  every  quarter  of 
the  building  ;  clouds  of  flies  almost  darkened  the  air ;  and  I  turned 
in  horror  from  the  sickening  sight. 

Before  night  the  town  was  filled  with  our  troops,  who  kept  pour- 
ing in,  regiments  at  a  time,  and  a  constant  stream  of  baggage- 
wagons  were  entering  at  the  different  gates,  from  the  scene  of  the 
capitulation,  loaded  down  with  the  arms  and  accoutrements  of  the 
vanquished  enemy.  As  the  vehicles  'passed  me,  rattling  over  the 
ruined  pavements  with  their  glittering  freights,  on  their  way  to  de- 
posite  them  for  safe  keeping  in  the  Castle  of  San  Juan  d'Ullio,  I 
could  not  but  think  of  Longfellow's  beautiful  and  truthful  lines : 

'  Is  it,  O  man,  with  such  discordant  noises, 

With  such  accursed  instruments  as  these, 
Thou  drownest  Nature's  sweet  and  kindly  roices, 
And  jarrest  the  celestial  harmonies  ? 

1  Were  half  the  power  that  fills  the  world  with  terror, 

Were  half  the  wealth  bestowed  on  camps  and  courts 
Given  to  redeem  the  human  mind  from  error, 
There  were  no  need  of  arsenals  nor  forts !' 
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men — but  these,  with  one  exception,  were  bachelors — looked  wist- 
fully upon  us  as  we  rode  lightly  and  swiftly  past,  and  then  looked 
impatiently  at  their  own  lumbering  wagons  and  heavy-gaited  oxen. 
Others  were  unwilling  to  advance  at  all,  until  the  party  they  had  left 
behind  should  have  rejoined  them.  Many  were  murmuring  against 
the  leader  they  had  chosen,  and  wished  to  depose  him  ;  discontents 
were  fomented  by  some  ambitious  spirits,  who  had  hopes  of  suc- 
ceeding in  his  place.  The  women  were  divided  between  regrets 
for  the  homes  they  had  left  and  apprehension  of  the  deserts  and  the 
savages  before  them. 

We  soon  left  them  far  behind,  and  fondly  hoped  that  we  had  taken 
a  final  leave ;  but  unluckily  our  companions'  wagon  stuck  so  long  in 
a  deep  muddy  ditch,  that  before  it  was  extricated  the  van  of  the 
emigrant  caravan  appeared  again,  descending  a  ridge  close  at  hand. 
Wagon  after  wagon  plunged  through  the  mud ;  and  as  it  was  nearly 
noon,  and  the  place  promised  shade  and  water,  we  saw  with  much 
gratification  that  they  were  resolved  to  encamp.  Soon  the  wagons 
were  wheeled  into  a  circle ;  the  cattle  were  grazing  over  the  mea- 
dow, and  the  men,  with  sour,  sullen  faces,  were  looking  about  for 
wood  and  water.  They  seemed  to  meet  with  but  indifferent  success. 
As  we  left  the  ground,  I  saw  a  tall  slouching  fellow,  with  the  nasal 
accent  of  '  down  east,1  contemplating  the  contents  of  his  tin  cup, 
which  he  had  just  filled  with  water. 

'  Look  here,  you,1  said  he  ;  'it 's  chock  full  of  animals !' 

The  cup,  as  he  held  it  out,  exhibited  in  fact  an  extraordinary  va- 
riety and  profusion  of  animal  and  vegetable  life. 

Riding  up  the  little  hill,  and  looking  back  on  the  meadow,  we 
could  easily  see  that  all  was  not  right  in  the  camp  of  the  emigrants. 
The  men  were  crowded  together,  and  an  angry  discussion  seemed 

to  be  going  forward.     R was  missing  from  his  wonted  place  in 

the  line,  and  the  Captain  told  us  that  lie  had  remained  behind  to  get 
his  horse  shod  by  a  blacksmith  who  was  attached  to  the  emigrant 
party.  Something  whispered  in  our  ears  that  mischief  was  on  foot ; 
we  kept  on,  however,  and  coming  soon  to  a  stream  of  tolerable 
water,  we  stopped  to  rest  and  dine.  Still  the  absentee  lingered  be- 
hind. At  last,  at  the  distance  of  a  mile,  be  and  his  horse  suddenly 
appeared,  sharply  defined  against  the  sky  on  the  summit  of  a  hill ; 
and  close  behind,  a  huge  white  object  rose  slowly  into  view. 

1  What  is  that  blockhead  bringing  with  him  now  V 

A  moment  dispelled  the  mystery.  Slowly  and  solemnly,  one  be- 
hind the  other,  four  long  trains  of  oxen  and  four  emigrant  wagons 
rolled  over  the  crest  of  the  declivity  and  gravely  descended,  while 

R rode  in  state  at  the  van.     It  seems,  that  during  the  process 

of  shoeing  the  horse,  the  smothered  dissensions  among  the  emi- 
grants suddenly  broke  into  open  rupture.  Some  insisted  on  push- 
ing forward,  some  on  remaining  where  they  were,  and  some  on  going 
back.  Kearsley,  their  captain, 'threw  up  his  command  in  disgust. 
4  And  now,  boys,'  said  be,  '  if  any  of  you  are  for  going  ahead,  just 
yon  come  along  with  me.' 

Four  wagons,  with  ten  men,  one  woman  and  one  small  child, 
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1  At  a  Priest,  or  Interpreter  of  the  Holy,  iethe  noblest  and  highest  of  all  men,  so  is  a  sham-priest 
(Sckimpritrter,)  the  falsest  and  basest'  Sartor  Rmabtus. 

'  How  came  you  to  say,  Mr.  Parson/  said  the  •  Doctor,'  taking 
off  his  gold  spectacles,  and  slowly  wiping  them  with  his  white  mou- 
choir,  •  how  came  you  to  say,  in  your  yesterday-morning's  sermon, 
that « all  truths  are  akin  V  ' 

4  Simply  because  I  thought  so,  Doctor.  Have  you  any  good  rea- 
son for  thinking  they  are  not  V 

The  Pa r8 on,  as  he  said  this,  indolently  threw  his  legs  at  length 
upon  the  lounge,  and  settled  back  upon  the  cushion,  resting  his  head 
upon  his  hand.  The  Doctor  was  already  in  much  the  same  posi- 
tion :  his  feet  nearly  touching  those  of  the  P arson » 

*  Perhaps  not  any,'  answered  the  Doctor,  in  his  deliberate  way ; 
1  but  I  would  ask  a  question  or  two.  You  affirm  that  '  all  truths  are 
akin.'  Now  I  should  like  to  know  what  affinity  the  fact  that  the  fire 
on  my  left  is  burning  has  with  the  fact — for  all  facts  are  truths — that 
the  •  Tattleton  Gazette1  is  issued  every  Saturday  morning  V 

1  In  the  first  place,  my  dear  Doctor,  I  must  object  to  the  phrase- 
ology of  your  question.  It  is  not  true  that  all  facts  are  truths.  A 
fact  is  not  b  truth,  but  the  statement  of  a  fact  is  one.' 

1  Very  well,'  said  the  Doctor ;  €  go  on.' 

'You  would  know  what  affinity  the  burning  of  these  coals  has 
with  the  issuing  of  the  (  Tattleton  Gazette'  every  Saturday  morn- 

1  Exactly  that,'  interrupted  the  Doctor. 

'  And  in  order  to  answer  this  satisfactorily,  we  must  inquire,'  pro- 
ceeded the  Parson, '  what  the  source  of  all  truths  is.  Manifestly  that 
source  is  God  himself.  He  produced  all  facts.  Intelligence,  taking 
cognizance  of  facts,  affirms  their  existence.  This  affirmation  is 
TYuth.  Now  since  God  is  the  Supreme  Intelligence,  and,  as  crea- 
tor of  all  facts,  takes  cognizance  of  all,  He  can  affirm  the  existence 
of  every  fact  and  all.  Truth,  then,  universal  Truth,  resides  in  Him 
alone.  As  no  two  truths  can  contradict  each  other,  and  be  truths,  so 
they  consequently  must  bear  a  mutual  relation  to  each  other  in  the 
Divine  Mind,  and  must  be  akin.1 

The  Parson  here  smiled  complacently,  and  changed  his  legs.  The 
Doctor  threw  a  sly  glance  at  the  Lieutenant  to  see  if  he  was  listen- 
ing ;  but  he  was  looking  into  the  fire  with  a  fixed  gaze,  and  the  Doc- 
tor was  at  fault.  So,  changing  his  glance  to  the  face  of  the  'Squire, 
who,  ensconced  in  his  easy -chair  in  front  of  the  grate,  was  com- 
posedly paying  good  attention,  the  Doctor  thus  began  : 
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'  I  am  not  exactly  satisfied,  even  now ;  yet  I  do  not  mean  to  find 
fault  with  your  reasoning,  nor  your  conclusion.  Only  I  must  say 
that  you  have  not  answered  my  question.  If  I  remember  rightly, 
your  sermon,  Mr.  Parson,  intimated  throughout  that  there  existed  a 
certain  mutual  dependence  between  all  truths,  and  that  they  threw 
light  on  each  other.  Now  I  will  admit  that  some  do.  The  fact,  when 
discovered,  that  two  lenses  placed  in  a  certain  position  relative  to 
each  other,  and  to  the  human  eye,  would  enable  it  to  discover  ob- 
jects before  invisible  from  their  great  distance,  assisted  to  prove  the 
truth  which  the  Copernican  system  affirmed,  and  otherwise  shed 
.much  light  on  astronomy.  The  truths  developed  by  comparative 
anatomy  throw  much  light  on  the  facts  of  geology  and  the  history 
of  the  globe  constructed  from  them.  Even  it  helps  to  clear  up  some 
few  popular  superstitions.  It  is  said  that  Cuvier  was  a  trifle  skep- 
tical, in  his  childhood,  with  regard  to  the  existence  of  his  Satanic 
Majesty ;  the  solemn  asseverations  of  his  pious  mother,  and  the 
awful  warnings  of  the  family  priest,  to  the  contrary  notwithstand- 
ing. There  is  a  myth  which  affirms,  that  when  in  his  manhood,  and 
in  the  height  of  his  celebrity,  and  when  his  skepticism  on  this  point 
had  hardened  into  settled  unbelief,  he  really  saw  the  devil.  Cuvier 
was  walking,  near  night- fa  11,  in  a  park  near  Monticello,  and  had  just 
picked  up  a  snail-shell,  partially  crushed  by  what  appeared,  from 
the  tracks  in  the  gravelled  walk,  to  have  been  the  tread  of  a  deer; 
when  all  at  once,  directly  in  front  of  him,  appeared  approaching,  the 
Grand-duke  of  Pandemonium,  with  red-hot  glowing  eyes,  and  the 
appendages  with  which  the  old  Catholic  painters  represented  him. 
The  walk  was  narrow,  and  one  or  the  other  must  turn  out,  Cuvier 
merely  looked  at  the  snail-shell,  and  advanced  with  meditative  step. 
The  devil  stalked  up  to  meet  him,  with  his  mouth,  set  with  enormous 
teeth  and  vomiting  sulphurous  flame,  wide  open,  and  in  a  fierce 
under-tone,  growled  out : 

' '  You  are  the  philosopher,  are  you,  that  do  n't  believe  in  the 
Devil  %     Turn  out,  or  I  '11  eat  you  for  supper !' 

' '  You  '11  eat  me,  will  you  V  said  Cuvier,  composedly,  taking  out 
his  spectacles  and  adjusting  them,  and  then  coolly  surveying  the 
1  Old  Nick's'  figure  from  top  to  toe ;  '  you  '11  eat  me,  will  you  1  Let 
me  see :  Horn*  —  Cloven  feet — Herbivebous.     Can't  be  done  /' 

4  His  Majesty  instantly  vanished  in  a  blue  vapor,  and  has  not  since 
been  seen  any  where  in  the  vicinity  of  Monticello.  Doubtless  his 
High  Mightiness  was  deeply  chagrined  that  science  should  thus  con- 
vict him  of  a  want  of  taste  in  the  choice  of  a  costume,  in  which, 
time  out  of  mind,  he  had  delighted  to  appear,  and  which  was  so 
much  in  keeping  with  his  other  well-known  eccentricities.  But 
although  we  find  nine  facts  in  ten  that  mutually  elucidate  each  other, 
(and  this  is  a  large  proportion  to  suppose,  for  hardly  two  in  ten  can 
be  shown  to  do  so,)  we  must  not  therefore  incontinently  conclude 
that  in  the  nature  of  things  all  facts  bear  upon  each  other.  We 
cannot  show  that  they  do ;  and  we  should  rest  satisfied  with  merely 
stating  that  some  do.  From  this  view  of  the  matter,  I  think  you 
were  hardly  justified  in  the  statement  implied  in  your  phrase, '  All 
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truths  are  akin  ;'  that  all  foots  (or  truths,  if  you  will  have  it  thus,) 
mutually  throw  light  on  each  other.  It  is,  after  all,  a  matter  of 
small  importance ;  but  I  hope  you  will  think  of  the  thing  in  your 
sermons  hereafter,  and  be  a  little  careful  not  to  draw  conclusions 
hastily.' 

'  You  are  right/  said  the  Parson ;  '  but  I  do  not  believe  another 
man  in  the  congregation  noticed  what  you  have  pointed  out.  A 
minister  has  hardly  time  so  to  pare  down  his  phrases  and  arrange 
his  thoughts  as  to  avoid  some  few  such  blunders,  almost  any  Sun- 
day.' 

'What!  what!'  gruffly  interposed  the  'Squire;  'what!  what! 
do  you  pretend  to  preach  the  Truth,  and  at  the  same  time  excuse 
yourself  in  this  way  1  Is  want  of  time  a  good  excuse  for  preaching 
falsehood  from  the  pulpit  1  But  stop  ;  I  am  a  little  too  abrupt,  and 
I  ask  your  pardon.  Yet  this  subject  of  truthfulness  is  one  on  which 
I  am  very  obstinate.  I  think  I  ought  to  be.  Perhaps  you  have 
never  looked  at  it  in  the.  way  that  I  do.  I  hold  that  a  man  is  guilty 
of  falsehood  just  as  much  when  ho  says  a  thing  is  true,  without 
proof  of  its  truth,  as  when  he  says  a  thing  is  true  which  he  knows 
to  be  false.  Above  all  others,  a  minister  should  be  truthful.  He 
preaches  the  great  truths  of  the  Gospel,  insists  on  their  acceptance, 
and  declares  God  to  be  a  lover  of  truthfulness.  The  minister  pre- 
tends to  be  a  teacher  of  truth,,  and  I  hold  that  he  should  be  also  a 
speaker  of  the  truth.  Now  I  know  that  you,  Mr.  Parson,  would  not 
for  your  right  hand  say  a  thing  was  true  when  you  knew  it  was  not; 
ought  you  then  to  say  a  thing  is  true  when  you  have  no  good  proof 
of  its  truth  V 

*  Really,  Jack,'  answered  the  Parson, '  I  cannot  find  any  fault  with 
you.  Your  idea  is  a  good  one ;  but  I  fear  that  if  all  ministers 
should  confine  themselves  strictly  to  what  they  actually  know  from 
having  proved  it,  there  would  be  but  little  material  for  any  thing 
like  eloquence  left  to  them.  How  could  we  paint  the  tortures  of 
the  damned,  or  the  felicities  of  the  saints  in  heaven,  if  we  confined 
ourselves  within  the  limits  of  your  rule  V 

'  Well,  I  believe  you  would  be  at  fault,'  answered  the  'Squire ; 
*  but,  after  all,  I  do  n't  believe  you  need  any  such  helps  in  the  pulpit. 
The  Scriptures  do  not  describe  the  future  state ;  nobody  has  ever 
come  back  from  the  dead  to  tell  us  or  any  one  about  it ;  and  you 
yourself  do  n't  know  any  thing  of  it,  as  yet ;  so  if  you  attempt  to 
describe  it,  it  is  all  guess-work,  and  ought  to  pass  for  such  with  sen- 
sible men.  I  hold  that  the  good  will  be  happy  and  the  bad  misera- 
ble in  another  world,  just  as  they  are  in  this.  Farther  I  do  not 
inquire  ;  I  do  not  wish  to  be  *  wise  above  what  is  written.'  But' 
what  I  am  obstinate  about  is  this :  I  want  every  man  in  the  pulpit 
to  tell  the  truth.  If  he  has  got  any  thing  to  say  that  he  knows  to  be 
true,  let  him  say  it,  and  do  somebody  a  little  real  good.  I  have 
heard  men  who  would  shrink  from  saying  a  thing  was  false  when 
they  did  not  know  it  to  be  so  ;  and  yet  these  same  men  would,  Sun- 
day after  Sunday,  declare  a  thing  to  be  true  of  which  they  actually 
knew  nothing.     The  falsehood  is  as  great  in  the  one  case  as  in  the 
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other,  and  I  bold  these  men  as  (unconscious)  liars.  This  is  strong 
language  ;  but  I  cannot  use  any  milder  phraseology.  When  I  see 
a  man  get  up  in  the  pulpit,  and  launch  out  into  fiction,  I  set  him 
down  as  either  a  knave  or  a  fool,  in  so  far  as  he  departs  from  the 
truth. 

'  You  say  that  you  do  n't  believe  another  man  in  the  congregation 
noticed  what  the  Doctor  pointed  out ;  but  I  did :  and  I  have  no 
doubt  a  dozen  others  in  the  church  did  so  too.  There  are  few  who 
care  to  speak  out ;  but  every  such  ( blunder?  as  you  term  it,  Mr. 
Parson,  increases  the  strong  under-current  of  distrust  toward  a 
minister  of  this  sort;  and  if  he  persists  in  loose  declamation,  he 
must  not  be  surprised  when  at  length  he  finds  a  majority  of  bis 
congregation  entirely  dissatisfied,  both  with  his  preaching  and  him- 
self. If  half  the  world  are  fools,  one  half  are  men  of  sense ;  and 
in  the  long  run,  the  men  of  sense  carry  the  day.' 

'  Though  you  are  very  severe,  Jack,  against  the  cloth,  yet  I  must 
own  that  you  are  right.  I  never  took  your  view  of  the  matter  be- 
fore, but  I  deem  it  the  right  one.' 

1  I  find  that  I  have  not  been  mistaken  in  you,  by  the  way  in  which 
you  take  ray  rough  hints ;  and  if  I  have  wounded  your  feelings  in 
the  least,  suffer  me  to  disclaim  any  intention  to  do  so.' 

'  Not  in  the  least,  Jack.  Both  you  and  the  Doctor  are  in  the 
right,  and  I  do  not  complain.' 

1  Then  I  will  go  on,'  said  the  'Squire,  while  he  resumed  his  com- 
fortable seat,  after  poking  the  grate  a  little ;  being  reminded  of  the 
fire  by  the  storm  of  snow  which  beat  against  the  windows.  'I  can 
bear  almost  any  thing  from  the  pulpit  except  falsehood.  Even 
coarseness  itself  is  the  more  acceptable.  By  the  way,  I  recollect 
an  instance  of  coarseness  in  the  pulpit  which  at  the  time  shocked 
me  not  a  little.  I  am  not  over  fastidious,  but  this  was  a  trifle  more 
than  I  could  bear ;  and  to  change  the  subject  a  moment,  I  will  tell 
the  thing. 

'  When  I  was  an  under-graduate  in College,  '  Protracted 

Meetings'  were  all  the  rage  in  that  part  of  the  country,  and  our 
good  faculty  used  to  suspend  the  college  exercises,  sometimes  for  a 
whole  week,  that  we  might  attend  the  preachment  of  some  '  great 
gun,'  and  share  in  the  general  excitement,  for  '  the  good  of  our 
souls/  This  term,  by-the-by,  '  good  of  the  soul,9  is  somewhat  more 
ancient  than  some  imagine.  Plato,  in  his  '  Tenth  Dialogue  on  Law/ 
uses  it  in  the  same  sense  in  which  it  is  used  now-a-days.  Well,  to 
go  on  ;  one  winter  term  a  terrible  '  Revival'  broke  out  down-town, 
among  the  Methodists  and  Baptists,  and  we  were  all  turned  loose  to 
hear  '  Brother  Smith,'  •  the  new  preacher,  just  from  the  West.' 

'  For  two  or  three  days  I  stuck  to  my  room,  and  read  the  •  Attic 
Nights'  of  Aulus  Gellius ;  but  finding  my  '  section'  entirely  deserted, 
and  hearing  more  and  more  of  the  wonderful  powers  of  •  Brother 
Smith,'  I  put  on  my  over-coat  one  evening,  and  floundered  through 
the  snow  down  to  the  Baptist c  meeting-house,'  just  before  the  ser- 
vices began.  The  house  was  crammed;  students,  towns-people, 
professors,  and  a  pretty  good  '  sprinkling'  of  mischievous-looking 
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Amid  the  pleasant  lands, 
Where  Iowa's  far  river  winds  along, 
Lolling  the  valley  with  its  gentle  song, 

A  cottage  stands ! 

A  cottage  low  and  fair, 
Sleeping  in  beauty  'neath  the  sunny  skies, 
And  towering  bluffir,  that  gracefully  arise 

To  upper  air  1 

Broad  Prairies  are  around ; 
Stretching  in  far  immensity  they  lie  ; 
So  vast  and  limitless,  no  human  eye 

Can  trace  their  bound ! 

All  round,  green  oaks  uprise, 
Which,  strong  and  proud,  long  centuries  have  stood, 
The  storms  defying ;  giants  of  the  wood, 

That  reach  the  skies  ! 

Warm  hearts  inhabit  there  ! 
Kind  voices  speak  the  welcome  strangers  prise, 
And  gentle  hands  make  dry  the  weeper's  eyes, 

And  share  his  care  ! 

All  loved  things  there  have  place ! 
A  gentle  fawn,  with  light  and  springing  bound, 
Threads  the  fresh  grove,  or  crops  the  herbage  round 
With  quiet  grace. 

'  Pet'  is  the  loving  name 
The  gentle  favorite  bears ;  '  Our  Caddy's  Pet ;' 
And  ne'er  did  I  behold  a  creature  yet 

More  fond  and  tame ! 

Its  mistress  went  away, 
Far  where  old  ocean's  surges  meet  the  ear, 
And  the  poor  fawn  long  pined  her  voice  to  hear, 

And  ceased  to  play ! 

But  time  went  by,  and  pet 
Shook  off  its  grief  and  learned  to  play  once  more, 
Shewing  full  well,  by  the  gay  mien  it  wore, 

It  could  forget ! 

I  chide  thee  not,  poor  fawn, 
Nor  call  thee  *  base,'  forgetful  though  thou  art ; 
How  like  to  thine  is  many  a  human  heart 

When  friends  are  gone ! 

It  sure  were  wrong  in  me 
More  love  and  strong  fidelity  of  heart, 
Than  vowed-friends  oft-times  cherish  when  they  part, 

To  ask  of  thee  ! 

'  •  Oajc  Lodge/  the  rstidsiioe  of  Jambs  Robinson,  Eiq.,  Iowa  City. 
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cite  one  to  uncontrollable  laughter,  at  the  same  time  that  the  heart 
was  beating  with  fear. 

' '  When  the  last  trump  shall  sound/  said  he, '  the  inhabitants  of 
the  earth  shall  come  from  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe,  from  the  sea 
and  from  the  grave,  before  their  Judge  :  and  when  he  gives  his  sen- 
tence, while  the  good  shall  march  in  platoons  and  battalions  into 
Heaven,  the  wicked  shall  be  rim*r  ached  and  hub-broken,  and  shall 
wheel  by  kingdoms  into  hell  /' 

'  Then  he  alluded  to  the  Holy  Scriptures,  as  our  only  guide  to  sal- 
vation '  The  Bible,'  said  he,  '  is  so  called,  because  it  is  a  by- Bill, 
laid  by  by  the  apostles  ;  and  in  '  that  day'  if  you  have  not  paid  it  to 
the  last  copper,  you  will  find  it  an  almighty  hard  bill  to  settle.' 

'  In  conclusion,  he  compared  human  life  to  a  game  at  cards.  I  wish 
I  could  recollect  the  whole  picture  which  he  drew,  but  it  was  as  just 
and  terrible,  and  as  profoundly  original  as  Retz's  picture  of  '  The 
Game  of  Life.'  It  is  not  education  nor  refinement  which  gives 
ideas  to  genius,  although  they  do  give  the  appropriate  dress  in  which 
these  ideas  are  preserved. 

' '  My  friends,'  said  he,  '  after  what  we  have  seen,  we  may  liken 
this  life  ta  a  game  at  old  sledge,'  (all-fours,  I  believe ;)  '  where  the 
devil  and  his  angels,  and  Jesus  and  his  angels  are  standing,  looking 
on  to  see  the  righteous  playing  with  the  wicked.' 

'  Here  he  described  their  appearance,  and  the  emotions  which  ap- 
peared in  every  face  ;  and  then  finally  ended  by  saying,  that '  while 
the  righteous  get  High,  Low,  Jack,  and  the  Game,  the  sinner  gets 
skunked  tod n!' 

'  I  can  readily  conceive,'  said  the  Parson,  '  how  much  you  must 
have  been  shocked  by  the  coarseness  of  this  man ;  but  I  want  to 
know  if,  on  the  whole,  you  were  not  made  better  by  him  V 

*  Whether  better  or  worse,  at  any  rate  I  remember  his  thoughts, 
and  sympathize  with  his  evident  genius  for  oratory.  I  was  not '  con- 
verted,' if  that  is  what  you  mean,'  said  the  'Squire.  There  was  but 
one  in  college  who  was  so ;  and  the  last  instance  of  his  regenera- 
tion, that  came  to  my  knowledge,  was  six  months  after  the  '  revival,' 
when  he  staid  away  fjom  chapel,  one  Sunday,  on  the  plea*of  sick- 
ness, and  as  I  was  told,  remained  all  day  in  the  rooms  of  a  wild 
Soph.,  playing  '  Brag,'  at  eighteen-pence  a  corner!' 
. '  I  am  sorry,  Jack,'  said  the  Parson,  fidgetting  about  on  the  lounge, 
arranging  his  dickey  and  tapping  the  carpet  with  his  foot,  '  I  am 
sorry,  Jack,  that  you  have  so  bad  an  opinion  of  '  revivals.'  To  be 
sure,  I  have  my  own  doubts  of  their  usefulness,  as  at  present  car- 
ried on,  but  I  must  think  that  in  themselves  they  are  of  great  value. 
Men  seldom  perform  great  actions  unless  under  the  influence  of 
powerful  excitement ;  and  it  is  certainly  a  great  action  to  conquer 
one's  self,  and  turn  the  whole  current  of  one's  life  into  an  entirely 
new  channel.  I  have  often  wished  that  there  was  power  enough  in 
my  preaching  to  create  a  constant  revival  in  my  own  church  and  con- 
gregation.' 

4 1  don't  /'  answered  the  'Squire.  '  There  is  nonsense  enough  in 
die  world  now,  and  I  do  n't  want  to  see  any  addition  to  it.    The 
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cooler  a  man  is,  the  better,  in  religion  as  in  every  thing  else.  This 
ranting,  spasmodic  piety  is  my  abhorrence.  Who  wants  to  see  a 
man  all  in  a  fluster  about  the  gravest  subject  in  the  world ;  that  which 
you  term  his  4  eternal  welfare  V 

*  It  is  true,'  as  you  say,  that  great  actions  are  performed  under  the 
influence  of  powerful  excitement ;  but  it  is  an  habitual  excitement, 
thoroughly  inwrought  into  the  soul ;  and  so  far  from  interfering  with 
the  cool  exercise  of  the  reason,  gives  it  the  widest,  highest,  and 
freest  play.  Such  is  the  excitement  which  the  love  of  great  princi- 
ples, or  a  lofty  ambition,  gives  a  man.  But  the  momentary  excite- 
ment which  is  raised  in  a  '  revival*  is  not  the  thing.  It  dies  away 
generally  in  a  week  after,  although  a  man  may,  for  consistency's 
sake,  (that  is,  fear  of  the  world,)  drag  out  a  whole  life  with  a  mask 
over  bis  face ;  bitterly  repenting  all  the  while  that  be  ever  com- 
mitted himself  in  the  way  he  did  before  the  public.  Oh,  the  mock 
piety  of  which  the  world  is  full,  is  a  stench  in  the  nostrils  of  a  true 
man  1  He  loathes  it  as  he  would  a  dead  carcass,  and  turns  from  it 
with  a  shudder !  Give  me  frozen  indifference,  or  absolute  atheism, 
rather  than  this  stupendous  falsehood  ! 

'  You,  my  dear  Parson,  are  somewhat  different  from  other  minis- 
ters whom  I  know.  You  dare  to  speak  out  what  you  feel,  without 
stopping  to  ask  what  your  people  will  say  of  you  for  it.  There  are 
some  who  seem  to  watch  the  drift  of  public  opinion,  and  the  differ- 
ent tendencies  of  their  people,  so  as  always  to  be  on  the  popular 
side,  whether  it  be  right  or  wrong.  But  after  all,  what  good  will  my 
protest  against  them  do  ?  They  are  men,  like  their  fellows,  and  I 
suppose  must  take  the  surest  way  to  get  a  living,  and  keep  soul  and 
body  together.  The  world  will  wag  on,  and  gradually  improve, 
century  after  century,  though  not  by  their  help.  They  are  as  false- 
hearted and  cringing  as  the  great  mass  of  mankind,  and  ought  not 
to  be  found  fault  with  because  they  show  out  their  nature.' 

*  You  are  a  confirmed  fault-finder,  I  fear,'  said  the  Parson.  '  If 
you  knew  the  trials  of  the  pulpit  you  would  mingle  a  little  pity  with 
your  contempt.  We  do  all  we  can,  as  well  as  we  can,  and  get  ill- 
will  for  dur  reward.  If  we  are  faithful  to  rettyike  sin,  we  are  hated. 
If  lenient,  we  are  despised.  Between  two  stools,  we  come  to  the 
ground.' 

'  A  clergyman  of  the  Unitarian  faith  told  me  of  a  poor  fellow 
who  was  frightened  out  of  the  pulpit,  by  the  dread  of  its  self-deny- 
ing and  onerous  duties.  He  was  a  theological  student  at  Cambridge,, 
and  in  his  senior  year.  Doctor  Kirkland  was  then  President  of 
the  University,  and  one  day  took  opportunity,  in  his  study,  to  give 
the  young  candidate  some  wholesome  advice  for  his  future  life. 

•  'You  have,'  said  the  President, '  many  trials  to  undergo,  Mr.  Jones, 
in  the  profession  which  you  have  chosen.  Economy  of  time,  labor 
and  money,  however,  will  soften  many  of  them.  You  will  most 
probably  settle  in  the  country,  on  a  small  salary.  You  will  get  tired 
of  living  alone  as  I  do,  and  then  you  will  get  married.  Your  wife's 
dresses,  your  house-rent,  your  pig,  your  horse  and  cow,  and  perhaps 
children,  will  be  much  more  expensive  than  a  bachelor's  life  at  a 
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boarding-bouse.  The  salary  which  was  before  hardly  sufficient  will 
then, be  totally  inadequate,  without  the  strictest  economy*  You  must 
strive  to  please  your  people  so  that  your  salary  may  be  promptly  paid. 
Be  very,  careful  in  your  life,  and  intercourse  with  your  parishioners, 
or  you  will  make  enemies.  But  above  all  things  be  economical. 
Each  week  you  will  have  cares  enough  to  make  «fcn  old  man  of  you ; 
but  hardest  of  all  will  be  the  trial  when  Saturday  comes  and  finds  your 
two  sermons  for  the  next  day  yet  unwritten.  This  will  be  the  hardest 
of  all.  But  the  sermons  must  be  penned.  Even  in  writing  them 
you  must  practice  economy.  And  now  let  me  warn  you  to  use  it  on 
every  occasion,  or  your  hopes  of  usefulness  will  be  dissipated.  Re- 
member this  one  piece  of  advice,  and  you  will  always  be  grateful 
to  me  for  the  suggestion  :  \When  Saturday  afternoon  comes,  and 
you  sit  down  to  write  your  sermons,  and  find  your  thoughts  coming 
slowly,  and  good  for  nothing  when  they  do  come,  don't  get  out  of 
patience,  and  fidget  about  in  your  chair,  or  you  will  wear  out  your  what- 
d'ye-call-'ems  V 

Mr.  Jones  was  so  intimidated  at  the  prospect  of  clerical  trials 
and  this  strict  economy,'  that  he  fled  in  dismay  from  the  profession, 
and  became  at  last  a  doctor  of  medicine. 

The  Parson's  anecdote  tempered  the  Squire's  acidity,  so  that  he 
declared  hftnself  unwilling  farther  to  pursue  a  topic  which  the  Par- 
son's good  humor  had  so  happily  evaded.  The  Doctor  smiled,  but 
the  lieutenant  was  still  gazing  into  the  fire.  Martha  here  came  in 
to  arrange  the  table  with  a  cloth,  and  bring  on  the  sandwich  and 
wine-glasses ;  while  the  Squire  opened  a  panel  of  the  side-board  to 
get  a  choice  bottle  of  wine  «rtd  some  old  '  Taburas.' 

While  Martha  was  going  out,  the  lieutenant  followed  her  with  his 
eyes,  and  said,  as  she  shut  the  door, '  WeTl,  Jack,  you  have  a  pretty 
servant  there ;  but  that  baa  nothing  to  dd  with  what  I  have  been 
thinking  about  this  evening.  Some  other  time  we  will  converse  on 
what  has  interested  me  not  a' little.' 

The  sandwiches,  wine,  and  cigars  disappeared  as  the  clock  showed 
a  quarter  to  ten ;  and  after  his  friends  were  gone,  the  Squire  opened 
his  chamber  door,  threw  some  ashes  oa  the  grate,  turned  down  the 
lamp,  and  found  hie  way  to  bed  completely  frt  the  dark ;  and  that 
night  had  a  puzzling  dream  ;  wherein  the  grate-full  of  glowing  coals 
held  a  bout  at  quarter-staff  with  the  *  Tattleton  Gazette ;'  and  the 
village  steeple  danced  on  a  snow-bank  with  Mrs,  Otis,  the  house- 
keeper ;  while  Martha,  metamorphosed,  '  Boa'- wise,  into  the  library 
clock,  was  ticking,  in  plain  words :  *  Be  eco-nomi-cal !  be  cco-nomv- 
cair 


YOUNG     LOVE. 

Tjlue  gentle  love  is  like  the  maimer  dew, 

Which  MU  arouo*  wheattt-uidtl  srtd  hush ; 
And  fells  unseen,  until  iu  brig ht  drop*  strew 

With  odors  herb  and  flower,  and  bank  and  b*eh : 
0%,  Love  I  when  womanhood  is  in  the  flush, 

And  man  a  young  and  unspotted  thing , 
His  first-breathed  word,  and  her  balf-conscloua  blush. 

Art  fair  as  light  in  heaven,  or  flowers  in  spring. 
VOL.   XXI*  3 


22  TJie  Oregon  Trad.  [July, 


made  up  the  force  of  the  '  go-ahead'  faction  ;  and  R ,  with  his 

usual  proclivity  toward  mischief,  invited,  them  to  join  our  party. 
Fear  of  the  Indians *—  for  I  can  conceive  no  other  motive — must 
have  induced  him  to  court  so  burdensome  an  alliance.  As  may 
well  be  conceived,  these  repeated  instances  of  high-handed  dealing 
sufficiently  exasperated  us.  The  men,  it  is  true,  were  all  that  could 
be  desired ;  rude  indeed  in  manners,  but  frank,  manly  and  intelli- 
gent. To  tell  them  we  could  not  travel~with  them  was  of  course 
out  of  the  question.  I  merely  reminded  Kearsley  that  if  his  oxen 
could  not  keep  up  with  our  mules,  he  roust  expect  to  be  left  behind, 
as  we  could  not  consent  to  be  farther  delayed  on  the  journey ;  but 
he  immediately  replied,  that  his  oxen  'should  keep  up  ;  and  if  they 
could  n't,  why  he  allowed  he  'd  find  out  how  to  make  'em  !'  Hav- 
ing also  availed  myself  of  what  satisfaction  could  be  derived  from 

giving  R to  understand  my  opinion  of  his  conduct,  I  returned 

to  our  own  side  of  the  camp. 

On  the  next  day,  as  it  chanced,  our  companions  broke  the  axle- 
tree  of  their  wagon,  and  down  came  the  whole  cumbrous  machine 
lumbering  into  the  bed  of  a  brook !  Here  was  a  day's  work  cut 
out  for  us.  Meanwhile,  our  emigrant  companions  kept  on  their 
way ;  and  so  vigorously  did  they  urge  forward  their  powerful  oxen, 
that,  with  the  broken  axletree  and  other  calamities,  it  was  a  full 
week  before  we  overtook  them;  when  at  length  we  discovered  them, 
one  afternoon,  crawling  quietly  along  the  sandy  brink  of  the  Platte. 
But  meanwhile  various  incidents  occurred  to  ourselves. 

It  was  probable  that  at  this  stage  of  our  journey:the  Pawnees 
would  attempt  to  rob  us.  We  began  therefore  to  stand  guard  in 
turn,  dividing  the  night  into  three  watches,  and  appointing  two  men 
for  each.  Delorier  and  I  held  guard  together.  The  reader  need 
not  imagine  us  marching  with  military  precision  to  and  fro  before 
the  tents :  our  discipline  was  by  no  means  so  stringent  and  rigid. 
We  wrapped  ourselves  in  our  blankets,  and  sat  down  by  the  fire ; 
and  Delorier,  combining  his  culinary  functions  with  his  duties  as 
sentinel,  employed  himself  in  boiling  the  head  of  an  antelope  for 
our  morning's  repast.  Yet  we  were  models  of  vigilance  in  com- 
parison with  some  of  the  party ;  for  the  ordinary  practice  of  the 
guard  was  to  establish  himself  in  the  most  comfortable  posture  he 
could  ;  lay  his  rifle  on  the  ground,  and  enveloping  his  nose  in  his 
blanket,  meditate  on  his  mistress,  or  whatever  subject  best  pleased 
him.  This  is  all  well  enough  when  among  Indians  who  do  not 
habitually  proceed  farther  in  their  hostility  than  robbing  travellers  of 
their  horses  and  mules ;  though  indeed  a  Pawnee's  forbearance  is 
not  always  to  be  trusted  to ;  but  in  certain  regions  farther  to  the 
west,  the  guard  must  beware  how  he  exposes  his  person  in  the  light 
of  the  fire,  lest  perchance  some  keen-eyed  skulking  marksman  should 
let  fly  a  bullet  or  an  arrow  from  amid  the  darkness. 

Among  various  tales  that  circulated  around  our  camp-fife  was  a 
rather  curious  one,  told  by  Boisverd,  and  not  inappropriate  here. 
BoisVerd  was  trapping  with  several  companions  on  the  skirts  of  the 
Blackfoot  country.     The  man  on  guard,  well  knowing  that  k  be- 
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Let  me  more  faithful  prove, 
And  round  my  heart  still  closer  bind  the  chain 
Of  fond  affection,  till  I  meet  again 

The  eyes  t  love ! 

For  yon,  ye  kindest  friends, 
Dwellers  of  that  sweet  cot,  whose  name  I  sing, 
Full  oft  my  thoughts  and  wishes  on,  the  wing 

Of  prayer  ascends ! 

Think  of  me,  when  your  eyes 
Weep  for  your  loved  ones,  that  are  far  away, 
And  know,  with  theirs,  my  spirit  round  you  strays, 

And  heeds  your  sighs  ! 

Friends  of  the  cot,  farewell ! 
Thousands  of  miles  will  soon  between  us  lid. 
And  I  no  more  may  meet  you,  till  on  high 
We  ail  shall  dwell ! 

Yet  joy  be  ours,  my  friends, 
To  know,  although  we  part  forever  here, 
We  yet  shall  meet,  where  none  again  shall  hear, 

<  Farewell,  my  friends !  o.  u.  m«tu. 

Mississippi  River. 


THE      OREGON      TRAIL. 
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THE  PLATTE  AND  THE  DESERT. 

4  See'st  thou  yon  dreary  plain,  forlorn  and  wild, 
The  seat  of  desolation  V  Pabadisb  Lost. 

'Usui  hare  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for  blood !'  Kim  a  Johk. 

We  were  now  arrived  at  the  close  of  our  solitary  journeyings 
along  the  St.  Joseph's  T,rail.  On  the  evening  of  the  twenty-third  of 
May  we  encamped  near  its  junction  with  the  old  legitimate  trail  of 
the  Oregon  emigrants.  We  had  ridden  long  that  afternoon,  trying 
in  vain  to  find  wood  and  water,  until  at  length  we  saw  the  sunset 
sky-reflected  from  a  pool  encircled  by  bushes  and  a  rock  or  two.  It 
lay  in  the  bottom  of  a  hollow,  the  smooth  prairie  gracefully  rising 
in  ocean-like  swells  on  every  side.  We  pitched  our  tents  by  it ;  not 
however  before  the  keen  eye  of  Henry  Chatillon  had  discerned 
some  unusual  object  Upon  the  faintly-denned  outline  of  the  distant 
swell.  But  in  the  moist,  hazy  atmosphere  of  the  evening,  nothing 
could  be  clearly  distinguished.  As  we  lay  around  the  fire  after  sup- 
per, a  low  and  distant  sound,  strange  enough  amid  the  loneliness  of 
the  prairie,  reached  our  ears ;  peals  of  laughter,  and  the  faint  voices 
of  men  and  women.    For  eight  days  we  bad  not.  encountered  a 
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come  intruder.  There  was  something  impressive  and  awful  in  the 
place  and  the  hour ;  for  I  and  the  beasts  were  all  that  had  life  and 
consciousness  for  many  a  league  around. 

Some  days  elapsed,  and  brought  us  near  the  Platte.  Two  men 
on  horseback  approached  us  one  morning,  and  we  watched  them 
with  the  curiosity  and  interest  that,  upon  the  solitude  of  the  plains, 
such  an  encounter  always  excites.  They  were  evidently  whites,  from 
their  mode  of  riding,  though,  contrary  to  the  usage  of  that  region, 
neither  of  them  earned  a  rifle. 

'  Fools !'  remarked  Henry  Cbatillon,  *  to  ride  that  way  on  the 
prairie  :  Pawnee  find  them  —  then  they  catch  it !' 

Pawnee  had  found  them,  and  they  had  come  very  near  '  catching 
it ;' '  indeed,  nothing  saved  them  from  trouble  but  the  approach  of  our 
party.  Shaw  and  I  knew  one  of  them  ;  a  man  named  Turner,  whom 
we  had  seen  at  Westport.  He  and  his  companion  belonged  to  an 
emigrant  party  encamped  a  few  miles  in  advance,  and  they  had  re- 
turned to  look  for  some  stray  oxen,  leaving  their  rifles,  with  charac- 
teristic rashness  or  ignorance,  behind  them.  Their  neglect  had 
nearly  cost  them  dear ;  for  just  before  we  came  up,  half  a  dozen 
Indians  approached ;  and  seeing  them  apparently  defenceless,  one 
of  the  rascals  seized  the  bridle  of  Turner's  fine  horse,  and  ordered 
him  to  dismount.  Turner  was  wholly  unarmed;  but  the  other 
jerked  a  little  revolving  pistol  out  of  his  pocket,  at  which  the  Pawnee 
recoiled  ;  and  just  then  some  of  our  men  appearing  in  the  distance, 
the  whole  party  whipped  their  rugged  little  horses  and  made  off.  In 
no  way  daunted,  Turner  foolishly  persisted  in  going  forward. 

Long  after  leaving  him,  and  late  that  afternoon,  in  the  midst  of  a 
gloomy  and  barren  prairie,  we  came  suddenly  upon  the  great  Pawnee 
trail,  leading  from  their  villages  on  the  Platte,  to  their  war  and  hunt- 
ing-grounds to  the  southward.  Here  every  summer  passes  the 
motley  concourse;  thousands  of  savages,  men,  women  and  children ; 
horses  and  mules,  laden  with  their  weapons  and  implements,  and  an 
innumerable  multitude  of  unruly  wolfish  dogs,  who  have  not  acquired 
the  civilized  accomplishment  of  barking,  but  howl  like  their  wild 
cousins  of  the  prairie. 

The  permanent  winter  villages  of  the  Pawnees,  stand  on  the 
lower  Platte,  but  throughout  the  summer  the  greater  part  of  the  in- 
habitants are  wandering  over  the  plains,  a  treacherous,  cowardly 
banditti,  who  by  a  thousand  acts  of  pillage  and  murder,  have  de- 
served summary  chastisement  at  the  hands  of  government.  Last 
year  a  Sioux  warrior  performed  a  signal  exploit  at  one  of  these  vil- 
lages. He  approached  it  alone  in  the  middle  of  a  dark  night,  and 
clambering  up  the  outside  of  one  of  the  lodges,  which  are  in  the 
form  of  a  half  sphere,  he  looked  in  at  the  round  hole  made  at  the 
top  for  the  escape  of  smoke.  The  dusky  light  from  the  smoulder- 
ing embers  showed  him  the  forms  of  the  sleeping  inmates ;  and 
dropping  lightly  through  the  opening,  he  unsheathed  his  knife,  and 
stirring  the  fire,  coolly  selected  his  victims.  One  by  one,  he  stabbed 
and  scalped  them ;  when  a  child  suddenly  awoke  and  screamed. 
He  rushed  from  the  lodge,  yelled  a  Sioux  war-cry,  shouted  his  name 
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men — but  these,  with  one  exception,  were  bachelors— looked  wist- 
fully upon  us  as  we  rode  lightly  and  swiftly  past,  and  then  looked 
impatiently  at  their  own  lumbering  wagons  aud  heavy-gaited  oxen. 
Others  were  unwilling  to  advance  at  all,  until  the  party  they  had  left 
behind  should  have  rejoined  them.  Many  were  murmuring  against 
the  leader  they  had  chosen,  and  wished  to  depose  him  ;  discontents 
were  fomented  by  some  ambitious  spirits,  who  had  hopes  of  sue-* 
ceeding  in  his  place.  The  women  were  divided  between  regrets 
for  the  homes  they  had  left  and  apprehension  of  the  deserts  and  the 
savages  before  them. 

We  soon  left  them  far  behind,  and  fondly  hoped  that  we  had  taken 
a  final  leave ;  but  unluckily  our  companions'  wagon  stuck  so  long  in 
a  deep  muddy  ditch,  that  before  it  was  extricated  the  van  of  the 
emigrant  caravan  appeared  again,  descending  a  ridge  close  at  hand* 
Wagon  after  wagon  plunged  through  the  mud ;  and  as  it  was  nearly 
noon,  and  the  place  promised  shade  and  water,  we  saw  with  much 
gratification  that  they  were  resolved  to  encamp.  Soon  the  wagons 
were  wheeled  into  a  circle ;  the  cattle  were  grazing  over  the  mea- 
dow, and  the  men,  with  sour,  sullen  faces,  were  looking  about  for 
wood  and  water.  They  seemed  to  meet  with  but  indifferent  success. 
As  we  left  the  ground,  I  saw  a  tall  slouching  fellow,  with  the  nasal 
accent  of  'down  east,'  contemplating  the  contents  of  his  tin  cup, 
which  he  had  just  filled  with  water. 

4  Look  here,  you,'  said  he  ;  'it 's  chock  full  of  animals !' 

The  cup,  as  he  held  it  out,  exhibited  in  fact  an  extraordinary  va- 
riety and  profusion  of  animal  and  vegetable  life. 

Riding  up  the  little  hill,  and  looking  back  on  the  meadow,  we 
could  easily  see  that  all  was  not  right  in  the  camp  of  the  emigrants. 
The  men  were  crowded  together,  and  an  angry  discussion  seemed 

to  be  going  forward.     R was  missing  from  his  wonted  place  in 

the  line,  and  the  Captain  told  us  that  he  had  remained  behind  to  get 
bis  horse  shod  by  a  blacksmith  who  was  attached  to  the  emigrant 
party.  Something  whispered  in  our  ears  that  mischief  was  on  foot; 
we  kept  on,  however,  and  coming  soon  to  a  stream  of  tolerable 
water,  we  stopped  to  rest  and  dine.  Still  the  absentee  lingered  be- 
hind. At  last,  at  the  distance  of  a  mile,  he  and  his  horse  suddenly 
appeared,  shstrply  defined  against  the  sky  on  the  summit  of  a  hill ; 
and  close  behind*  a  huge  white  objeot  rose  slowly  into  view. 

*  What  is  that  blockhead  bringing  with  him  now  ?' 

A  moment  dispelled  the  mystery.  Slowly  and  solemnly,  one  be- 
hind the  other,  four  long  trains  of  oxen  and  four  emigrant  wagons 
rolled  over  the  crest  of  the  declivity  and  gravely  descended,  while 
R  ■  rode  in  state  at  the  van.  It  seems,  that  during  the  process 
of  shoeing  the  horse,  the  smothered  dissensions  among  the  emi- 
grants suddenly  broke  into  open  rupture.  Some  insisted  on  posh- 
ing forward,  some  on  remaining  where  they  were,  and  some  on  going 
back.  Kearsley,  their  captain, 'threw  up  his  command  in  disgust. 
4  And  now,  boys,'  said  he,  '  if  any  of  you  are  for  going  ahead,  just 
you  come  along  with  me.' 

Four  wagons,  with  ten  men,  one  woman  and  one  small  child, 
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Thou  hast  roamed  by  the  brook  trees,  and  hast  heard 
The  song  of  the  ever-joyous  bird, 

And  he  has  filled  thy  heart 
With  happy  thoughts  of  the  gladsome  earth ; 

And  the  springs  of  thy  spirit  start 
With  an  innocent  flow  of  waywardness 
That  gives  to  that  speaking  look  ita  birth, 
And  thy  soul  with  its  rippling  music  doth  bless. 

Ever  laughing  thou  art,  Ellbn*, 

Like  a  sunny,  plea*  spring-day, 
And  the  archers  of  thine  eye,  unseen, 
Are  aiming  their  arrows  out  between 

The  lashes  that  o'er  them  play  ; 
Those  arrows  are  passing  sharp,  I  ween, 

Let  them  aim  not  at  my  heart,  I  pray ! 
Roxbury,  (Ma*$.) 


THE     DEAF     AND     THE     DUMB. 


BT     A     VSW     CONTRIBUTOR. 


Loss  of  speech  so  often  accompanies-  a  lack  of  the  hearing  faculty, 
that  '  deafness'  and  '  dumbness'  have  come  to  be  employed  almost 
as  synonymous  terms.  At  least  they  are  so  nearly  allied  to  each 
other  that  it  seems  hardly  proper  to  separate  the  victims  of  these 
two  maladies  into  two  distinct  classes,  as  we  would  the  lame  and 
the  blind,  for  instance.  I  shall,  therefore,  in  referring  to  some  cha- 
racteristics of  these  our  unfortunate  fellow-beings,  speak  of  them 
in  that  intimate  connection  by  which  the  stern  law  of  adversity  has 
united  them  into  a  closer  fellowship  than  springs  from  the  great  bond 
of  humanity,  or  the  ordinary  ties  of  misfortune. 

Under  this  general  head  of  the  deaf  and  dumb  may  be  enume- 
rated several  varieties,  according  to  the  complete  or  partial  loss  of 
either  faculty,  and  producing  a  corresponding  variation  of  charac- 
ter, as  the  natural  result  of  such  deprivation. 

First  in  order  are  those  upon  whom  both  these  forms  of  misfor- 
tune have  fallen  most  heavily;  those  who  are  entirely  deaf  and 
dumb.  From  them  all  communication  with  the  outward  world,  by 
the  common  forms  of  conversation,  is  withheld.  The  flood-gates  of 
their  own  souls  are  also  shut ;  a  barrier  is  opposed  to  all  those  im- 
pulsive emotions  which  are  constantly  bubbling  mp  in  an  active 
mind,  and  which  fall  so  pleasantly  from  a  nimble  tongue.  It  is  true 
that  the  power  of  giving  vent  to  their  thoughts  by  writing  is  not 
denied  them ;  yet  how  much  inferior  is  this  power,  in  its  ordinary 
bestowal,  to  the  noble  gift  of  speech !  Their  substitute  for  conver- 
sation is  but  a  dumb  show ;  mere  symbols  of  words,  conveying  only 
the  outline  of  the  thought  they  would  express,  not  its  depth  of  feel- 
ing.   It  is  painful  to  witness  their  abortive  attempts  to  speak,  when, 
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after  vainly  striving  to  express  themselves  by  signs,  the  strugg 
thought  seems  to  rash  at  the  closed  door  of  speech,  and  demand 
utterance.  It  is  not  the  fact  that  they  cannot  understand  or  speak 
our  language  which  pains  us ;  that  would  be  simply  an  inconve- 
nience; but  that  human  beings,  endowed  in  other  respects  like  our- 
selves, should  be  deprived  of  two  of  the  most  important  physical 
qualities— should  pass  through  life  in  complete  silence,  unable  to 
utter  even  an  intelligible  sound — this  is  indeed  hard  to  think  upon. 
The  lack  of  speech  in  dumb. animals,  (as  we  are  pleased  to  call 
them,)  does  not  awaken  our  pity.  They  can  speak ;  if  not  to  us, 
to  their  own  kind.  We  can  look  upon  them  as  foreigners,  whose 
dialect,  although  it  may  excite  our  curiosity,  seldom  stirs  any  deeper 
feeling.  Put  the  jargon  of  the  dumb  man  bears  with  it  no  mean- 
ing ;  he  has  no  language ;  and  the  want  of  it  is  plainly  discernible 
m  that  vacant  look  which  invests  his  face  on  the  failure  of  an  at- 
tempted expression. 

There  is  something  too  in  the  loss  of  hearing  which  is  truly  sad. 
When  we  think  what  a  glorious  world  of  happy  sounds,  the  low- 
breathing  tones  of  nature,  the  rich  melody  of  art,  the  soul-entrancing 
music  of  friendly  voices  and  fire-side  notes  of  cheer,  is  forever  closed 
against  one  of  our  number,  a  deep  feeling  of  grief  fills  the  heart. 
This  feeling  is  unavoidable,  nor  should  we  wish  to  shun  it.  It  is 
the  true  impulse  of  human  sympathy  and  brotherly  love.  Yet  why 
look  only  upon  the  dark  side,  when  there  ia  a  brighter  to  which  we 
may  turn  % 

Adversity  may  be  represented  as  a  demon  with  grim  visage  and 
uncouth  form,  wrapped:  in  a  dark  mantle,  under  whose  folds  lurks 
a  cherub,  with  beaming  eye  and  gentle  words,  soothing  his  rage  and 
healing  the  wounds  he  inflicts.  At  his  first  approach  we  shudder, 
for  we  see  nothing  but  his  own  terrors ;  but  on  a  nearer  view  the 
jewel  in  his  mantle  charms  our  gaze,  and  we  tread  his  gloomy  path- 
way unresisting.  It  is  an  old  saying  that '  misfortunes  seldom  come 
singly/  It  would  be  a  truer  one,  that  misfortune  never  comes  alone. 
An  attendant  angel  is  always  by  its  side,  bearing  the  oil  and  wine  of 
consolation  ;  and  while  we  writhe  under  the  blows  of  the  one,  our 
wounded  spirits  are  refreshed  by  the  gentle  ministrations  of  the 
ether.  So  in  this  instance.  V  We  pity  him  upon  whose  ear  no  sound 
has  ever  fallen  to  awake  pleasant  echoes  within  his  soul,  or  whose 
lips  have  never  syllabled  one  human  tone;  yet  when  our  ears  are 
Stunned  by  the  clamor  of  a  discordant  world ;  when  custom  forces 
our  unwilling  lips  to  titter  unmeaning  commonplaces,  to  be  an- 
swered by  hollow  echoes  from  the  stupid  blocks  of  fashion  ;  we  are 
fain  to  turn  a  half-envious  eye  at  the  poor  mute,  whose  silence  had 
before  awakened  our  sympathy.  We  have  commiserated  his  hard 
fete  in  being  denied  the  delight  of  hearing  earthly  Bounds,  forgetting 
the  higher  harmony  which  mingles  with  all  his  being.  We  have 
wished  for  him  the  power  of  expression,  that  he  might  hold  sweet 
converse  with  friends,  unmindful  of  those  holier  communings  with 
his  own  heart.  Can  we  believe  that  an  all-wise  Creator,  who  has 
so  admirably  adapted  the  laws  of  our  being  to  the  external  circum- 
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stances  of  life,  has  not  also  given  him  greater  internal  resources  to 
atone  for  the  lack  of  social  enjoyments  ?  Or  if  this  is  not  the  ease, 
he  has  at  least  learned  to  look  within  himself,  and  has  found  that 
mine  of  wealth  which  is  his  by  right  of  birth,  and  the  like  of  which 
belongs  to  every  one.  This  new  view  presents  him  in  an  entirely 
different  aspect.  How  changed  now  is  his  whole  bearing!  He 
walks  erect  in  the  dignity  of  misfortune.  Slander's  envenomed 
shaft  pierces  not  his  dull  ear ;  gossip  ping  tongues  and  foolish  tales 
annoy  not  him.  He  has  opportunity,  for*  deeper  thought.  He  is  in- 
vested with  the  charm  of  abstraction.  The  calmness  and  self-pos- 
session for  which  philosophers  have  vainly  striven  are  his  birth-right. 
Among  the  noisy  crowd  he  has  the  sole  privilege  of  silence.  The 
rolling  wave  of  tumult,  which  drowns  so  many  of  our  finer  feelings, 
ruffles  not  his  equanimity.  His  spirit  is  a  sheltered  lake,  unstirred 
by  tempests.  With  his  slate  and  pencil  and  sign-manual  he  goes 
through  life,  taking  notes  and  recording  impressions. 

Second  in  our  regard  are  those  who  are  merely  deaf,  with  full 
possession  of  speech.  A  similar  interest  attaches  to  them  which  we 
feel  for  the  deaf  and  dumb,  save  that  in  this  case  less  of  pity  is  min- 
gled with  our  sympathy.  They,  too,  feel  less  need  of  pity.  Having 
one  part  to  play  in  the  drama  of  social  intercourse,  they  assume  a 
degree  of  confidence,  that  they  may  sustain  it  without  the  prompter's 
aid. 

Of  all  who  can  claim  to  be  ranked  in  this  ill-starred  companion- 
ship, those  who  command  the  least  respect  are  such  as,  (to  use  their 
own  phrase,)  are  'a  little  hard  of  hearing;'  a  technicality,  by  the 
way,  which  I  have  observed  often  implies  dullness  of  apprehension, 
rather  than  real  physical  incapacity.  But  the  chief  fault  with  them 
is  that  they  do  not  realize  the  true  idea  of  deafness.  It  would  be 
unfair  to  call  them  impostors,  but, they  surely  fall  short  of  the  dig- 
nity of  their  race.  They  are  trespassers  over  the  borders  of  the 
f  silent  land.'  We  constantly  find  them  out  of  their  proper  element ; 
hearing  things  that  they  are  not  expected  to,  when  again  they  will 
be  quite  deaf  on  the  slightest  provocation.  They  are  inquisitive, 
and  apt  to  be  suspicious.  Wishing  to  be  thought  as  little  deaf  as 
possible,  they  will  often  make  wild  guesses  at  questions,  and  answer 
them  as  wildly.  You  cannot  tell  a  story  in  their  presence  with  any 
satisfaction.  You  are  doubtful  whether  to  include  the  deaf  gentle- 
man among  your  hearers,  but  feel  that  he  will  not  take  it  kindly  to 
be  left  out.  Yet  we  must  remember  that  even  these  have  all  en- 
tered the  great  school  of  misfortune,  and  may  yet  become  candi- 
dates for  its  highest  honors. 

There  is  one  degree  in  deafness,  of  which  I  have  not  yet  spoken, 
that  has  to  me  a  great  attraction.  It  is  that  which,  shutting  out 
from  its  victim  all  those  petty  street  and  household  noises  which 
are  the  greatest  disturbers  of  thought,  still  leaves  him  a  limited 
power  of  hearing.  I  have  known  several  persons  thus  afflicted, 
and  have  always  found  them  desirable  acquaintances.  They  have, 
for  the  most  part,  obliging  dispositions,  and  cheerful  hearts,  just 
enough  tinged  with  melancholy  to  add  a  charm  to  their  manners. 
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It  was  my  fortune,  not  long  since,  to  board  in  company  with  one 
of  the  last  named  class,  who  was  rather  a  striking  instance  of  the 
effect  that  this  calamity  has  upon  individual  and  national  character. 

G (the  friend  to  whom  I  allude)  was  a  Scotchman,  who,  when 

I  first  knew  him,  had  been  in  this  country  some  eight  years,  and 
for  about  an  equal  length  of  time  had  been  troubled  with  a  deaf- 
ness, which  kept  gradually  increasing  and  seemed  incurable.  After 
becoming  somewhat  intimate  with  him,  I  was  often  struck  with  the 
entire  absence  in  his  character  of  certain  national  peculiarities 
which  seem  to  be  the  common  birthright  of  his  countrymen,  and 
the  presence  of  other  qualities  which  too  few  among  any  people 
possess.  Hardly  any  Scotch  disagreeables  were  mingled  in  his 
disposition.  He  had  none  of  their  inveterate  obstinacy.  With  a 
substantial  personal  opinion  on  most  subjects,  he  never  barred  the 
door  of  his  re asons against  all  argument.  On  the  other  hand  he 
had,  what  his  nation  almost  proverbially  lack,  a  nice  appreciation 
of  the  humorous.  He  had  the  keenest  relish  for  a  good  joke.  He 
did  not  bolt  them  hastily,  as  many  do,  who,  in  their  eagerness  to 
display  a  quick  understanding  of  wit,  hurry  off  successive  jokes  with 
a  speed  which  is  any  thing  but  conducive  to  the  enjoyment  of  them ; 
but  the  taste  of  a  happy  turn  or  witty  expression  would  linger  long 
upon  his  tongue,  lighting  up  his  face  with  a  fine  animation.  This, 
of  course,  was  chiefly  observable  in  his  reading,  where  his  choice 
of  books  was  alone  sufficient  to  establish  the. fact. of  his  humorous 
propensity.  His  conversation*  was  tinged  with -a  strong  accent, 
which  time  did  nQt  appear  to  diminish.  This  doubtless  arose  from 
the  fact  that  be  could  hear  so  little  of  the; new  dialect  spoken  by 
those  around  him.  He  had  a  wild  fondness  for  flowers,  and  every 
thing  connected  with  natural  scenery,  which  sometimes  displayed 
itself  in  an  almost  childish  glee.  A  fine  vein  of  poetic  feeling  was 
combined  with  the  rest.  He  loved  Burns  with  real  Caledonian 
ardor,  and,  better  yet,  appreciated  him  with  a  true  poet's  enthu- 
siasm. .-,'■'■,.. 

Another  trait  worthy -of  notice  in  my  friend's  character  was /his 
civility.  .  True  politeness  was  a  prominent  feature  in  his  mind*  I 
used  sometimes  to  think  him  too  obsequious ;  but  when  I  recall, 
one  by  one,  the  thousand  little  kindnesses  which  this  mental  ten- 
dency led  him  to  do  for  all  his  associates,  I  reproach  myself  for  my 
own  lack  of  the  quality,  and  wish  it  were  far  more  common  in 
society.  One  instance  will  serve  as  an  illustration.  Whenever  a 
friend  called  to  see  him,  at  his  departure,  no  matter  what  the*  wea- 
ther was,  G- would  always  insist  upon  accompanying  him 

home  ;  and,  indeed,  his  whole  manner  towards  visitors  was  marked 
with  so  much  respect  and  good  breeding  that  no  one  could  be  rude 
in  his  presence.  -  Here,  too,  it  seems  to  me,  that  his  physical  defect 
came  m  aid  of  his  better  nature.  He  paid  great  deference  to  his 
fellow  boarders ;  more,  oftentimes,  than  their  want  of  self-respect 
entitled  them  to.  Almost  every  person,  when  young,  has  high 
hopes  for  the  improvement  of  mankind';  and  I  used  to  think  that  in 
his  case,  these  hopes  .might  have  partly  realized  themselves!    Our 


3S  The  Deof  and  the  Dnmb*  [July, 

boarding-house  conversation,  (if  I  remember  rightly,)  was  apt  to  be 
any  thing  but  instructive.  Nonsense  is  usually  pitched  on  a  mode- 
rate key;  and  such  talk,  of  course,  G  ■  could  not  hear.  No 
one  thinks  of  shouting  twaddle  to  a  deaf  man.  It  is  painful  enough 
to  utter  sensible  tones  at  such  an  altitude.  Our  communication 
with  him,  being  direct  and  to  the  point,  might  well  give  him  a 
favorable  idea  of  the  race  from  which  such  random  specimens  were 
gathered.  When  he  retired  from  society  it  was  not  so  plain  spo- 
ken. True,  he  could  see  the  effect  of  our  foolish  sallies  in  the  con- 
vulsive laughter  that  such  trifles  were  sure  to  produce,  and  occa- 
sionally, perhaps,  catch  a  stray  note  bursting  through  the  confines 
of  his  silence  ;  but  for  aught  he  knew,  the  joke  might  be  a,s  witty  as 
it  vxu  wretched. 

I  took  some  pains  to  ascertain  the  truth  of  my  conjectures  in 

regard  to  the  change  which  misfortune  had  wrought  in  G 's 

character,  and  found  that  they  were  not  altogether  incorrect.  As 
his  youth  had  been  passed  in  a  foreign  land,  I  could  not  learn  much 
of  his  life,  except  for  a  few  years  previous  to  our  acquaintance ;  but 
one  or  two  friends,  who  had  known  him  during  this  period,  men- 
tioned with  surprise  the  fact  that  age,  which  brings  serious  thoughts 
to  most  men,  seemed  to  bestow  upon  him  more  cheerfulness  and 
hearty  feeling,  I  speak  of  age,  in  this  connection,  only  compara- 
tively;  for  my  friend  was  not  old.  He  was  unmarried,  however; 
and  this  leads  me  to  suspect  that  he  may  still  be  the  gentle  bache- 
lor patron  of  some  fortunate  boarding-house.  He  has  slipped  from 
my  path  rather  unaccountably ;  for  we  never  broke  friendship ;  and 
something  tells  me  that  I  shall  yet  cross  his  track.  Success  attend 
him  !  Wherever  he  goes  he  will  bear  a  light  heart,  and  a  kind 
'  God  bless  ye  !'  to  all. 

Nor  must  my  old  friend  Mr.  M pass  unmentioned.    He  has 

also  gone  from  me  ;  but  the  eye  of  faith  can  trace  his  upward  pro- 
gress through  a  brighter  world,  where  heart  and  ear  and  voice  are 
all  attuned  to  harmonies  which  thrilled,  with  sweet  vibrations, 
through  his  life's  silence. 

He  was  a  New-Hampshire  farmer,  who,  by  hard  work  and 
economy,  had  acquired,  while  yet  a  young  man,  considerable  pro- 
perty. He  married  early,  and  lived  a  quiet  farmer's  life  till  the 
commencement  of  the  American  Revolution.  He  then  engaged 
heartily  in  the  cause  of  liberty,  arid  gave  money  freely  to  assist 
in  raising  troops.  His  liberality  was  so  great,  that  insinuations  were 
thrown  out  respecting  the  purity  of  the  motive  which  led  him  to 
this  course.  Some  prying  neighbors  hinted  that  he  might  hope  for, 
office  or  pecuniary  recompense.  Endowed  by  nature  with  a  large 
share  of  sensitiveness,  it  pained  him  to  discover  that  some  former 
friends,  even,  began  to  suspect  his  patriotism.  Incensed  at  such 
unjust,  suspicions,  he  adopted  a  singular  course  to  prove  his  sin- 
cerity. Going  before  a  magistrate,  he  took,  and  had  recorded,  a 
solemn  oath  that  he  would  never,  under  any  circumstances,  accept 
a  pension  or  other  reward  from  his  country. 

After  this  Mr.  M —*-  continued  his  exertions. as  before,  leaving 
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grant  party  in  advance,  of  us.  Two  men,  out  on  horseback  at  a  dis- 
tance, were  seized  by  them  ;  but  lashing  their  horses,  they  broke 
loose  and  fled.  At  this  the  Pawnees  raised  the  yell  and  shot  at  them, 
transfixing  the  hindmost  through  the  back  with  half  a  dozen  arrows, 
while  his  companion  gallopped  away  and  brought  in  the  news  to 
his  party.  The  panic-stricken  emigrants  remained  for  several  days 
in  camp,  not  daring  even  to  send  out  in  quest  of  the  dead  body. 

The  reader  will  recollect  Turner,  the  man  whose  narrow  escape 
I  mentioned  not  long  since  ;  and  expect  perchance  a  tragic  conclu- 
sion to  his  adventures ;  but  happily  none  such  took  place ;  for  a 
dozen  men  whohn  the  entreaties  of  his  wife  induced  to  go  in  search 
of  him,  found  him  leisurely  driving  along  his  recovered  oxen,  and 
whistling  in  utter  contempt  of  the  Pawnee  nation.  His  party  was 
encamped  within  two  miles  of  us ;  but  we  passed  them  that  morn- 
ing, while  the  men  were  driving  in  the  oxen,  and  the.  women  pack- 
ing their  domestic  utensils  and  their  numerous  offspring  in  the 
spacious  patriarchal  wagons.  As  we  looked  back,  we  saw  their 
caravan,  dragging  its  slow  length  nlong  the  plain;  wearily  toiling 
on  its  wa*y,  to  found  new  empires  in  the  West. 

Our  New-England  climate  is  mild  and  equable  compared  with 
that  of  the  Platte.  This  very  morning,  for  instance,  was  close  and 
sultry,  the  sun  rising  with  a  faint  oppressive  heat ;  when  suddenly 
darkness  gathered  in  the  west,  and  a  furious  blast,  of  sleet  and  hail 
drove  iull  in  our  faces,  icy  cold,  and  urged  with  such  demoniac  ve- 
hemence that  it  felt  like  a  storm  of  needles.  It  was  curious  to  see 
the  horses;  they  faced  about  in  extreme  displeasure,  holding  their 
tails  like  whipped  dogs,  and  shivering  as  the  angry  gusts  swept  over 
us,  howling  louder  than  a  concert  of  wolves.  Wright's  long  train 
of  mules  came  sweeping  round  before  the  storm,  like  a  flight  of 
brown  snow-birds  driven  by  a  winter  tempest*  Thus  we  all  re- 
mained stationary  for  some  minutes,  crouching  close  to  our  horse's 
necks,  much  too  surly  to  speak,  though  once  the  Captain  looked  up 
from  between  the  collars  of  his  coat,  his  face  blood-red,  and  the 
muscles  of  his  mouth  contracted  by  the  cold  into  a  most  ludicrous 
grin  of  agony.  He  grumbled  something  that  sounded  like  a  curse, 
directed,  as  we  believed,  against  the  unhappy  hour  when  he  had 
first  thought  of  leaving  home.  The  thing  was  too  good  to  last  long ; 
and  the  instant  the  puffs  of  wind  subsided  we  erected  our  tents,  and 
remained  in  camp  for  the  rest  of  a  gloomy  and  lowering  day.  The 
emigrants  also  encamped  near  at  hand.     We  being  first  on  the 

f  round,  had  appropriated  all  the  wood  within  reach ;  so  that  our 
re  alone  blazed  cheerily.  Around  it  soon  gathered  a  group  of 
uncouth  figures,  shivering  in  the  drizzling  rain.  Conspicuous 
among  them  were  two  or  three  of  the  half-savage  men  who  spend 
their  reckless  lives  in  trapping  among  the  Rocky  Mountains,  or  in 
trading  for  the  Fur  Company  in  the  Indian  villages.  They  were 
all  of  Canadian  extraction ;  their  hard,  weather-beaten  faces  and 
bushy  moustaches  looked  out  from  beneath  the  hoods  of  their  white 
capotes  with  a  bad  and  brutish  expression,  as  if  their  owner  might 
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come  intruder.  There  was  something  impressive  and  awful  in  the 
place  and  the  hour ;  for  1  and  the  beasts  were  all  that  had  life  and 
consciousness  for  many  a  league  around. 

Some  days  elapsed,  and  brought  us  near  the  Platte.  Two  men 
on  horseback  approached  us  one  morning,  and  we  watched  them 
with  the  curiosity  and  interest  that,  upon  the  solitude  of  the  plains, 
such  an  encounter  always  excites.  They  were  evidently  whites,  from 
their  mode  of  riding,  though ,  contrary  to  the  usage  of  that  region, 
neither  of  them  earned  a  rifle. 

'  Fools !'  remarked  Henry  Chatillon,  '  to  ride  that  way  on  the 
prairie  :  Pawnee  find  them  — then  they  catch  it !' 

Pawnee  had  found  them,  and  they  had  come  very  near  '  catching 
it ;' '  indeed,  nothing  saved  them  from  trouble  but  the  approach  of  our 
party.  Shaw  and  I  knew  one  of  them  ;  a  man  named  Turner,  whom 
we  had  seen  at  Westport.  He  and  his  companion  belonged  to  an 
emigrant  party  encamped  a  few  miles  in  advance,  and  they  had  re- 
turned  to  look  for  some  stray  oxen,  leaving  their  rifles,  with  charac- 
teristic rashness  or  ignorance,  behind  them.  Their  neglect  had 
nearly  cost  them  dear ;  for  just  before  we  came  up,  half  a  dozen 
Indians  approached  ;  and  seeing  them  apparently  defenceless,  one 
of  the  rascals  seized  the  bridle  of  Turner's  fine  horse,  and  ordered 
him  to  dismount.  Turner  was  wholly  unarmed;  but  the  other 
jerked  a  little  revolving  pistol  out  of  his  pocket,  at  which  the  Pawnee 
recoiled ;  and  just  then  some  of  our  men  appearing  in  the  distance, 
the  whole  party  whipped  their  rugged  little  horses  and  made  off.  In 
no  way  daunted,  Turner  foolishly  persisted  in  going  forward. 

Long  after  leaving  him,  and  late  that  afternoon,  in  the  midst  of  a 
gloomy  andbarren  prairie,  we  came  suddenly  upon  the  great  Pawnee 
trail,  leading  from  their  villages  on  the  Platte,  to  their  war  and  hunt- 
ing-grounds to  the  southward.  Here  every  summer  passes  the 
motley  concourse j  thousands  of  savages,  men,  women  and  children ; 
horses  and  mules,  laden  with  their  weapons  and  implements,  and  an 
innumerable  multitude  of  unruly  wolfish  dogs,  who  have  not  acquired 
the  civilized  accomplishment  of  barking,  but  howl  like  their  wild 
cousins  of  the  prairie. 

The  permanent  winter  villages  of  the  Pawnees,  stand  on  the 
lower  Platte,  but  throughout  the  summer  the  greater  part  of  the  in- 
habitants are  wandering  over  the  plains,  a  treacherous,  cowardly 
banditti,  who  by  a  thousand  acts  of  pillage  and  murder,  have  de- 
served summary  chastisement  at  the  hands  of  government.  Last 
year  a  Sioux  warrior  performed  a  signal  exploit  at  one  of  these  vil- 
lages. He  approached  it  alone  in  the  middle  of  a  dark  night,  and 
clambering  up  the  outside  of  one  of  the  lodges,  which  are  in  the 
form  of  a  half  sphere,  he  looked  in  at  the  round  hole  made  at 'the 
top  for  the  escape  of  smoke.  The  dusky  light  from  the  smoulder- 
ing embers  showed  bim  the  forms  of  the  sleeping  inmates ;  and 
dropping  lightly  through  the  opening,  he  unsheathed  his  knife,  and 
stirring  the  fire,  coolly  selected  his  victims.  One  by  one,  he  stabbed 
and  scalped  them ;  when  a  child  suddenly  awoke  and  screamed. 
He  rushed  from  the  lodge,  yelled  a  Sioux  war-cry,  shouted  his  name 
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.  ■ 

than  earth's  babblers  can  occupy.  Wrapped  up  in  their  brooding 
silence  is  somewhat  of  the  great  primal  thought  of  the  universe, 
starting  at  their  birth  on  its  pilgrimage  through  life,  and  .never  de- 
serting them,  nor  becoming  contaminated  by  contact  with  the  world. 
We  would  fain  search  deeper  into  the  mystery  of  their  being,  and 
learn  from  them,  if  possible,  the  clue  to  that  life-path  from  which 
we  have  so  far  strayed.  We  would  dive  into  the  under-current  of 
their  thought,  and  seek  what  pearls  are  hidden,  there.  But  no  idle 
hand  may  withdraw  the  veil  which  separates  us.  They  are  oracles, 
revealing  only  to  the  elect. 


tuxedo    lake: 

A      VISION      ON      ITS      S?. ORES. 


BT     a.     HTfNTTWdTO*. 


Is  this  the  realm  of  silence?    Are  these  rocks 
Th'  unechojng  haunts  of  solitude?    So  near 
The  populous  and  ever-sounding  streets, 
That  their  deep  mighty  anthem  almost  rolls 
Its  farthest  murmurings  to  these  shores ;  yet  all 
Is  with  the  grand  rude  seal  of  Nature  stamped, 
And  hushed  iri  breathlesstfess  of  deep  repose. 
Upon  the  mountain-sides,  beyond,  the  sheet 
Of  waveless  loveliness  before  my  eye, 
From  'mid  the  trees  peeps  out  one  lonely  hut ; 
Perchance  the  axeman's,  whose  loud-sounding  steel 
Alone  the  echoes  woke,  and  scared  the  birds 
That  stalked  along  the  pebbly  beach.    No  more 
The  smoke  curls  from  its  roof;  but  mountain-gusts, 
When  crashing  storms  their  summits  darkly  crown, 
Rattle  its  mossy  doors,  and  play  wild  sports 
With  the  oak-bucket  near.    How  still  the  lake! 
The  fisher's  rods  bestrew  the  shore,  but  none 
Stray  here  to-day  to  tempt  the  spooled  trout, 
Which  holds  in  glassy  eaves  his  silent  courts. 
The  deepening  dyes  of  purple,  rich  and  bright, 
On  the  wild  vines,  with  berries  bowed,  now  win 
Of  peasant  boys  and  girls  the  steps. 

This  hush, 
This  beauteous  trance  of  nature,  seems  t'  invite 
The  mind  to  meditative  moods ;  the  air, 
Misty  and  shadowy  of  the  land  of  dreams, 
Seems  breathing  on  my  brow ;  bright  earth,  farewell ! 
The  visionary  world  a  sweet  low  call 
Is  whispering  to  my  soul ;  and  sinking  here, 
Beneath  the  pine's  deep  shade,  I  yield  to  dreams : 
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list!  whrt  soft  detioion*  music 
Floats  upon  the  charmed  air  $ 

Blandly,  as  from  beds  of  rosea,  . 
Steal  the  gentle  winds  that  bear 


Their  pure  sacrifice  of  sweetness 
Slowly  toward  the  holy  akies ; 

That  rich  tarst  from  out  the  gardens 
Of  the  queen  of  visions  flies. 


There  amid  the  brilliant  poppies 
And,  in  crowds,  somnific  flowers, 

Conches  woo  to  rest  and  slumber, 
Shadowed  by  enchanting  bowers. 


{Soaring' in  the  placid  moonlight, 
Hushed  like  beauty  in  a  dream, 

IfO  J  the  vision-queen's  fair  palace 
Flashes  in  the  silvery  beam: 


AH  who  tread  her  holy  chamber*, 
To  oblhrion  sweet  dispose 

Every  tinge  of  mortal  sorrow, 
All  their  deep  regrets  and  woes. 


O'er  her  throne  in  golden  lightnings 
Characters  are  written  broad, 

Telling  all.  who  see  their  radiance 
That  her  power  is  willed  of  God  : 


Therefore  in  more  blessed  triumph 
Than  the  moon  in  starry  skies, 

She  at  night  serenely  reigneth. 
And  before  her,  sorrow  flies. 


Lo!  into  her  curtained  chambers 
One  with  sad  and  hollow  cheek, 

jfourning  his  departed  loved  ones, 
Moveth  tremblingly  and  weak. 


Charmed  by  soft  and  soothing  musie, 

He  upon  a  couch  reclines, 
Till  the  enchantment  breathing  o'er  hin 

On  his  brow  smoothes  sorrow's  lines. 


Now  he  sees  in  life-like  visions 
Beings  that  in  darkness  rest, 

Smiling  like  the  bridal  flowers 
On  a  maiden's  plighted  fcreast 
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loved  most,  are  gathered  into  eternity,  bo  that  it  is  but  separation 
from  them,  we  covet,  when  we  would  prolong  our  stay  here. 

Our  greatness  is  best  seen,, not  in  the  great  things  we  do  or  aspire 
to,  but  in  the  great  things  to  which  we  are  called. 

No  man  learns  in  science  or  religion  without  faith ;  he  cannot 
learn  without  this  as  a  forefeeling  of  something  to  be  known. 

He  that  would  be  wise,  should  begin  and  keep  on  by  believing. 

Pride  and  indolence  make  more  slaves  than  oppression. 

Real  greatness  is  not  greater  for  the  praise  of  men  ;  it  is  what  it 
is  in  spite  of  them. 


v    E 


'  QIVE     TO     HIM     THAT     A8XBTH     THSB.' 


If  the  poor  man  pass  thy  door. 
Give  him  of  thy  bounteous  store  ; 
Give  him  food,  and  give  him  gold, 
Give  him  shelter  from  the  cold ; 
Aid  him  his  lone  life  to  live, 
For  'tis  angel -like  to  give. 

Though  world  riches  thou  hast  not, 
Give  to  him  of  poorer  lot ; 
Think  thee  of  the  widow's  mite ; 
In  the  Holy  Master's  sight, 
It  was  more,  a  thousand  fold, 
Than  the  rich  man's  hoard  of  gold, 

Give ;  it  is  the  better  part ; 
Give  to  him,  the  '  poor  in  heart;' 
Give  of  love,  in  large  degree, 
Give  of  hope  and  sympathy  ; 
Cheer,  to  them  who  sigh  forlorn, 
Light,  to  him  whose  lamp  is  gone. 

Give  the  gray-haired  wanderer  room  ; 
Lead  him  gently  to  the  tomb ; 
Let  him  not  in  friendless  clime, 
Float  adown  the  tide  of  time  ; 
Hear  the  mother's  lonely  call, 
She,  the  dearest  one  of  all. 

And  the  lost,  abandoned  one, 
In  thy  pathway  do  not  shun  ; 
Of  thy  kindness  she  hath  need  ; 
Bind  with  balm  the  bruiseVl  reed ; 
Give,  and  gifts  above  all  price, 
Shall  be  thine  in  Paradise. 


CmmkTxdgt,Jw,Wl- 


28  Wreck  of  the  Seguntum  :  a  Ballad.  [Julyy 

be  the  wilHtig  agent  of  any  villany.     And  su«h  in  fact  is  the  charac- 
ter of  many  of  these  men. 

On  the  day  following  we  overtook  our  emigrant  companions,  and 
thenceforward,  for  a  week  or  two,  we  Were  fellow-travellers.  On« 
good  effect,  at  least,  resulted  from  the  alliance ;  it  materially  dimi- 
nished the  serious  fatigues  of  standing  guard ;  for  the  party  being 
now  more  numerous,  there  were  longer  intervals  between  each 
man's  turns  of  duty. 


WRECK      OP      THE'.    SEGUNTUM:      -A       BALLAD, 


BT      JAUZB      KKHHARD,     Jfc. 


'The  Spanish  ship  'Seguntum'  was  wrecked  on  the  Isles  of  8hoa>ls  Is  the  winter  of  1813.  And  all 
hands  on  board  perished. 


Fast  o'er  the  seas,  a  fav'ring  breeze- 

The  Spanish  ship  had  borne  ; 
The  sailors  thought  to  reach  their  port 

Ere  rose  another  morn. 

As  sunk  the  sun  the  bark  dashed  on, 

The  green  sea  cleaving  fast : 
Ah  !  little  knew  the  reckless  crew 

That  night  should  be  their  last ! 

They  little  thought  their  destined  port 
Should  be  the  foaming  surge ; 

That  long  ere  morn  again  should  dawn 
The  winds  should  wail  their  dirge ! 

As  twilight  fades,  and  evening  shades 

Are  deepening  into  night,    , 
The  sky  grows  black,  and  driving  rack 

Obscures  the  starry  light. 

And  loudly  now  the  storm-winds  blow, 
And  through  the  rigging  rbar ; 

They  find,  too  late  to  shim  their  fate, 
They  're  on  a  leeward  shore. 

'Mid  snow  and  hail  they  shorten  Bail ; 

The  bark  bows 'neath  the  blast ; 
And,  as  the  billows  rise  and  break, 

She  'b  borne  to  leeward  fast 

The  straining  ship  drives  through  the  seas, 

Close  lying  to  the  wind ; 
The  spray,  oa  all  where  it  doth  fall, 

Becomes  an  icy  rind. 

It  strikes  upon  the  shrinking  face  - 

As  sharp  as  needles'  prick  ; 
And  ever  as  the  ship  doth  pitch, 

The  shower  comes  fast  and  thick. 


,si 
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loved  most,  are  gathered  into  eternity,  so  that  it  is  but  separation 
from  them,  we  covet,  when  we  would  prolong  our  stay  here. 

Ourgreatness  is  best  seen,, not  in  the  great  things  we  do  or  aspire 
to,  but  in  the  great  things  to  which  we  are  called. 

No  man  learns  in  science  or  religion  without  faith ;  he  cannot 
learn  without  this  as  a  forefeeling  of  something  to  be  known. 

He  that  would  be  wise,  should  begin  and  keep  on  by  believing. 

Pride  and  indolence  make  more  slaves  than  oppression. 

Real  greatnes&is  not  greater  for  the  praise  of  men ;  it  is  what  it 
is  in  spite  of  them. 


C«aftri4re,  Jape,  1847. 


GIVE 


'  OIT«    TO    BIX    THAT     ASXBTH     TBSB.' 


If  the  poor  man  pass  thy  door. 
Give  him  of  thy  bounteous  store  ; 
Give  him  food,  and  give  him  gold, 
Give  him  shelter  from  the  cold ; 
Aid  him  his- lone  life  to  live, 
For  'tis  angel-like. to  give. 

Though  world  riches  thou  hast  not, 
Give  to  him  of  poorer  lot ; 
Think  thee  of  the  widow's  mite ; 
In  the  Holy  Master's  sight, 
It  was  more,  a  thousand  fold, 
Than  the  rich  man's  hoard  of  gold. 

Give ;  it  is  the  better  part ; 
Xvive  to  him,  the  '  poor  in  heart;' 
Give  of  love,  in  large  degree, 
Give  of  hope  and  sympathy ; 
Cheer,  to  them  who  sigh  forlorn, 
light,  to  him  whose  lamp  is  gone. 

Give  the  gray-haired  wanderer  room  ; 
Lead  him  gently  to  the  tomb ; 
Let  him  not  in  friendless  clime, 
Float  adown  the  tide  of  time  ; 
Hear  the  mother's  lonely  call, 
She,  the  dearest  one  of  all. 

And  the  lost,  abandoned  one, 
In  thy  pathway  do  not  shim ; 
Of  thy  kindness  she  hath  need  ; 
Bind  with  balm  the  bruised  reed ; 
Give,  and  gifts  above  all  price, 
Shall  be  thine  in  Paradise. 


L 
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THE     INDIAN     TRIBES. 


AT    I.    M'LILllV,     Jl 


It  is  peculiarly  interesting  in  this  western  land,  where  the  traces 
of  the  lately  departed  tribes  are  yet  fresh  around  us,  to  consider 
their  customs  and  character.  From  my  very  window,  in*  a  flourish- 
ing village  on  the  Fox  river,  one  of  the  finest  streams  of  Illinois,  I 
look  out  upon  the  spot  that  was  populous  with  this  unfortunate  race, 
no  longer  than  eight  or  ten  years  since.  At  that  period  but  a  soli- 
tary log-cabin  of  the  white  man  stood  on  the  sloping  prairie  at  the 
edge  of  the  stream  ;  and  now  the  banks  are  whitened  with  dwell- 
ings, and  the  wheels  of  the  grist-mill  and  the  saw-mill  revolve  in  the 
rapid  current.  All  along  these  fertile  banks  arose  their  bark-cabins, 
and  over  these  sparkling  waters  glided  their  birchen  canoes.     These 

§roves  around,  that  border  the  stream,  were  traversed  by  them  in 
leir  hunting  expeditions,  and  the  smoke  curled  above  their  tall  tope 
from  many  an  Indian  lodge.  On  the  rough  bark  of  these  oaks  are 
often  discovered  the  traces  of  their  hatchets ;  and  from  the  high 
branches  are  still  swinging  the  long  poles,  by  means  of  which  they 
clambered  to  their  summits  in  pursuit  of  the  bee-hive.  Here  and 
there  the  little  hillocks  heaving  above  the  swell  of  the  prairie,  indi- 
cate the  spot  of  their  burial ;  but  the  furrowing  plough  will  soon 
obliterate  even  these  melancholy  memorials  of  their  former  presence 
in  the  land. 

The  Potto wattomiea,  Winnebagoes,  Saujts  and  Foxes,  were  the 
most  powerful  tribes  who  occupied  the  region  of  Illinois  and  Wis- 
consin, and  it  is  but  a  very  few  years  since  they  departed  beyond  the 
Mississippi  in  quest  of  a  borne  in  the  far  west.  They  were  warlike 
and  gallant  tribes,  and  it  was  not  without  a  struggle  that  they  sur- 
rendered their  lands  to  the  stranger.  The  last  stand  made  by  the 
tribes  in  defence  of  their  inheritance  on  the  east  of  the  Mississippi, 
was  made  by  these  bands  in  western  Illinois  in  1831,  under  the  di- 
rection of  their  chief,  Black-Hawk.  They  were  finally  overpowered 
and  compelled  to  depart  beyond  the  waters  of  the  great  stream. 
At  the  last  great  treaty  made  with  them,  when  they  were  desired  to 
dispose  of  all  their  territory  to  this  government,  they  said  in  their 
speeches,  that  the  first  white  man  whom  they  knew  was  the  French- 
man ;  and  that  he  danced  and  smoked  with  them,  married  their 
squaws,  lived  as  they  lived  and  painted  as  they  painted,  but  wanted 
to  buy  no  land  of  them  1  The  '  red-coat'  came  next ;  he  gave  them* 
guns,  and  trinkets  and  blankets,  ammunition,  knives,  traps  and  fine 
coats,  but  never  asked  them  to  sell  their  country  to  them.  Next 
came  the  '  blue-coat/  and  no  sooner  had  he  seen  the  country,  than 
he  wished  to  see  a  map  of  the  whole  of  it,  and  wished  the  Indian 
to  sell  him  all  of  it. 

'  Why/  said  they, '  do  you  wish  to  add  our  small  country  to  yours, 
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already  so  large  !  You  ask  us  to  sell  our  country,  and  wander  off  in  to 
the  boundless  regions  of  the  west  We  do  not  own  that  country,  and 
the  deer,  the  elk,  the  beaver,  the  buffalo  and  the  otter  now  there,  be- 
long not  to  us  and  we  have  no  right  to  kill  them.  Our  wives  and  our 
children  are  dear  to  us,  and  so  is  our  country,  where  rest  in  peace  the 
bones  of  our  ancestors.  Fathers  i  pity  a  people  few  in  numbers,  who 
are  poor  and  helpless.  Do  you  want  our  country  1  Yours  is  larger 
than  ours.  Do  you  want  our  wigwams  t  You  live  in  palaces.  Do 
you  want  our  horses  1  Yours  are  larger  and  better  than  ours.  Do 
you  want  our  women  1  Yours  are  handsomer  and  better  dressed 
than  ours.     Why  fathers,  what  can  be  your  motive !' 

The  speeches  of  the  Indians  on  many  occasions,  and  especially 
when  the  great  subject  of  the  sale  of  their  country  was  agitated, 
were  marked  with  many  flashes  of  genuine  eloquence.  Then  would 
their. figurative  language  glow  with  all  the  enthusiastic  fervor,  that 
such  a  theme  could  inspire  in  highly -excited,  though  untutored 
Blinds.  The  speaker  in  his  address  would  recall  to  the  minds  of  his 
auditors  the  glories  of  their  ancestors  when  they  possessed  the  whole 
wide  extent  of  the  land.  The  orator  reminds  them  that  their  fathers 
ranged  over  every  mountain  and  hill;  hunted  over  every  plain, 
passed  with  their  canoes  over  every  stream  and  lake,  and  cultivated 
the  most  fertile  spots  in  the  land.  In  the  season  of  summer  the 
lodges  of  their  villages  were  erected  along  the  green  banks  of  every 
stream,  and  in  the  season  of  winter,  in  the  thickest  groves,  where 
they  might  enjoy  a  shelter  from  the  storm.  All  these  places  and 
pursuits  they  enjoyed  in  peace  and  serenity  until  the  white  man  came. 

He  was  at  first  weak  and  poor,  a  homeless  stranger,  begging  from 
them  a  shelter  from  the  elements,  and  a  little  land  that  he  might  raise 
his  corn  and  grain,  to  save  himself  from  famine.  The  Indian  looked 
upon  the  forlorn  stranger,  and  seeing  his  weak  and  helpless  condi- 
tion he  had  compassion  upon  him, and  received  him  into  his  wigwam, 
wrapped  his  shivering  limbs  in  his  buffalo-skin,  and  appeased  his 
hunger  and  thirst  with  food  and  drink.  But  very  soon  the  stranger 
grew  stronger  and  taller.  His  head  reached  to  the  skies,  and  his 
body  filled  the  land.  Many  of  his. big  canoes  came  to  the  shores 
from  beyond  the  waters  of  the  rising  sun ;  and  with  them  were 
brought  engines  that  spoke  in  thunder  and  scattered  death  around 
them.  The  red-man  was  then  compelled  to  flee  from  mountain  to 
mountain,  from  valley  to  valley,  from  river  to  river,  till  at  length  he 
seated  himself  in  the  green  plains  by  the  Mississippi. 

But  even  here  he  was  not  allowed  to  remain  unmolested.  He 
was  forced  to  surrender  even  this  last  spot  of  his  inheritance  ;  to 
pass  beyond  the  waters  of  the  '  Father  of  Waters,*  and  to  seek  a 
new  home  among  the  distant  plains  that  lie  around  the  Rocky  Moun- 
tains. And  even  there  who  could  predict  what  would  be  the  red- 
man's  fate  and  destiny.  Would  not  the  warlike  and  hostile  tribes 
that  already  possessed  and  hunted  over  those  vast  regions,  look  upon 
the  new  comers  with  dislike  and  distrust,  as  intruders  upon  their 
dominions,  and  would  they  not  wage  war  upon  them  and  drive  them 
into  the  waves  of  the  Pacific  1    Where  then  was  the  red-man  to  find 
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come  intruder.  There  was  something  impressive  and  awful  in  the 
place  and  the  hour ;  for  1  and  the  beasts  were  all  that  had  life  and 
consciousness  for  many  a  league  around. 

Some  days  elapsed,  and  brought  us  near  the  Platte.  Two  men 
on  horseback  approached  us  one  morning,  and  we  watched  them 
with  the  curiosity  and  interest  that,  upon  the  solitude  of  the  plains, 
such  an  encounter  always  excites.  They  were  evidently  whites,  from 
their  mode  of  riding,  though ,  contrary  to  the  usage  of  that  region, 
neither  of  them  earned  a  rifle. 

'  Fools !'  remarked  Henry  Chatillon,  '  to  ride  that  way  on  the 
prairie  :  Pawnee  find  them  — then  they  catch  it  !' 

Pawnee  had  found  them,  and  they  had  come  very  near  '  catching 
it ;' '  iudeed,  nothing  saved  them  from  trouble  but  the  approach  of  our 
party.  Shaw  and  I  knew  one  of  them  ;  a  man  named  Turner,  whom 
we  had  seen  at  Westport.  He  and  his  companion  belonged  to  an 
emigrant  party  encamped  a  few  miles  in  advance,  and  they  had  re- 
turned  to  look  for  some  stray  oxen,  leaving  their  rifles,  with  charac- 
teristic rashness  or  ignorance,  behind  them.  Their  neglect  had 
nearly  cost  them  dear ;  for  just  before  we  came  up,  half  a  dozen 
Indians  approached  ;  and  seeing  them  apparently  defenceless,  one 
of  the  rascals  seized  the  bridle  of  Turner's  fine  horse,  and  ordered 
him  to  dismount.  Turner  was  wholly  unarmed;  but  the  other 
jerked  a  little  revolving  pistol  out  of  his  pocket,  at  which  the  Pawnee 
recoiled ;  and  just  then  some  of  our  men  appearing  in  the  distance, 
the  whole  party  whipped  their  rugged  little  horses  and  made  off.  In 
no  way  daunted,  Turner  foolishly  persisted  in  going  forward. 

Long  after  leaving  him,  and  late  that  afternoon,  in  the  midst  of  a 
gloomy  and  barren  prairie,  we  came  suddenly  upon  the  great  Pawnee 
trail,  leading  from  their  villages  on  the  Platte,  to  their  war  and  hunt- 
ing-grounds to  the  southward.  Here  every  summer  passes  the 
motley  concourse j  thousands  of  savages,  men,  women  and  children ; 
horses  and  mules,  laden  with  their  weapons  and  implements,  and  an 
innumerable  multitude  of  unruly  wolfish  dogs,  who  have  not  acquired 
the  civilized  accomplishment  of  barking,  but  howl  like  their  wild 
cousins  of  the  prairie* 

The  permanent  winter  villages  of  the  Pawnees,  stand  on  the 
lower  Platte,  but  throughout  the  summer  the  greater  part  of  the  in- 
habitants are  wandering  over  the  plains,  a  treacherous,  cowardly 
banditti,  who  by  a  thousand  acts  of  pillage  and  murder,  have  de- 
served summary  chastisement  at  the  hands  of  government.  Last 
year  a  Sioux  warrior  performed  a  signal  exploit  at  one  of  these  vil- 
lages. He  approached  it  alone  in  the  middle  of  a  dark  night,  and 
clambering  up  the  outside  of  one  of  the  lodges,  which  are  in  the 
form  of  a  half  sphere,  he  looked  in  at  the  round  hole  made  at  the 
top  for  the  escape  of  smoke.  The  dusky  light  from  the  smoulder- 
ing embers  showed  bim  the  forms  of  the  sleeping  inmates ;  and 
dropping  lightly  through  the  opening,  he  unsheathed  his  knife,  and 
stirring  the  fire,  coolly  selected  his  victims.  One  by  one,  he  stabbed 
and  scalped  them ;  when  a  child  suddenly  awoke  and  screamed. 
He  rushed  from  the  lodge,  yelled  a  Sioux  war-cry,  shouted  his  name 
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t  Sound  the  war-slogan !    Hither  speed 
Warriors  that  curb  the  prancing  steed ; 
Leave  your  broad  prairies  as  ye  hear 
The  Dottle  war-note  pealing  clear  ; 
Leave  the  wild  chase ;  a  nobler  game 
Invites  yon  to  the  field  of  fame ; 
Come  strike  the  blow,  heroic  band ! 
A  valiant  blow  for  native,  land. 

Sound  the  war-slogan !    Swarming  foes 
Around  our  bleeding  country  close ; 
From  the  Ohio's  stream  they  come, 
With  clanging  trump  and  rolling  drum ; 

-  With  haughty  flag,  and  bright  array 

-  Their  glittering  squadrons  urge  their  way, 
A  thousand  flashing  blades  are  bared 
That  ne'er  our  fated  race  have  spared. 

Sound  the  war-slogan  I    Fast  they  pout 
-Like  tumbling  waves  on  ocean's  shore ; 
From  the  far  east  their  serried  ranks, 
Have  gathered  on  old  Hudson's  banks ;    - 
From  Erie's  and  Ontario's  edge 
And  from  the  Alleghanies'  ledge ; 
Long  have  they  wasted  with  their  fires 
This  realm  of  our  departed  sires ! 

Sound  the  war-slogan !    Let  us  standi 
And  grapple  with  them  hand  to  hand, 
Ambush  their  path  in  woody  glade, 
Waylay  them  in  the  forest  shade, 
Spare  not  with  arrow  and  with  knife ; 
Heed  not  the  suppliant's  prayer  for  life, 
Strike  while  a  drop  of  blood  remains, 
Within  the  struggling  red-man's  yeina ! 

Sound  the  war-slogan  !    Let  the  fame 
Of  your  brave  fathers  lirht  a  flame, 
In  every  gallant  warriors  breast 
That  treads  these  valleys  of  the  west 
Let  memories  of  their  ancient  pride 
Inflame  their  sons  as,  side  by  side. 
They  gather  to  repel  the  slates    . 
Who  fain  would  trample  o'er  their  graves; 

Sound  the  war-slogan !    Ponder  o'er 
The  golden  palmy  days  of  yore ; 
When  by  bright  stream  and  peaceful  plant 
The  Indian  held  his  happy  reign, 
Raised  his  rude  hut,  and  pitch'd  his  tent, 
A  freeman  wheresoever  he  went, 
Ere  yet  the  white  man's  guileful  art 
Had  stain'd  the  freshness  of  his  heart 

Sound  the  war-slogan !    Let  us  make 
One  desperate  stand,  one  final  stake ; 

It  may  be  that  in  vain  we  bleed  .  < 

Beneath  the  foeman's  sword  and  steed  J 
Yet  if  we  die,  then  bravely  die 
With  lofty  brow  and  dauntJesB  eye, 
And  dying,  mingle  in  the  grave 
With  the  dear  ashes  of  our  brave. 
tol.  m.  7 
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$l)c  €ggptian  ittitxs. 


MCUBSB    BIOBT. 

LETTER    TWENTY-SECOND. 

IBOU    AB1»'  ALLAH  OMAR,   TO   MTD    AHHMAD    XX.   HAJX,   OHXS7    0XOBITAXT    OV    TH1    OXIBM    AT  OA1JLO. 

If  you  have  reflected,  dear  Ahhmad,  on  the  character  of  this  peo- 
ple as  I  have  represented  them  to  you  thus  far  in  my  letters,  you 
must  he  struck  with  their  numerous  inconsistencies,  and  the  appa- 
rent bizarrerie  in  their  ideas  and  conduct  With  all  the  practical' 
good  sense  they  lay  claim  to,  they  have  the  fickleness  of  some  of 
the  nations  on  the  other  side  of  the  water,  and  fly  from  one  thing  to 
another  with  all  the  briskness  of  a  G-hawzee  when  she  dances  in  the 
Hhareem.  One  of  the  new  whims  of  the  day  is  a  rage  for  what  is 
called  '  cheap  literature.'  They  not  only  want  new  books  at  a  very 
low  price,  but  they  are  willing  to  take  the  materials  books  are  made 
of,  very  inferior  in  quality.  One  is  a  natural  consequence  of  the 
other  when  pushed  to  extremes.  The  shop-keeper  at  the  bazaar 
tellb  you  every  season  that  his  goods  are  cheaper  than  they  were  the 
last,  accordingly  you  buy  a  telek,  (long  vest,)  and  induced  by  the 
lower  price  take  a  shintyan,  (pair  of  trousers,)  all  at  about  twenty 
per  cent,  reduction,  and  go  home  well  pleased.  After  a  little  wear 
of  your  new  garments  you  find  them  about  forty  per  cent,  inferior 
to  your  former  purchases.  It  is  the  same  with  books ;  it  is  true 
they  were  formerly  too  dear,  yet  now  they  #re  too  cheap  ;  or  rather, 
the  reduction  falls  on  the  wrong  part  —  the#  matter. 

The  number  of  new  works  put  forth  is  astonishingly  great,  and 
they  seem  to  be  on  the  increase,  for  it  is  said  the  Americans  are  a 
reading  people,  and  must  have  cheap  literature,  that  all  may  be- 
come equally  learned.  Writers  are  occupied  night  and  day  in  sup- 
plying this  want ;  and  they  boast  of  being  public  benefactors  by  the 
abundant  materials  they  give,  to  satisfy  what  is  called  the  literary 
propensities  of  the  community.  If  their  works  are  to  be  taken  as 
current  coin,  then  the  nation  must  be  willing  to  deal  in  base  metal, 
which  enricheth  not. 

The  number  of  readers  is  no  doubt  increased  by  the  increased 
number  of  publications  and  the  great  facility  of  obtaining  them ; 
but  it  is  more  than  doubtful  whether  these  two  advantages  are  not 
in  many  cases  rendered  nugatory,  or  even  changed  to  harm,  by  the 
kind  of  works  that  are  every  day  put  within  reach  of  those  who 
have  not  the  power  of  discriminating  the  good  from  the  bad.  The 
laborer  who  can  spare  a  few  pence,  buys  the  first  book  the  title  of 
which  strikes  his  fancy  :  he  may  be  seen  catching  moments  of  lei- 
sure when  he  gleans  something  from  it;  it  does  him  but  little 
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harm  and  not  much  good,  because  his  thoughts  are  engrossed  by 
how  he  shall  earn  his  bread.     It  is  when  he  takes  it  home  to  his 
wife  and  children  who  by  the  evening  fireside  look  a  little  more 
deeply,  that  the  book  performs  its  work  for  good  or  evil.     Then  it 
is  that  the  younger  portion  of  the  community  imbibe  many  false 
notions  which  render  them  discontented  with  their  present  condi- 
tion.    Nor  is  the  effect  less  injurious  upon  the  cultivated  classes 
who  read  workB  of  this  stamp,  but  which  profess  to  be  of  a  higher 
character  bqth  in  language  and  tendency.     When  these  are  exa- 
mined, they  prove  to  be  of  a  kind  very  much  worse  than  the  others ; 
for  although  the  language  may  be  more  polished,  the  sentiments  are 
unchanged,  and  this  very  improvement  of  style  serves  as  a  gloss  to 
conceal  the  evil  that  lurks  underneath.     The  young  read  on,  en- 
chained by  the  style,  while  at  the  same  time  improper  ideas  intently 
glide  into  the  mind  and  leave  an  impression  not  easily  effaced.    - 

The  method  usually  adopted  to  get  up  a  popular  work,  is  to  cre- 
ate a  character  full  of  strong  passions ;  these  are  allowed  to  display 
themselves  in  the  indulgence  of  every  trick  to  gain  their  ends; 
yield  to  every  evil  propensity  men  are  prone  to,  draw  forth  to  light 
all  the  lowest  inclimngs  of  our  nature ;  these  are  all  enclosed  in  the 
body  of  a  handsome  person,  with  a  highly  cultivated  mind,  and  with 
command  of  language  that  rivets  attention  and  persuades ;  to  which 
is  added  a  sprinkling  here  and  there  of  many  heroic  qualities,  that 
dazzle  the  imagination  and  make  the  unreflecting  in  love  with  what 
should  appear  deformity.  Works  of  this  description  compose  what 
is  called  the  cheap  literature  of  the  day,  and  are  poured  forth  with 
an  alarming  profusion. 

To  make  them  be  more  sought  after,  the  booksellers  resort  to  all 
the  arte  of  the  trade  to  extol  them  as  faithful  pictures  of  men  and 
manners  ;  at  the  same  time  the  public  press  is  bribed  to  sound  their 
praises,  by  a  little  flattery  not  easy  to  resist.  An  author  sends  his 
book  to  an  editor  or  publisher,  with  his  respectful  compliments,  as 
if  he  were  really  enamoured  of  him.  This  the  editor  receives  as 
a  mark  of  esteem,  and  in  return  for  this  present  fails  not  to  give  a 
favorable  account  of  the  worl$ ;  another  sends  his  book  to  an  editor, 
begs  his  acceptance,  with  a  request  that  he  will  notice  it  in  his '  ably 
conducted  and  widely  extended  journal;'  a  third,  beside  all  these 
complimentary  expressions,  carefully  marks  the  most  striking  pas- 
sages, so  as  to  draw  the  editor's  attention  to  them  alone;  while  the 
latter,  pleased  that  the  trouble  of  reading  is  thus  avoided,  lauds  the 
book  to  the  skies.  He  finds  it  accidentally  on  his  table,  and  loses  no 
time  in  recommending  u  work,  the  reading  of  which  has  given  him 
so  much  pleasure ;  '  no  library  can  be  considered  complete  without 
it ;'  and  '  the  gifted  author  deserves  the  thanks  of  the  public  for 
thus  combining  instruction  with  amusement'  These  flourishes  pro- 
duce the  intended  effect,  which  is  to  sell  the  book,  leaving  the  un- 
suspecting reader  to  find  out,  too  late,  that  he  has  wasted  his  mo- 
ney, been  cajoled  into  reading  a  work  unsuited  to  his  taste,  wherein 
perchance  his  moral  sentiments  have  been  violated. 
This  kind  of  literature,  as  it  is  called,  is  not  of  recent  date,  though 
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be  the  willitig  agent  of  any  villany.     And  su«h  in  fact  is  the  charac- 
ter of  many  of  these  men. 

On  the  day  following  we  overtook  our  emigrant  companions,  and 
thenceforward,  for  a  week  or  two,  we  were  fellow-travellers.  Om* 
good  effect,  at  least,  resulted  from  the  alliance ;  it  materially  dimi- 
nished the  serious  fatigues  of  standing  guard;  for  the  party  being 
now  more  numerous,  there  were  longer  intervals  between  each 
man's  turns  of  duty. 


WRECK   OP   THE   SEGUNTUM!   A   BALLAD. 


'    BT      JAMBB      KKNNARD,     JR. 


'  Tbk  Spanish  ship  '  Seguntum'  was  wracked  on  the  Isles  of  8hoal*  in  the  winter  of  1813,  and  all 
hands  on  board  perished. 


Fast  o'er  the  seas,  a  fav'ring  breeze- 

Tire  Spanish  ship  had  borne  ; 
The  sailors  thought  to  reach  their  port 

Ere  rose  another  morn. 

As  sunk  the  sun  the  bark  dashed  on, 

The  green  sea  cleaving  fast : 
Ah  !  little  knew  the  reckless  crew 

That  night  should  be  their  last ! 

They  little  thought  their  destined  port 
Should  be  the  foaming  surge ; 

That  long  ere  morn  again  should  dawn 
The  winds  should  wail  their  dirge ! 

As  twilight  fades,  and  evening  shades 

Are  deepening  into  night,    , 
The  sky  grows  black,  and  driving  rack 

Obscures  the  starry  light 

And  loudly  now  the  storm-winds  blow, 
And  through  the  rigging  roar ; 

They  find,  too  late  to  shim  their  fate, 
They  're  on  a  leeward  shore. 

'Mid  snow  and  hail  they  shorten  Bail ; 

The  bark  bows  'neath  the  blast ; 
And,  as  the  billows  rise  and  break, 

She 's  borne  to  leeward  fast 

The  straining  ship  drives  through  the  seas, 

Close  lying  to  the  wind ; 
The  spray,  oa  all  where  it  doth  fall, 

Becomes  an  icy  rind. 

It  strikes  upon  the  shrinking  face . 

As  sharp  as  needles'  prick  ; 
And  ever  as  the  ship  doth  pitch, 

The  shower  comes  fast  and  thick. 


^ 
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are  published  as  the  cheap  literature  of  the  day,  and  have  a  wide 
circulation.  To  make  them  be  more  eagerly  sought  after,  and  still 
farther  to  pique  the  curiosity  of  seekers  after  novelty,  the  name  of 
4  Mysteries'  is  given  to  them.  The  word  '  mystery'  has  a  magic  in- 
fluence, and  these  caterers  for  depraved  appetites,  knowing  this 
foible  of  mankind,  choose  this  title  to  increase  the  number  of  their 
readers.  These  'Mysteries'  are  filled  with  vivid  accounts  of  dis- 
tress, miseries  and  crimes;  the  stories  are  told  in  a  way  to  create 
and  keep  alive  powerful  emotions;  an  effect  gratifying  to  every 
person.  Like  the  French  lady  who,  when  asked  why  she  went  to 
see  a  man  guillotined,  replied  with  much  feeling :  '  J'aime  tant  les 
battemens  de  cceur.'  And  the  personages  who  are  brought  forth  to 
awaken  the  interest  of  the  piece  are  taken  from  the  high-ways,  the 
jails  and  the  stews,  all  which  are  ransacked  with  critical  exactness 
to  form  subjects  suited  to  the  work.  The  language,  even  the  low 
vulgar  jargon  of  wretches  steeped  in  crime,  is  carefully  preserved, 
with  their  habits,  manners  and  all  the  hardness  of  heart  which  the 
constant  practice  of  vice  never  fails  to  engender.  If  amid  such  a 
polluted  band  the  writer  sees  fit  to  introduce  a  purer  being,  it  is 
chiefly  for  the  purpose  of  contrast;  to  give  greater  effect  to  the. dark 
hack-ground  which  constitutes  the  essential  feature  of  his  picture. 
This  '  cheap  literature'  is  read  by  all,  because  it  is  within  the 
reach  of  all  by  its  cheapness.  The  young.it  teaches  to  look  upon 
crime  with  complacency,  provided  it  be  practised  with  skill ;  the  old 
it  hardens  in  settled  vices,  and  is  received  as  a  palliative  to  the 
stings  of  conscience. .  So  true  is  it  that  when  vice  is  committed  by 
many  assembled,  each  one  takes  to  himself  only  a  portion  of  the 
on. 

It  may  be  thought  that  I  am  not  a  fit  judge  of  what  is  necessary 
to  satisfy  the  intellectual  wants  of  a  people  of  peculiar  notions,  like 
the  Americans,  inasmuch  as  my  own  country  is  unhappily  sunk  in 
ignorance.     It  does  not  however  follow  from  this  that  I  should  be 
an  enemy  to  the  diffusion  of  useful  knowledge ;  far  from -it.    I  see 
the  effect  it  produces  in  Europe,  and  in  the  new  world,  where  bo 
much  entire  freedom  of  thought  and  action  prevail ;.  the  present 
advantages  are  immense ;  those  of  the  future,  incalculable.     Nei- 
ther can  I  forget  the  recorded  renown  of  my  ancestors.     The  wis- 
dom and  valor  of  Sesostris  fills  a,  large  page  of  history,  and  the 
splendid   career  of  numerous  Pharaohs  attests  the  progress   of 
civilization,  arts  and  arms.     The  time  was  when  Egypt,  a  mighty 
empire,  was  the  mother  of  science  and  teacher  of  political  wisdom ; 
her  well-merited  fame  was  spread  abroad  over  the  known  earth  ; 
pilgrims  flocked  to  her  shrines  to  learn  the  mysteries  of  her  religion ; 
law-givers  resorted  to  her  courts  to  learn  the  art  of  governing,  and 
artists  came  in  crowds  to  copy  and  admire  the  living  monuments  of 
her  skill  and  refinement.     A  people,  pretended  to  be  the  chosen  of 
God,  were  offshoots  of  her  redundant  population,  and  the  polished 
republics  of  Greece  took  from  her  the  arts  they  boasted  of  being 
the  inventors.    Surely  this  exalted  rank  over  the  nations  of  the 
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come  intruder.  There  was  something  impressive  and  awful  in  the 
place  and  the  hour ;  for  I  and  the  beasts  were  all  that  had  life  and 
consciousness  for  many  a  league  around. 

Some  days  elapsed,  and  brought  us  near  the  Platte.  Two  men 
on  horseback  approached  us  one  morning,  and  we  watched  them 
with  the  curiosity  and  interest  that,  upon  the  solitude  of  the  plains, 
such  an  encounter  always  excites.  They  were  evidently  whites,  from 
their  mode  of  riding,  though ,  contrary  to  the  usage  of  that  region, 
neither  of  them  earned  a  rifle. 

•  Fools !'  remarked  Henry  Chatillon,  •  to  ride  that  way  on  the 
prairie  :  Pawnee  find  them  —  then  they  catch  it !' 

Pawnee  had  found  them,  and  they  had  come  very  near  '  catching 
it ;' '  indeed,  nothing  saved  them  from  trouble  but  the  approach  of  our 
party.  Shaw  and  I  knew  one  of  them  ;  a  man  named  Turner,  whom 
we  had  seen  at  Westport.  He  and  his  companion  belonged  to  an 
emigrant  party  encamped  a  few  miles  in  advance,  and  they  had  re- 
turned  to  look  for  some  stray  oxen,  leaving  their  rifles,  with  charac- 
teristic rashness  or  ignorance,  behind  them.  Their  neglect  had 
nearly  cost  them  dear ;  for  just  before  we  came  up,  half  a  dozen 
Indians  approached  ;  and  seeing  them  apparently  defenceless,  one 
of  the  rascals  seized  the  bridle  of  Turner's  fine  horse,  and  ordered 
him  to  dismount.  Turner  was  wholly  unarmed;  but  the  other 
jerked  a  little  revolving  pistol  out  of  his  pocket,  at  which  the  Pawnee 
recoiled ;  and  just  then  some  of  our  men  appearing  in  the  distance, 
the  whole  party  whipped  their  rugged  little  horses  and  made  off.  In 
no  way  daunted,  Turner  foolishly  persisted  in  going  forward. 

Long  after  leaving  him,  and  late  that  afternoon,  in  the  midst  of  a 
gloomy  and  barren  prairie,  we  came  suddenly  upon  the  great  Pawnee 
trail,  leading  from  their  villages  on  the  Platte,  to  their  war  and  hunt- 
ing-grounds to  the  southward.  Here  every  summer  passes  the 
motley  concourse ;  thousands  of  savages,  men,  women  and  children ; 
horses  and  mules,  laden  with  their  weapons  and  implements,  and  ah 
innumerable  multitude  of  unruly  wolfish  dogs,  who  have  not  acquired 
the  civilized  accomplishment  of  barking,  but  howl  like  their  wild 
cousins  of  the  prairie. 

The  permanent  winter  villages  of  the  Pawnees,  stand  on  the 
lower  Platte,  but  throughout  the  summer  the  greater  part  of  the  in- 
habitants are  wandering  over  the  plains,  a  treacherous,  cowardly 
banditti,  who  by  a  thousand  acts  of  pillage  and  murder,  have  de- 
served summary  chastisement  at  the  hands  of  government.  Last 
year  a  Sioux  warrior  performed  a  signal  exploit  at  one  of  these  vil- 
lages. He  approached  it  alone  in  the  middle  of  a  dark  night,  and 
clambering  up  the  outside  of  one  of  the  lodges,  which  are  in  the 
form  of  a  ball  sphere,  he  looked  in  at  the  round  hole  made  at 'the 
top  for  the  escape  of  smoke.  The  dusky  light  from  the  smoulder- 
ing embers  showed  bim  the  forms  of  the  sleeping  inmates ;  and 
dropping  lightly  through  the  opening,  he  unsheathed  his  knife,  and 
stirring  the  fire,  coolly  selected  his  victims.  One  by  one,  he  stabbed 
and  scalped  them ;  when  a  child  suddenly  awoke  and  screamed. 
He  rushed  from  the  lodge,  yelled  a  Sioux  war-cry,  shouted  his  name 
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litter  fctoents-tyfrfc. 

FEOK     THI     flAME     TO     THE     SAME. 

Town-bred  people  tire  apt  to  imagine  that  they  Will  be  much 
happier  by  residing  in  the  country ;  yet  when  once  there  they  soon 
tire  of  What  to  them  seems  monotonous,  pant  for  the  excitement  of 
city  Kfe,  and  return  willingly  to  their  accustomed  habits.  Others 
content  themselves  with  short  excursions,  or  going  to  a  temporary 
resting-place,  where  the  mind  may  become  composed  and  the  eyes 
be  refreshed  by  the  sight  of  green  fields,  in&tead  of  being  dazzled 
by  the  view  of  bricks  and  mortar  on  which  the  sun  darts  his  fieriest 
rays.  Other  motives  induce  married  persons  with  families  to  go  to 
the  country  in  summer,  the  principal  of  which  is  the  benefit  gained 
to  the  health  of  their  children  by  placing  them  where  they  find  purer 
air  and  a  wider  range  for  exercise.  For  this  they  will  leave  a  com- 
modious, well-furnished  house,  to  live  murred  up  in  a  small  one, 
(unless  they  have  means  to  possess  one  of  their  own,)  with  the  dis- 
comfort of  being  forced  to  mingle  with  people  whom  they  do  not 
know,  for  whom  they  do  not  care,  and  many  of  whom  are  disagree- 
able. Yet  with  these  inconveniences  married  people  can  -get  on 
!>retty  well,  provided  the  husband  and  wife  are  on  good  terms, 
which,  by-the-by,  we  should  always  suppose,)  and  the  children  are 
engaging,  as  they  generally  are  when  the  parents  are  blessed  with 
good  temper;  they  raise  up  resources  within  themselves  which  ena- 
ble them  to  forget'  or  cast  aside  petty  annoyances,  and  in  this  way 
pass  their  moments  with  comfort,  if  not  with  perfect  happiness. 
Not  so  well  is  the  single  man  ;  he,  with  his  boasted  freedom  from 
cares,  does  not  escape  from  the  pain  of  many  minor  grievances  by 
being  alone.  When  he  goes  to  the  country  for  recreation,  or  to  re- 
cruit his  wasted  strength,  he  does  not  sleep  on  a  bed  of  roses,  although 
he  may  dwell  within  reach  of  their  fragrance,  and  is  often  most  liable 
to  disturbance  when  he  reposes  in  a  tranquil,  spot;  so  true  is  our 
proverb, ■  The  habitation  of  danger  is  on  the  borders  of  security.' 

Once  on  the  approach  of  the  hot  season  I  found  the  most  of  my 
acquaintances  were  about  taking  their  departure  for  the  country, 
which  made  the  town  not  only  look,  but  absolutely  become,  dull, 
while  the  heat  and  bad  air  annoyed  me  much,  although  accustomed 
to  both  in  my  own  native  land.  I  was  loath  to  break  up  my  habits, 
yet  as  my  friends  were  leaving  me  alone,  I  determined  to  follow 
them  that  I  might  see  if  a  single  man  could  reap  all  the  enjoyment 
families  pretend  to  receive  by  the  change.  Before,  however,  taking 
the  last  step  of  warning  my  good  landlady,  and  going  through  the 
labor  of  turning  my  apartment  upside  down,  I  thought  it  would  be 
well  to  ask  the  advice  of  my  never-failing  friend  in  the  white  cravat. 
Exclusive  of  his  general  experience,  I  knew  he  was  or  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  passing  a  few  6f  the  summer  months  of  the  year  in  the 
country ;  of  course  he  could  inform  me  how  much  I  was  to  gain  by 
the  change,  or  whether  it  was  at  all  advisable  to  give  up  my  quiet 
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abode,  where  every  thing  adapted  itself  bo  well  to  my  habits,  and 
enter  into  a  new  scene,  where  I  should  be  forced  to  adopt  a  new 
mode  of  life.  He  listened  to  me  with  his  usual  composure  and 
said  :  '  Whether  you  will  find  yourself  better  pleased  with  a  tem- 
porary abode  in  the  country  than  a  permanent  residence  in  town, 
depends  much,  if  not  entirely,  upon  yourself;  and  the  only  method 
I  can  take  to  set  before  you  what  you  will  gain  or  lose  by  the 
change,  is  to  give  you  the  result  of  my  own  experience.  You  know 
I  am  of  retired  habits,  beside  being  fond  of  quiet,  and  my  first  wish 
when  in  the  country  is  to  be  allowed  to  follow  my  own  tranquil 
course,  while  I  take  healthful  exercise  by  myself  and  imbibe  pure 
air. 

'  I  must  premise  that  there  are  gradations  of  rural  enjoyment ; 
places  suited  to  small  people  with  small  means,  who  are  forced  to 
content  themselves  with  a  moderate  amount  of  pure  air  and  com- 
fort; genteel  lodgings  for  a  few  gentlemen,  married  or  single; 
charming  retreats  within  fifteen  minutes  walk  of  the  ferries  and 
hotels,  elegantly  furnished,  where  it  is  expected  people  will  dress 
for  dinner.  We  will  begin  with  a  house,  painted  white  to  conceal 
its  age,  at  Gowanus,  (elevated  in  dignity  by  being  called  South 
Brooklyn,)  or  Astoria,  neither  town  or  country,  to  which  you  go  late 
in  the  afternoon  and  leave  early  in  the  morning ;  the  house  near 
the  river  and  close  by  the  road,  so  that  you  lose  no  dust ;  behind  and 
within  a  stone's  throw  you  have  a  muddy  stream  meandering  slowly 
through  a  wide  marsh,  the  abode  of  musquitoes  beyond  count ;  in 
short,  a  most  delightful  place  to  get  away  from. 

*  Places  like  thtise  are  the  calm  retreats  of  men  with  lean  salaries 
and  select  wardrobes,  who  dwell  in  the  shade,  not  of  external  na- 
ture, but  of  their  own  thoughts.  Let  Us  go  a  little  higher,  and  take 
Flushing,  at  the  bottom  of  a  muddy  bay,  or  Bath,  at  the  edge  of  a 
sand  bank,  with  a  little  cove  of  salt  water  for  a  delightful  plunge 
into  the  broad  Atlantic  —  so  invigorating.  Even  these,  with  all  their 
charms,  do  not  long  please  persons  of  elevated  thoughts,  of  aspiring 
minds ;  it  is  soon  perceived  that  these  chosen  spots  are  low,  the 
company  mixed,  and  that  champaigne  of  "the  most  approved 
brand"  is  in  reality  only  Newark  cider.  When  this  discovery  is 
made,  a  wistful  look  is  cast  on  the  lofty  dome  that  surmounts  the 
pavilion  at  New  Brighton,  and  this  forms  the  third  grade  in  the 
column  of  rural  life.  Here  people  are  well  dressed  and  genteel ; 
no  one  lounges  in  shady  groves,  or  loiters  in  sequestered  paths ; 
but  ladies,  who  come  with  the  fixed  intention  of  being  sentimental, 
are  to  be  seen  arrayed  in  morning  robes,  reclining  on  couches,  ab- 
sorbed in  the  improvement  of  their  minds  by  reading  '  The  Myste- 
ries of  Paris,'  'Paul  Clifford/  or  the  graphic  romances  of  Balzac 
Here  too  they  have  balls  ;  and  what  is  an  unfailing  mark  of  intel- 
lectual refinement,  private  theatricals  are  performed  before  the  in- 
mates of  the  hotel  and  crowds  of  idlers,  who  are  attracted  by  the 
novelty  of  the  entertainment,  and  much  amused  by  the  privacy  with 
which  it  is;  managed.  You  think,  perhaps,  this  is  the  summit  of 
human  enjoyment  as  it  is  found  in  country  life  ;  but  you  must  be 
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told  that  another  spot  exists,  which  is  the  culminating  point  of 
fashionable  existence,  where  die  lordlings  of  the  nation  hold  their 
court.  This  is  Saratoga,  where  the  chivalry  of  the  South  exhibit 
their  knightly  prowess ;  where  strangers  of  distinction  bring  the  cus- 
toms of  foreign  lands ;  where  sovereigns  are  represented  in  the  person 
of  their  ambassadors,  and  where  may  be  seen  secretaries  of  state, 
and  even  ex- presidents.  Here  is  a  sacred  temple  I  will  not  ap- 
proach, for  I  am  ignorant  of  the  mysteries  therein  performed ;  and 
because  I  have  already  said  enough  to  convey  a  correct  idea  of 
what  my  countrymen  call  the  pleasures  of  country  life/ 
•  While  my  friend  in  the  white  cravat  paused  in  his  description,  I 
seized  the  opportunity  to  exclaim  :  '  You  give  me  just  what  I  do 
not  care  to  know.  It  is  not  all  these  artificial  modes  of  killing  time, 
this  noise  and  confusion  ten  times  worse  than  city  life,  that  I  desire 
to  know.  I  wish  to  learn  if  among  your  people  there  is  any  thing 
like  easy,  tranquil  comfort ;  whether  there  is  a  place  where  a  calm 
subject  like  myself  can  go  and  solace  himself  with  the  charms  of  a 
quiet  homeland  enjoy,  in  his  own  way,  a  view  of  rural  scenery.'  '  If 
it  is  tranquillity  and  independence  you  seek,'  resumed  my  friend, 
4  you  will  learn  the  attempts  people  make  to  attain  them,  and  your 
own  chance  of  success,  by  listening  a  short  time  longer  to  what  I 
am  about  to- relate. 

*  The  usual  time  for  choosing  a  summer  residence  is  two  or  three 
months  before  the  hot  weather  commences,  before  good  quarters 
are  bespoken  or  much  sought  after.     You  select  what  you  think  is 
an  agreeable  spot,  where  pure  air,  rural  scenery,  and  shaded  walks, 
combine  to  make  it  pleasant ;  at  the  same  time  you  are  careful  to 
make  inquiries  about  those  .who  are  to  have  charge  of  you ;  of 
course  you  must  run  the  hazard  of  being  under  the  same  roof  with 
persons  "whom  you  may  like  or  dislike.    And  herein  lies  a  contin- 
gency you  cannot  guard  against ;  one  which  may  render  your  abode 
tranquil  or  noisy,  pleasant  or  disagreeable,  according  as  may  be  the 
men,  women  and  children  with  whom  you  are  to  associate.   A  place 
which  I  selected  a  few  years  ago  was  one,  as  I  supposed,  of  retire- 
ment; far  enough  removed  from  town  to  give  all  the  charm  of  rural 
life,  yet  near  enough  to  reach  it  within  a  short  time.     The  very 
reason  that  guided  my  choice  moved  others  to  come  to  the  same 
place ;  and  I  soon  found  that  instead  of  repose  I  was  in  the  midst 
of  turmoil.     'Where  two  or  three  are  gathered  together,'  and  a 
portion  of  these  are  young,  there  will  be  noise.     The  new  comers 
laughed,  danced  and  sang,  which,  when  not  frequent,  was  rather 
agreeable  than  otherwise ;   but  they  were  often  boisterous,  and 
were  possessed  of  the  common  mania  of  intrigue  and  flirtation. 
They  endeavored  to  transform  a  calm  retreat  into  a  fashionable  ren- 
dezvous ;"  and  what  was  worse,  called  upon  me,  not  only  to  wink 
at  such  scenes,  but  to  aid  and  abet  in  their  nefarious  projects.     I 
recommend  by  all  means  that  yon  avoid  .such  places,  Unless  you 
decide  to  become  a  Christian*  lay  aside  your  moral  purity,  and 
adopt  the  Christian  customs.     The  pathway  to  these  acts  is  on  the 
•Uding  scale,  and  you  can  easily  fall  into  it;  if  you  are  not  apt  at 
tol.  xxx.  8 
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be  the  willing  agent  of  any  villany.     And  su«h  in  fact  is  the  charac- 
ter of  many  of  these  men.  . 

On  the  day  following  we  overtook  our  emigrant  companions,  and 
thenceforward,  for  a  week  or  two,  we  were  fellow-travellers.  On« 
good  effect,  at  least,  resulted  from  the  alliance ;  it  materially  dimi- 
nished the  serious  fatigues  of  standing  guard;  for  the  party- being 
now  more  numerous,  there  were  longer  intervals  between  each 
man's  turns  of  duty. 


Wreck:    op     the     seguntum:'  -a     ballad. 


BT      JA.M3S      XIIINARD,     Jfc. 


'  Tbe  Spanish  ship  '  Seguntum'  was  wrecked  on  the  Isles  of  Shoals  is  the  winter  of  1813,  and  all 
hands  on  board  perished. 


Fast  o'er  the  seas,  a  fav'ring  breeze 

The  Spanish  ship  had  borne  ; 
The  sailore  thought  to  reach  their  port 

Ere  rose  another  morn. 

As  sunk  the  sun  the  bark  dashed  on, 

The  green  sea  cleaving  fast : 
Ab  !  little  knew  the  reckless  crew, 

That  night  should  be  their  last ! 

They  little  thought  their  destined  port 
Should  be  the  foaming  surge ; 

That  long  ere  morn  again  should  dawn 
The  winds  should  wail  their  dirge ! 

As  twilight  fades,  and  evening  shades 

Are  deepening  into  night,    , 
The  sky  grows  black,  and  driving  rack 

Obscures  the  starry  light 

And  loudly  now  the  storm-winds  blow, 
And  through  the  rigging  toar ; 

They  find,  too  late  to  shim  their  fate, 
They  're  on  a  leeward  shore. 

'Mid  snow  and  hail  they  shorten  sail ; 

The  bark  bows  'neath  the  blast ; 
And,  as  the  billows  rise  and  break, 

She 's  borne  to  leeward  fast 

The  straining  ship  drives  through  the  seas, 

Close  lying  to  the  wind ; 
The  spray,  oa  all  where  it  doth  fall, 

Becomes  an  icy  rind. 

It  strikes  upon  the  shrinking  face  ■ 

As  sharp  as  needles'  prick  ; 
And  ever  as  the  ship  doth  pitch, 

The  shower  comas  fast  and  thick. 
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a  slight  satisfaction,  inasmuch  as  it  made  me  feel  sure  I  should  now 
live  unmolested  and  be  no  longer  subjected  to  the  whims  of  others. 
Fever-and-ague  is  a  very  present  help  in  keeping  off  intruders,  and 
if  you  can  throw  in  with  it  a  pretty  stiff  whooping*cough  you  are 
safe  from  the  annoyance  of  *  a  gentleman  and  lady  of  the  highest 
respectability  with  several  very  fine  children/ 

*  I  congratulated  myself  on  my  fortunate  choice,  and  as  I  rambled 
under  the  shade  of  lofty  trees,  or  inhaled  the  morning  air  in  my 
apartment,  felt  joy  that  no  matron  could  call  me  to  a  consultation ; 
no  young  lady  could  transform  me  into  a  breathing  distaff;  nor  any 
rheumatic  clod  draw  me  from  contemplating  natural  scenery,  to 
waste  time  in  listening  to  a  recital  of  his  ilk. 

*  While  reposing  thus  in  security,  I  was  told  by  my  good  landlafty 
that  she  had  made  a  great  improvement  in  her  house  by  forming  a 
large  Toom  in  the  attic,  in  which  she  and  her  daughter  would  hence- 
forward sleep,  and  the  two  rooms  they  occupied  would  be  taken  by 
persons  who  had  engaged  them  for  the  summer.  She  said  this  would 
be  an  additional  source  of  profit  to  her,  and  added,  seemingly  with 
much  satisfaction,  that  she  was  glad  of  it  for  my  sake,  as  f  should 
now  have  some  agreeable  companions  to  relieve  me  from  the  lonely 
state  in  which  I  had  so  long  Hved,  and  which  must  be  Very  wearisome* 

*  At  this  intelligence  my  spirits  fell ;  my  intrenchments  of  fever- 
and-ague  and  whooping-cough  were  forced,  and  all  my  pleasing 
expectations  of  retirement  were  scattered  to  the  winds.  I  looked 
forward  to  have  my  peaceful  abode  turned  to  a  scene  of  riot,  while 
further  exactions  would  be  made  upon  my  time  by  which  my  naturally 
easy  temper  was  to  be  put  to  new  trials.  Nothing  could  be  done  to 
ward  off  the  evil ;  so  I  braced  myself  up  to  submit,  with  all  the  pa- 
tience I  could  command,  to  the  buffets  that  awaited  me.  Well,  the 
party  came ;  consisting  of  the  man,  his  wife,  four  children,  an  Irish 
nurse,  a  pet  dog,  a  go-cart  and  a  rocking-horse ;  and  with  all  these 
it  was  expected  I  should  be  on  friendly  terms  during  the  time  of  our 
cohabitation.  My  heart  sank  within  me  as  I  saw  them  approach  the 
house ;  and  I  am  shocked  to  confess  that  at  the  time,  I  wished  for 
the  power  of  Neptune  to  plant  them  in  some  of  the  secret  places  of 
his  kingdom  where  the  weary  never  fail  to  find  rest.  In  ten  minutes 
I  was  a  witness  to  the  extent  of  the  misery  I  was  to  endure  during 
a  whole  summer.  The  husband  began  to  smoke  with  all  his  might, 
regardless  of  every  thing  around,  even  the  spittoon ;  the  Wife  talked 
loudly  to  the  inistress  about  the  accommodations,  and  what  she  should 
require ;  how  her  own  apartment  was  to  be  kept,  when  the  children 
were  to  have  their  meals,  and  whether  there  were  in  the  house  other 
children  with  whom  she  could  venture  to  permit  her  own  to  asso- 
ciate. Meanwhile  the  little  darlings  set  out  on  a  pleasure  excursion 
in  the  go-cart,  which  rattled  over  the  piazza  with  the  rumbling  of 
an  earthquake;  the  rocking-horse  was  put  to  his  utmost  speedy 
while  the  dog,  finding  by  the  smell  that  I  was  not  one  of  the  family, 
commenced  a  bark  of  disappointment  that  caused  an  uproar  greater* 
than  I  can  describe. 

*  Here  was  a  situation,  neither  delicate  nor  critical,  but  absolutely 
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LOVE      AND      LOVE-LETTERS. 


BT       b*VI»      VTTtOXO. 


The  passion  of  love,  in  its  effects,  curiously  blends  the  serious 
with  the  amusing,  the  tragic  with  the  comic.  A  faithful  transcript 
of  the  mind  under  its  influence,  would  at  least  equal  in  interest,  the 
movements  of  an  opium  eater,  or  in  amusement,  the  antics  pro- 
duced by  nitrous-oxide.  This  truth  occurred  to  me  with  singular 
clearness  this  morning  as  I  lingered  over  the  contents  of  my  escri- 
toire. There,  lay  before  me  all  the  tokens  of.  a  score  of  '  loves.' 
And  among  them  (more  to  jny  purpose,)  were  copies  of  my  own 
letters  written  in  the  heat  of  passion  and  in  the  ardor  of  youth. 
They  have  hitherto  been  sacred — treasures  that  money  could  not 
buy,  and  for  which  I  would  not  have  thanked  any  one  to  tempt  me 
with  fame.  But  time  and  untruth  have  robbed  them  of  their  sanc- 
tity ;  and  the  keen  sense  of  the  ridiculous  they  inspired  me  with  this 
morning,  has  sealed  their*  fate.  With  a  reservation  in  favor  of 
those  addressed  to  one  lady,  they  go  into  the  fire.  The  record  of 
thoughts  made  over  to  her  has  yet  an  interest  for  me.  She  was  the 
last  object  that  lingered  on  my  gaze  as  I  passed  out  from  boyhood's 
land  of  dreams ;  her  memory  is  the  dim  twilight  of  my  day  of  sen- 
timent gone  by.  '  She  is  another's  now,'  but  my  life  is  happier  in 
the  trust  that  she  still  recurs  to  our  acquaintance  with  undiminished 
friendship.  I  the  more  cling  to  the  hope,  and  foster  the  belief,  from 
the  falsehood  I  have  met  elsewhere.  Once  shake  my  faith  in  her 
and  thereafter  my  trust  in  woman  will  be  confined  to  the  limits  of 
my  organs  of  vision. 

Indeed  the  rings,  ringlets,  ribbands,  seals,  valentines,  billets,  mot- 
toes, and  every  other  variety  of  the  peace-disturbing  arms  of  Cupid 
that  lie  scattered  before  me,  are  so  many  mute  witnesses  of  the 
instability  of  woman's  love.  The  history  of  the  lock  of  hair  that 
shades  one  corner  of  my  paper,  is  the  Jiistory  of  the  rest.  The 
story  of  one,  is  the  story  of  all.  Pledges  given,  and  pledges  bro- 
ken. Therefore  I  do  well  to  take  fast  hold  on  the  faith  of  her  who, 
giving  no  promises,  has  ever  kept  to  the  spirit  of  our  friendship.  It 
is  well  there  is  oue. 

But  to  proceed  :  It  has  been  said  that '  a  man  of  sense  may  love 
like  a  madman,  but  never  like  a  fool.'  The  fact  is  self-evident ;  for 
a  man  would  cease  to  be  considered  sensible  who,  for  a  considera- 
ble length, of  time,  under  any  circumstances,  continued  to  play  the 
simpleton.  Foolish  acts  however  do  not  necessarily  imply  a  total 
want  of  sense.  No  man  conducts  wisely  at  all  times;  and  no 
man  was  ever  known  to  do  so  under  the  influence  of  the  tender 

ftassion.     But  a  man  may  under  its  influence  do  brilliant  things, 
t  may  be  a  ridiculous  passion,  as  it  has  been  termed,  still  it  is  a 
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With  all  this,  Mr.  Fetlock  was  an  excellent  man ;  he  had  slaughtered 
all  his  passions,  and  his  character  was  composed  of  the  choicest 
cuts,  such  as  good  temper  and  benevolence.  With  these  people, 
and  only  with  these,  I  led  a  tranquil  life.' 

I  had  listened  with  patience  to  my  friend's  discourse,  which  I  con- 
fess sensibly  diminished  my  desire  to  go  to  the  country  for  the  sea- 
son. The  few  moments  of  comfort  which  he  had  secured  did  not 
seem  to  me  to  be  a  sufficient  compensation  for  the  pain  he  had  suf- 
fered ;  and  I  was  on  the  point  of  relinquishing  all  intention  of  chang- 
ing my  lodgings,  when  he  added : 

'  If  you  are  bent  upon  going  to  the  country,  and  want  to  be  tran- 
quil, I  advise  you  to  apply  to  the  proprietors  of  a  large  establish- 
ment, pleasantly  situated  on  the  Hudson  river,  about  twenty- fi^  or 
thirty  miles  from  the  city.  It  is  a  stately  stone  edifice,  which,  though 
full  of  lodgers,  is  yet  perfectly  quiet,  being  conducted  on  an  im- 
proved system,  which  is  one  of  great  order.  The  inmates  are  far 
from  being  obtrusive ;  in  fact,  are  rather  taciturn  ;  their  answers  to 
each  other  being  merely  yea  and  nay.  They  are  models  of  indus* 
try,  devote  their  leisure  hours  to  works  of  public  utility  exclusively, 
renounce  amusements  of  every  kind,  so  that  they  give  neither  balls 
nor  soirees,  and  you  are  never  annoyed  by  children,  pet  dogs,  go- 
carts  or  rocking-horses.  The  apartments  are  furnished  in  the  plain- 
est manner,  and  are  kept  cool  by  being  excluded  from  external  air, 
so  debilitating  during  the  great  heats.  You  will  be  required  to  con- 
form to  the  established  style  of  living ;  you  cannot  have  partridges, 
quails,  canvass-back  ducks,  nor  any  of  the  delicacies  of  the  season, 
but  must  content  yourself  with  the  customary  food,  which  is  quite 
simple,  and  served  with  a  regularity  not  seen  in  other  houses.  Many 
people  hesitate  about  going,  inasmuch  as  constant  sameness  is  not 
pleasing ;  yet  when  once  there,  they  have  been  known  to  remain  a 
long  time ;  while  others,  who  after  a  certain  period  of  sojourn  have 
moved  away,  frequently  come  back  again,  and  pass  there  the  re- 
mainder of  their  lives.  The  manners  of  the  inmates  are  precise, 
but  being  known  to  all,  they  are  conformed  to.  For  instance,  if  a 
person  makes  them  a  visit,  they  seldom  or  never  return  the  call,  and 
the  visitant  is  never  offended  if  he  is  not  asked  to  remain  and  pass 
the  night.  This  is  an  abode  of  peace  and  tranquillity,  which  you  so 
much  desire,  and  in  which,  if  you  should  decide  to  locate  yourself, 
it  will  be  necessary  to  make  your  intentions  known  early,  as  several 
preliminary  measures  must  be  taken  to  satisfy  the  scrupulous  pre- 
cision of  those  who  have  charge  of  the  dwelling.  I  recommend 
you  to  apply  to  some  gentleman  of  the  legal  profession  who  has  in- 
tercourse with  the  proprietors,  and  who  will  take  upon  himself  the 
labor  of  making  application ;  but  if  you  can  get  one  of  the  judges 
to  say  a  few  words  by  way  of  stating  your  claims  and  qualifications, 
you  are  sure  of  gaining  admission  without  delay ;  and  once  within 
the  walls,  so  many  ties  will  bind  you  to  the  place  that  it  will  require 
a  strong  effort  to  get  away.' 

lft»-York,  AfUtntk  d*y  of  the  Moon  \ 
Zoo'l  Wuggek :  Hogiru,  1960.      5 
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Lighter  than  the  sunbeam's  ray» 

Dawning  on  the  sea, 
Graceful  as  a  moonlight  fay 
Was  she  who  won  all  hearts  away — 

Laurauk! 

Tresses  bright  of  golden  hair 

Flowing  wild  and  free, 
Down  her  cheek  beyond  compare, 
Nestling  in  her  bosom  fair — 

Lauralie  ! 

By  the  heaven  within  her  eyes, 

Plainly  might  you  see, 
She  had  stolen  their  glorious  dyes 
From  the  laughing  summer  skies  — • 

Laurauk  ! 

Less  beautiful  than  good  and  kind, 

Pure  as  snow  was  she, 
All  gentle  thoughts  dwelt  in  her  mind, 
By  innocence  and  truth  refined  — 

Lauralie  ! 

A  tall  knight  came,  with  bearing  bold, 
And  tender  vows  breathed  he ; 

Alas !  a  tale  too  often  told, 

He  won  her  heart,  his  love  waned  cold— 
Lauralie! 

He  brought  a  fair  and  haughty  bride 

From  o'er  the  sea, 
And  as  he  feasted  at  her  side, 
A  maiden  sought  his  feet  and  died  — • 

Lauralie  ! 

Now  doth  the  broken-hearted  sleep 

Beneath  the  linden  tree  j 
Above  the  sod  the  wild  vines  creep, 
And  maidens  seek  the  spot  to  weep : 

Laurauk  ! 

But  he,  the  false  one !  knows  not  rest, 

Dishonored  now  is  he : 
His  faithless  bride  has  left  his  breast ; 
Oh !  well  are  aU  thy  wrongs  redoessed* 

Lauralie!  x 

A  maniac  wild,  he  smiles  no  more, 

But  wanders  by  the  sea, 
And  mutters  'mid  the  tempest's  roar 
The  name  he  traces  on  the  shore  — 

Lauralie! 


Mmrck,  1847. 
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THE     EVERY-DAY     MAN. 


8T    C.    B.     •URXBA*X>T. 


Of  all  things  on  this  earth,  toward  which  I  entertain  an  innate 
antipathy,  the  Every-Day  Man  occupies  the  foremost  rank.  Never- 
theless in  my  description  of  the  species,  I  shall  treat  the  subject  with 
the  utmost  impartiality.  Let  no  one  expect,  however,  that  I  am 
going  to  say  any  thing  particular  about  him  ;  for  of  an  e very-day 
man  nothing  particular  can  be  said,  except  that  there  is  nothing  par- 
ticular to  say  about  him. 

The  every-day  man  is  ordinarily  a  good  article  of  furniture;  indis- 

C  sable  in  a  family ;  a  useful  assistant  or  servant ;  a  pretty  fair 
iness-man,  and  a  peaceful  citizen.  From*  this  the  reader  can  see 
that  I  am  not  blind  to  his  good  qualities,  and  that  I  am  consequently 
impartial. 

The  every-day  man  smokes  or  chews  a  great  deal,  but  without 
grace,  as  he  puffs  and  expectorates  continually.  Nothing  he  dislikes 
more  than  to  be  compelled  to  dine  scantily  or  badly.  Eating  and 
drinking  form  the  principal  objects  of  his  life.  He  believes  whatever 
suits  him  best.  He  is  never  in  doubt.  He  is  not  always  supersti- 
tious, yet  is  usually  nervous  in  the  dark,  although  he  ought  to  be  at 
home  there,  as  he  never  can  see  very  clear.  On  the  whole,  he  is  more 
cowardly  than  brave.  He  never  marries  from  love,  though  some- 
times from  moderate  liking.  If  marriage  is  spoken  of,  or  a  bride 
mentioned,  his  first  question  is  :  '  Has  she  money  V  He  does  not 
despise  frivolous  women,  but  laughs  at  love,  which  he  only  knows 
from  borrowed  novels.  Books  are  indifferent  to  him  ;  he  buys  none, 
or  at  least  very  few,  and  these  he  rarely  reads.  .  If  he  takes  up  a 
book  at  all,  he  selects  a  loose  one  or  a  foolish  one.  Anecdotes,  rob- 
ber, pirate,  ghost  and  murder-novels  are  his  delight;  poems  his 
horror.  The  preface  he  invariably  skips ;  in  fact  he  omits  every- 
thing which  requires  thought.  He  objects  to  arguments  about 
authors  or  books,  and  usually  gives  his  judgment  of  them  in  a  single 
phrase  or  pantomime.  He  either  laughs,  sneers,  shrugs  his  shoulders, 
or  shakes  his  head;  or  he  says,  'pshaw!'  •ridiculous!'  'stuff!' 
'  nonsense  !'  '  trash  !  'pretty  good,'  'passable  ;'  or  he  looks  digni- 
fied and  says :  '  Well,  the  man  might  have  spent  his  time  better  than 
in  book-making.' 

The  every-day  man  thinks  much  of  dress,  and  is  sometimes  adorned 
after  the  latest  fashion,  but  most  usually  is  a  year  behind-hand.  His 
knowledge  of  mankind  consists  in  his  knowledge  of  dress.  He  be- 
lieves every  one  to  be  fashionable  ;  especially  he  believes  every  well- 
dressed  person  an  honest,  distinguished,  important  and  great  man, 
until  he  can  feel,  see,  hear  and  taste  the  contrary ;  in  fact,  until  the 
truth  knocks  him  down.  He  possesses  small  acquirements,  but  just 
sufficient  for  whatever  may  be  his  trade  or  profession.    All  that  has 
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Thou  hast  roamed  by  the  brook  trees,  and  hast  heard 
The  song  of  the  ever-joyous  bird, 

And  he  has  filled  thy  heart 
With  happy  thoughts  of  the  gladsome  earth ; 

And  the  springs  of  thy  spirit  start 
With  an  innocent  flow  of  waywardness 
That  gives  to  that  speaking  look  its  birth. 
And  thy  soul  with  its  rippling  music  doth  blew. 

Ever  laughing  thou  art,  Ellen*, 

Like  a  sunny,  plea*  spring-day, 
And  the  archers  of  thine  eye,  unseen, 
Are  aiming  their  arrows  out  between 

The  lashes  that  o'er  them  play  ; 
Those  arrows  are  passing  sharp,  I  ween, 

Let  them  aim  not  at  my  heart,  I  pray ! 
Roxbury,  {Mats.) 


THE     DEAF     AND     THE     DUMB. 


BZ      A      JTSW     OONTRIBOTOR. 


Loss  of  speech  so  often  accompanies  a  lack  of  the  hearing  faculty, 
that  '  deafness'  and  *  dumbness'  have  come  to  be  employed  almost 
as  synonymous  terms.  At  least  they  are  so  nearly  allied  to  each 
other  that  it  seems  hardly  proper  to  separate  the  victims  of  these 
two  maladies  into  two  distinct  classes,  as  we  would  the  lame  and 
the  blind,  for  instance.  I  shall,  therefore,  in  referring  to  some  cha- 
racteristics of  these  our  unfortunate  fellow-beings,  speak  of  them 
in  that  intimate  connection  by  which  the  stern  law  of  adversity  has 
united  them  into  a  closer  fellowship  than  springs  from  the  great  bond 
of  humanity,  or  the  ordinary  ties  of  misfortune. 

Under  this  general  head  of  the  deaf  and  dumb  may  be  enume- 
rated several  varieties,  according  to  the  complete  or  partial  loss  of 
either  faculty,  and  producing  a  corresponding  variation  of  charac- 
ter, as  the  natural  result  of  such  deprivation. 

First  in  order  are  those  upon  whom  both  these  forms  of  misfor- 
tune have  fallen  most  heavily;  those  who  are  entirely  deaf  and 
dumb.  From  them  all  communication  with  the  outward  world,  by 
the  common  forms  of  conversation,  is  withheld.  The  flood-gates  of 
their  own  souls  are  also  shut ;  a  barrier  is  opposed  to  all  those  im- 
pulsive emotions  which  are  constantly  bubbling  «p  in  an  active 
mind,  and  which  fall  so  pleasantly  from  a  nimble  tongue.  It  is  true 
that  the  power  of  giving  vent  to  their  thoughts  by  writing  is  not 
denied  them ;  yet  how  much  inferior  is  this  power,  in  its  ordinary 
bestowal,  to  lie  noble  gift  of  speech !  Their  substitute  for  conver- 
sation is  but  a  dumb  show ;  mere  symbols  of  words,  conveying  only 
the  outline  of  the  thought  they  would  express,  not  its  depth  of  feel- 
ing.   It  is  painful  to  witness  their  abortive  attempts  to  speak,  when, 
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after  vainly  striving  to  express  themselves  by  signs,  the  struggling 
thought  seems  to  rush  at  the  closed  door  of  speech,  and  demand 
utterance.  It  is  not  the  fact  that  they  cannot  understand  or  speak 
our  language  which  pains  us ;  that  would  be  simply  an  inconw- 
nience ;  but  that  human  beings,  endowed  in  other  respects  like  our- 
selves, should  be  deprived  of  two  of  the  most  important  physical 
qualities — should  pass  through  life  in  complete  silence,  unable  to 
utter  even  an  intelligible  sound — this  is  indeed  hard  to  think  upon. 
The  lack  of  speech  in  dumb  animals,  (as  we  are  pleased  to  call 
them,)  does  not  awaken  our  pity.  They  can  speak ;  if  not  to  us, 
to  their  own  kind.  We  can  look  upon  them  as  foreigners,  whose 
dialect,  although  it  may  excite  our  curiosity,  seldom  stirs  any  deeper 
feeling.  But  the  jargon  of  the  -dumb  man  bears  with  it  no  mean- 
ing ;  he  has  no  language ;  and  the  want  of  it  is  plainly  discernible 
m  that  vacant  look  which  invests  his  face  on  the  failure  of  an  at- 
tempted expression. 

There  is  something  too  in  the  loss  of  hearing  which  is  truly  sad. 
When  we  think  what  a  glorious  world  of  happy  sounds,  the  low- 
breathing  tones  of  nature,  the  rich  melody  of  art,  the  soul-entrancing 
music  of  friendly  voices  and  fire-side  notes  of  cheer,  is  forever  closed 
against  one  of  our  number,  a  deep  feeling  of  grief  fills  the  heart. 
This  feeling  is  unavoidable,  nor  should  we  wish  to  shun  it.  It  is 
the  true  impulse  of  human  sympathy  and  brotherly  love.  Yet  why 
look  only  upon  the  dark  side,  when  there  is  a  brighter  to  which  we 
may  turn  1 

Adversity  may  be  represented  as  a  demon  with  grim  visage  and 
ancouth  form,  wrapped  in  a  dark  mantle,  under  whose  folds  lurks 
a  cherub,  with  beaming  eye  and  gentle  words,  soothing  his  rage  and 
healing  the  wounds  he  inflicts.  At  his  first  approach  we  shudder, 
for  we  see  nothing  but  his  own  terrors ;  but  on  a  nearer  view  the 
jewel  in  his  mantle  charms  our  gaze,  and  we  tread  his  gloomy  path- 
way unresisting.  It  is  an  old  saying  that '  misfortunes  seldom  come 
singly.'  It  would  be  a  truer  one,  that  misfortune  never  comes  alone. 
An  attendant  angel  is  always  by  its  side,  bearing  the  oil  and  wine  of 
consolation  ;  and  while  we  writhe  under  the  blows  of  the  one,  our 
wounded  spirits  are  refreshed  by  the  gentle  ministrations  of  the 
other.  So  in  this  instance. '  We  pity  him  upon  whose  ear  no  sound 
has  ever  fallen  to  awake  pleasant  echoes  within  his  soul,  or  whose 
lips  have  never  syllabled  one  human  tone ;  yet  when  our  ears  are 
Stunned  by  the  clamor  of  a  discordant  world ;  when  custom  forces 
our  unwilling  lips  to  utter  unmeaning  commonplaces,  to  be  an- 
swered by  hollow  echoes  from  the  stupid  blocks  or  fashion  ;  we  are 
fain  to  turn  a  half-envious  eye  at  the  poor  mute,  whose  silence  had 
before  awakened  our  sympathy.  We  have  commiserated  his  hard 
fate  in  being  denied  the  delight  of  hearing  earthly  Bounds,  forgetting 
the  higher  harmony  which  mingles  with  all  his  being.  We  have 
wished  for  him  the  power  of  expression,  that  he  might  hold  sweet 
converse  with  friends,  unmindful  of  those  holier  communings  with 
his  own  heart.  Can  we  believe  that  an  all-wise  Creator,  who  has 
so  admirably  adapted  the  laws  of  our  being  to  the  external  circum- 
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stances  of  life,  has  not  also  given  him  greater  internal  resources  to 
atone  for  the  lack  of  social  enjoyments  1  Or  if  this  is  not  the  case, 
he  has  at  least  learned  to  look  within  himself,  and  has  found  that 
mine  of  wealth  which  is  his  by  right  of  birth,  and  the  like  of  which 
belongs  to  every  one.  This  new  view  presents  him  in  an  entirely 
different  aspect.-  How  changed  now  is  his  whole  bearing  1  He 
walks  erect  in  the  dignity  of  misfortune.  Slander's  envenomed 
shaft  pierces  not  his  dull  ear ;  gossipping  tongues  and  foolish  tales 
annoy  not  him.  He  has  opportunity,  for*  deeper  thought.  He  is  in- 
vested with  the  charm  of  abstraction.  The  calmness  and  self-pos- 
session for  whidh  philosophers  have  vainly  striven  are  his  birth-right. 
Among  the  noisy  crowd  he  has  the  sole  privilege  of  silence.  The 
rolling  wave  of  tumult,  which  drowns  so  many  of  our  finer  feelings, 
ruffles  not  his  equanimity.  His  spirit  is  a  sheltered  lake,  unstirred 
by  tempests.  With  bis  slate  and  pencil  and  sign-manual  he  goes 
through  life,  taking  notes  and  recording  impressions. 

Second  in  our  regard  are  those  who  are  merely  deaf,  with  full 
possession  of  speech.  A  similar  interest  attaches  to  them  which  we 
feel  for.  the  deaf  and  dumb;  save  that  in  this  case  less  of  pity  is  min- 
gled with  our  sympathy.  They,  too,  feel  less  need  of  pity.  Having 
one  part  to  play  in  the  drama  of  social  intercourse,  they  assume  a 
degree  of  confidence,  that  they  may  sustain  it  without  the  prompter's 
aid. 

Of  all  who  can  claim  to  be  ranked  in  this  ill-starred  companion- 
ship, those  who  command  the  least  respect  are  such  as,  (to  use  their 
own  phrase,)  are  'a  little  hard  of  hearing;'  a  technicality,  by  the 
way,  which  I  have  observed  often  implies  dullness  of  apprehension, 
rather  than  real  physical  incapacity.  But  the  chief  fault  with  them 
is  that  they  do  not  realize  the  true  idea  of  deafness.  It  .would  be 
unfair  to  call  them  impostors,  but, they  surely  fall  short  of  the  dig- 
nity of  their  race.  They  are  trespassers  over  the  borders  of  the 
f  silent  land.'  We  constantly  find  them  out  of  their  proper  element ; 
hearing  things  that  they  are  not  expected  to,  when  again  they  will 
be  quite  deaf  on  the  slightest  provocation.  They  are  inquisitive, 
and  apt  to  be  suspicious.  Wishing  to  be  thought  as  little  deaf  as 
possible,  they  will  often  make  wild  guesses  at  questions,  and  answer 
them  as  wildly.  You  cannot  tell  a  story  in  their  presence  with  any 
satisfaction.  You  are  doubtful  whether  to  include  the  deaf  gentle- 
man among  your  hearers,  but  feel  that  }ie  will  not  take  it  kindly  to 
be  left  out.  Yet  we  must  remember  that  even  these  have  all  en- 
tered the  great  school  of  misfortune,  and  may  yet  become  candi- 
dates for  its  highest  honors,  y 

There  is  one  degree  in  deafness,  of  which  I  have  not  yet  spoken, 
that  has  to  me  a  great  attraction.  It  is  that  which,  shutting  out 
from  its  victim  all  those  petty  street  and  household  noises  which 
are  the  greatest  disturbers  of  thought,  still  leaves  him  a  limited 
power  of  hearing.  I  have  known  several  persons  thus  afflicted, 
and  have  always  found  them  desirable  acquaintances.  They  have, 
for  the  most  part,  obliging  dispositions,  and  cheerful  hearts,  just 
enough  tinged  with  melancholy  to  add  a  charm  to  their  manners. 
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It  was  my  fortune,  not  long  since,  to  board  in  company  with  one 
of  the  last  named  class,  who  was  rather  a  striking  instance  of  the 
effect  that  this  calamity  has  upon  individual  and  national  character. 

Ct (the  friend  to  whom  I  allude)  was  a  Scotchman,  who,  when 

I  first  knew  him,  had  been  in  this  country  some  eight  years,  and 
for  about  an  equal  length  of  time  had  been  troubled  with  a  deaf- 
ness, which  kept  gradually  increasing  and  seemed  incurable.  After 
becoming  somewhat  intimate  with  him,  I  was  often  struck  with  the 
entire  absence  in  his  character  of  certain  national  peculiarities 
which  seem  to  be  the  common  birthright  of  his  countrymen,  and 
the  presence  of  other  qualities  which  too  few  among  any  people 
possess.  Hardly  any  Scotch  disagreeables  were  mingled  in  his 
disposition.  He  had  none  of  their  inveterate  obstinacy.  With  a 
substantial  personal  opinion  on  most  subjects,  he  never  barred  the 
door  of  his  reason  against  all  argument.  On  the  other  hand  he 
had,  what  his  nation  almost  proverbially  lack,  a  nice  appreciation 
of  the  humorous.  He  had  the  keenest  relish  for  a  good  joke.  He 
did  not  bolt  them  hastily,  as  many  do,  who,  in  their  eagerness  to 
display  a  quick  understanding  of  wit,  hurry  off  successive  jokes  with 
a  speed  which  is  any  thing  but  conducive  to  the  enjoyment  of  them ; 
but  the  taste  of  a  happy  turn  or  witty  expression  would  linger  long 
upon  his  tongue,  lighting  up  his  face  with  a  fine  animation.  This, 
of  course,  was  chiefly  observable  in  his  reading,  where  his  choice 
of  books  was  alone  sufficient  to  establish  the. fact  of  his  humorous 
propensity.  His  conversation  *  was  tinged  with -a  strong  accent, 
which  time  did  nQt  appear  to  diminish.  This  doubtless  arose  from 
the  fact  that  be  could  hear  so  little  of  the:  new  dialect  spoken- by 
those  around  him.  He  had  a  wild  fondness  for  flowers,  and  every 
thing  connected  with  natural  scenery*  which  sometimes  displayed 
itself  in  an  almost  childish  glee.  A  fine  vein  of  poetic  feeling  was 
combined  with  the  rest.  He  loved  Burns  with  real  Caledonian 
ardor,  and,  better  yet,  appreciated  him  with  a  true  poet's  enthu- 
siasm. . • ,  -'..■■- 

Another  trait  worthy -of  notice  in  my  friend's  character  was /his 
civility.  .True  politeness  was  a  prominent  feature  in  his  mind.  I 
used  sometimes  to  think  him  too  obsequious ;  but  when  I  recall, 
one  by.  one,  the  thousand  little  kindnesses  which  this  mental  ten- 
dency led  him  to  do  for  all  his  associates,  I  reproach  myself  for  my 
own  lack  of  the  quality,  and  wish  it  were  far  more  common  in 
society.  One  instance  will  serve  as  an  illustration.  Whenever  a 
friend  called  to  see  him,  at  his  departure,  no  matter  what  t^ie*  wea- 
ker was,  G- would  always  insist  upon  accompanying  him 

home  ;  and,  indeed,  his  whole  manner  towards  visitors  was  marked 
with  so  much  respect  and  good  breeding  that  no  one  could  be  rude 
in  his  presence.  -  Here,  too,  it  seems  to  me,  that  his  physical  defect 
came  in  aid  of  his  better  nature.  He  paid  great  deference  to  his 
fellow  boarders ;  more,  oftentimes,  than  their  want  of  self-respect 
entitled  them  to.  Almost  every  person,  when  young,  has  high 
hopes  for  the  improvement  of  mankind';  and  I  used  to  think  that  in 
his  case  these  hopes  .might  have  partly  .realized  themselves.,   Our 
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be  the  willing  agent  of  any  villany.     And  suah  in  fact  is  the  charac- 
ter of  many  of  these  men. 

On  the  day  following  we  overtook  our  emigrant  companions,  and 
thenceforward,  for  a  week  or  two,  we  were  fellow-travellers.  OnB 
good  effect,  at  least,  resulted  from  the  alliance ;  it  materially  dimi- 
nished the  serious  fatigues  of  standing  guard;  for  the  party- being 
now  more  numerous,  there  were  longer  intervals  between  each 
man's  turns  of  duty. 


Wreck  op  the  seguntum:  a  ballad, 


BT      JAUJH      SKNNiRD,     JR. 


'  The  Spanish  snip  '  8eguntum'  was  wrecked  on  the  Isles  of  Shoals  is  the  winter  of  1813.  and  all 
hands  on  board  perished. 


Fast  o'er  the  seas,  a  fav'ring  breeze 

The  Spanish  ship  had  borne  ; 
The  sailors  thought  to  reach  their  port 

Ere  rose  another  morn. 

As  sunk  the  sun  the  bark  dashed  on, 

The  green  sea  cleaving  fast : 
Ah  !  little  knew  the  reckless  crew. 

That  night  should  be  their  last ! 

They  little  thought  their  destined  port 
Should  be  the  foaming  surge  ; 

That  long  ere  morn  again  should  dawn 
The  winds  should  wail  their  dirge ! 

As  twilight  fades,  and  evening  shades 

Are  deepening  into  night, 
The  sky  grows  black,  and  driving  rack 

Obscures  the  starry  light 

And  loudly  now  the  storm-winds  blow, 
And  through  the  rigging  rbar  ; 

They  find,  too  late  to  shim  their  fate, 
They  're  on  a  leeward  shore. 

'Mid  snow  and  hail  they  shorten  Bail ; 

The  bark  bows  'neath  the  blast ; 
And,  as  the  billows  rise  and  break, 

She 's  borne  to  leeward  fast 

The  straining  ship  drives  through  the  seas, 

Close  lying  to  the  wind ; 
The  spray,  on  all  where  it  doth  fall, 

Becomes  an  icy  rind 

It  strikes  upon  the  shrinking  face  - 

As  sharp  as  needles'  prick  ; 
And  ever  as  the  ship  doth  pitch, 

The  shower  comes  fast  and  thick. 


.:-*tfl 
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And  with  it  comes  the  driving  snow, 

Borne  on  the  bitter  blast ; 
The  helmsman  scarce  the  compass  sees, 

It  flies  so  keen  and  fast 

A  sound  of  fear  strikes  on  the  ear ; 

It  is  the  awful  roar 
Of  dashing  breakers,  dead  ahead, 

Upon  the  rocky  shore ! 

( Wear  ship  f  hard  up,  hard  up  your  helm !' 

Loudly  the  captain  cries. 
Slowly  her  bead  pays  off,  and  now 

Before  the  wind  she  flies. 

Now  on  the  other  tack  close  braced, 

She  holds  her  foaming  course : 
Short  respite  then  !  too«oon  again 

Are  heard  the  breakers  hoarse ! 

Ahead,  to  windward  and  to  lee, 

The  foaming  surges  roar  i 
'  O,  holy  Virgin  !  save  us  now,  . 

And  we  will  sin  no  move  ! 

'  We  vow  to  lead  a  holy  life »' 

Too  late!  alas,  too  late  ! 
Their  vows  and  plaints  to  imaged  saints 

Cannot  avert  their  fate. 

They  strike  a  rock  ;  Oh,  God  !  the  shock ! 

They  vanish  in  that  surge ! 
Through  mast  and  shroud  the  tempest  loud 

Howls  forth  a  dismal  dirge. 

There  lives  not  one  to  greet  the  sun* 

Or  tell  the  tale  at  home  ; 
A  winding  sheet  for  sailors  meet, 

The  waves  around  them  foam. 

The  storm  is  o'er;  the  rocky  shore 

Life  strewn  with  many  a  corse, 
Disfigured  by  the  angry  surf 

That  still  is  murmuring  hoarse. 

And  thus  the  Spanish  crew  were  found,* 

Cast  on  those  barren  isles ; 
There,  in  unconsecrated  ground, 

They  rest  them  from  their  toils. 

No  mourners  stood  around  their  graves,  * 

No  friends  above  them  wept ; 
A  hasty  prayer  was  uttered  there ; 

Unknown,  unknelled,  they  slept 

*  TmarzKif  in  number.    Their  graves  are  still  to  be  seen  on  one  of  the  hie*  of  8hoal».    These 
islands  lie  off  the  harbor  of  Portsmouth,  (N.  H.,)  nine  miles  front  ihe  moath  of  the  Piacataqna. 
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LOVE      AND      LOVE-LETTERS. 
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The  passion  of  love,  in  its  effects,  curiously  blends  the  serious 
with  the  amusing,  the  tragic  with  the  comic.  A  faithful  transcript 
of  the  mind  under  its  influence,  would  at  least  equal  in  interest,  the 
movements  of  an  opium  eater,  or  in  amusement,  the  antics  pro- 
duced by  nitrous-oxide.  This  truth  occurred  to  me  with  singular 
clearness  this  morning  as  I  lingered  over  the  contents  of  my  escri- 
toire. There,  lay  before  me  all  the  tokens  of  a  score  of  '  loves.' 
And  among  them  (more  to  jny  purpose,)  were  copies  of  my  own 
letters  written  in  the  heat  of  passion  and  in  the  ardor  of  youth. 
They  have  hitherto  been  sacred — treasures  that  money  could  not 
buy,  and  for  which  I  would  not  have  thanked  any  one  lo  tempt  me 
with  fame.  But  time  and  untruth  have  robbed  them  of  their  sanc- 
tity ;  and  the  keen  sense  of  the  ridiculous  they  inspired  me  with  this 
morning,  has  sealed  their*  fate.  With  a  reservation  in  favor  of 
those  addressed  to  one  lady,  they  go  into  the  fire.  The  record  of 
thoughts  made  over  to  her  has  yet  an  interest  for  me.  She  was  the 
last  object  that  lingered  on  my  gaze  as  I  passed  out  from  boyhood's 
land  of  dreams ;  her  memory  is  the  dim  twilight  of  my  day  of  sen- 
timent gone  by.  '  She  is  another's  now/  but  my  life  is  happier  in 
the  trust  that  she  still  recurs  to  our  acquaintance  with  undiminished 
friendship.  I  the  more  cling  to  the  hope,  and  foster  the  belief,  from 
the  falsehood  I  have  met  elsewhere.  Once  shake  my  faith  in  her 
and  thereafter  my  trust  in  woman  will  be  confined  to  the  limits  of 
my  organs  of  vision. 

Indeed  the  rings,  ringlets,  ribbands,  seals,  valentines,  billets,  mot* 
toes,  and  every  other  variety  of  the  peace- disturbing  arms  of  Cupid 
that  lie  scattered  before  me,  are  so  many  mute  witnesses  of  the 
instability  of  woman's  love.  The  history  of  the  lock  of  hair  that 
shades  one  corner  of  my  paper,  is  the  Jiistory  of  the  rest.  The 
story  of  one,  is  the  story,  of  all.  Pledges  given,  and  pledges  bro- 
ken. Therefore  I  do  well  to  take  fast  hold  on  the  faith  of  her  who, 
giving  no  promises,  has  ever  kept  to  the  spirit  of  our  friendship.  It 
is  well  there  is  one. 

But  to  proceed  :  It  has  been  said  that '  a  man  of  sense  may  love 
like  a  madman,  but  never  like  a  fool.'  The  fact  is  self-evident ;  for 
a  man  would  cease  to  be  considered  sensible  who,  for  a  considera- 
ble length  of  time,  under  any  circumstances,  continued  to  play  the 
simpleton.  Foolish  acts  however  do  not  necessarily  imply  a  total 
want  of  sense.  No  man  conducts  wisely  at  all  times;  and  no 
man  was  ever  known  to  do  so  under  the  influence  of  the  tender 

Jtassion.     But  a  man  may  under  its  influence  do  brilliant  things, 
t  may  be  a  ridiculous  passion,  as  it  has  been  termed,  still  it  is  a 
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blissful  plain/  sit  down  to  compete  with  each  other  who  shall  sing 
the  beBt  song  in  praise  of  his  mistress,  the  one  staking  a  lamb,  the 
other  a  bowl  of  delicate  workmanship  ;  and  Damon,  another  shep- 
herd, is  appointed  umpire.     Strephon  then  commences  thus  : 

4  Inspire  me,  Phcebus  !  in  my  Delia's  praise, 
With  Waller's  strains,  or  Granville's  moving  lays  1 

,  A  milk-white  bull  shall  at  your  altars  stand, 
Which  threats  a  fight,  and  spurns  the  rising  sand.' 

The  idea  of  an  English  peasant  offering  a  sacrifice  to  Apollo,  is 
too  ludicrous.  Daphnis  answers  in  the  same  strain,  and  the  contest 
continues  for  some  time  ;  till  at  last  Damon  exclaims  : 

'Cease  to  contend;  for, Daphnis, I  decree 
The  bowl  to  Strephon,  and  the  lamb  to  thee. 
Blest  swains,  whose  nymphs  in  every  grace  excel ! 
Blest  nymphs,  whose  swains  those  graces  sing  so  well!' 

In  Pastoral  II.,  Alexis,  '  a  shepherd  boy/  is  heard  lamenting  the 
pangs  of  hopeless  love.  From  the  similarity  of  the  name,  as  well 
as  from  the  first  line  of  the  poem,  we  suspect  the  boy-poet  himself 
is  here  shadowed  forth.     It  begins  thus : 

'A  shepherd's  boy,  he  seeks  no  better  name, 
Led  forth  his  flocks  along  the  silver  Thame, 
Where  dancing  sunbeams  on  the  waters  played 
And  verdant  alders  formed  a  quivering  shade. 
Soft  as  he  mourned  the  streams  forgot  to  flow ' 

There!  that's  enough!  that's  quite  sufficient!  'Soft  as  he 
mourned,  the  streams  forgot  to  flow  !' 

Lord  Lyttleton,  the  courtly  and  accomplished  Lord  Lyttleton, 
wrote  a  Pastoral  Poem,  in  four  Eclogues,  entitled  '  The  Progress 
of  Love.'  It  is  (it  must  be  owned)  a  fine  poem,  and  contains  some 
beautiful  descriptions  ;•  but  it  differs  nothing  in  character  from  those 
already  described,  and  is  disfigured  by  similar  incongruities.  The 
hero  thus  describes  his  first  meeting  with  the  object  of  his  affection  : 

*  Where  yondec  lines  conspire  to  form  a  shade, 
These  eyes  first  gazed  upon  the  charming  maid ; 
There  she  appeared,  on  that  auspicious  day, 
When  swains  their  sportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay.' 

This  would  lead  us  to  think  that  the  scene  lay  in  Thessaly  or  Ar- 
cadia, in  ancient  times  ;  but  on  the  next  page  Damon  makes  her  a 
present  of  a  Canary-bird,  and  the  illusion  is  at  once  dispelled. 

Shenstone  was  an  English  country  gentleman,  and  as  such,  en- 
joyed opportunities  of  observing  rural  life  which  were  denied  to 

*  For  instance : 

*  On  a  romantic  mountain's  airy  head 

(While  browsing  goats  at  ease  around  him  fed.) 
Anxious  he  lay;  .... 

The  vale  beneath  a  pleasing  prospect  yields 
Of  verdant  meads  and  cultivated  fields  ; 
Through  these  a  river  rolls  its  winding  flood, 
Adorned  with  various  tufts  of  rising  wood; 
Here  half  concealed  in  trees  a  cottage  stands, 
A  castle  there  the  opening  plain  commands, 
Beyond,  a  town  of  glittering  spires  is  crowned 
And  distant  hills  the  wide  horizon  bound.' 
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the  poets  of  the  court  and  the  city.  Yet  he  does  not  seem  to  have 
improved  them ;  for  his  Pastoral  Poetry  differs  from  that  of  the 
rest,  only  in  its  being  chiefly  written  in  the  elegiac  strain,  and  in  his 
being  himself  4  the  hero  of  his  story/  his  Delias,  Celias,  etc.,  etc., 
being  his  own  mistresses,  real  or  imagined. 

It  is  marked  by  the  same  affected  sensibility*  the  same  artificial 
view  of  nature,  the  same  vapid  and  uninteresting  tameness.  With 
all  this,  however,  Shenstone  is  a  delightful  poet,  and  never  failed  to 
please  when  he  chose  to  array  his  thoughts  in  the .  chaste  language 
of  genuine  feeling,  as  in  his  *  Village  School-mistress/  and  his  ex- 
quisite *  Ode  on  Rural  Elegance.9  Nothing  can  exceed  the  grace- 
ful beauty  and  unaffected  elegance  of  the  latter,  from  which,  though 
foreign  to  our  subject,  we  are  tempted  to  make  a  short  extract : 

'Seabch  but  the  garden,  or  th«  wood, 

Let  yon  admired  carnation  own 
Not  all  was  made  for  raimefit,  or  for  food, 

Not  all  for  needful  nee  alone ; 
There,  while  the  seeda  of  future  blossoms  dwell,  ' 

T  1*  colored  for  the  sight,  perfumed  to  please  the  smell 

1  Why  knows  the  nightingale  to  sing  f 

Why  flows  the  pine's  neetareous  juice  1 
Why  shines  with  paint  the  linnet's  wing  f 

For  sustenance  akrae  ?  for  use  ? 
For  preservation  f    Every  sphere 
Shall  make  fair  pleasure's  rightfol  claim  appear. 
•  And  sure  there  seem,  of  human-kind. 

Some  born  to  shun  the  solemn  strife ;  . 

Some  for  amusire  tasks  designed, 

To  soothe  the  certain  ills  of  life ; 
Grace  its  lone  rales  with  many  a  budding  rose. 

New  founts  of  bliss  disclose, 
Call  forth  refreshing  shades,  and  decorate  repose.* 

Is  not  that  beautiful,  and  just,  and  true]  -Instances  might  be 
multiplied  to  show  the  absurdity  of  the  pastoral  style,  but 

*  What  should  you  need  of  more  1 
Tea,  or  so  many  1    What  need  one  V 

But  there  was  another  species  of  pastoral  poetry,  which  we  must 
by  no  means  pass  over  — namely,  pastoral  songs;  the  composition, 
not  of  real  poets,  but  of  that  crowd  of  poetasters  who  always  fol- 
low in  their  wake,  and  imitate  their  style,  whatever  it  may  be.  O ! 
the  surpassing  insipidity,  the  inexpressible  inanity  of  those  songs, 
which  the  fair  ladies  of*  the  times  of  George  the  First  and  his  suc- 
cessor were  wont  to  trill  forth,  to  the  accompaniment  of  the  jingling 
spinet  or  twanging  arch-lute.     Here  is  a  fair  specimen  : 

*  Sat,  hare  you  seen  my  A»A»^r) 

The  Caledonian  maid  f 
Or  heard  the  youths  of  Scotia  tell 

Where  Ababsl  is  strayed? 
The  damsel  is  of  angel  mien, 

With  sad  and  downcast  eyes: 
The  shepherds  call  her  Sorrow's  Qaeea, 

So  pensirely  she  sighs.' 

Another  of  these  dulcet  ditties  treats  of  a  shepherd  who  retired 
to  a  lone  vale,  and  there  *  sung  his  loves,  evening  and  morn :' 

4  Hi  sung  with  so  sweet  and  enchanting  a  sound, 
That  syrrans  and  ftirhw  ansae*  dtfaeed  around.' 
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We  could  instance  others,  but  by  this  time  the  reader  is  tired,  and 
so  are  we. 

The  sickly  glare  which  had  so  long  lighted  the  literary  world 
began  at  length  to  fade  away,  and  the  bright  beams  of  truth  and 
nature  once  more  broke  forth  with  glorious  effulgence ;  and  that 
period  commenced,  which,  for  want  of  a  better  name,  we  have 
styled  the  Natural ;  at  the  head  of  which  stands  Cowper,  the  sweet 
poet  of  feeling  and  religious  truth,  and  Burns,  the  bard  of  Nature's 
own  creation.  The  advent  of  this  era,  (which,  with  a  few  intermis- 
sions, has  continued  to  our  own  day,)  was  like  the  resumption  by 
the  human  frame  of  its  natural  and  healthful  action,  after  a  lone 
course  of  powerful  and  enervating  stimulants,  to  which  the  vitiated 
taste  and  artificial  literature  of  the  former  ages  might  not  unaptly 
be  compared. 

Of  the  pastoral  poetry  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans  we  will  not 
presume  to  speak;  with  the  pastoral  poetry  of  Italy  and  Germany 
we  are  not  acquainted ;  but  from  the  English  pastoral  poetry  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  O,  Apollo  i  O,  Minerva  1  O,  all  ye  patrons 
of  good  taste  and  common  sense,  protect  us  !  i0TA, 


THE        BEAUT   I  F   V   L  . 


W«  fondly  love  the  Beautiful, 

All  joyous  things  and  fair, 
By  instinct,  as  the  wild-bee  loves 

The  fragrant  Summer  air ! 
We  dearly  love  the  Beautiful, 

Where'er  her  form  is  seen, 
Upon  the  painted  sunset  skies, 

Or  in  the  wild- wood  green. 


We  love  —  we  fondly,  dearly  love, 

The  Beautiful  and  Bright, 
And  turn  toward  it,  as  the  flower 

Turns  toward  the  source  of  light ; 
Whether  on  maiden's  cheek  it  glows, 

Or  sits  by  murmuring  rill, 
Or  blushes  on  the  opening  rose, 

Wejdearly  love  it  still: 


Is  there  a  heart  that  never  lov'd 

The  Beautiful  and  Bright? 
That  never  thrilled  when  from  above 

The  glittering  lamps  of  night 
Were  looking  down,  like  angel  eyes, 

Upon  this  world  of  care  ? 
That  heart  to  Heaven  ne'er  will  rise  ; 

Therb  is  no  traffic  therb! 
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.1     ■    .  i  -  *•  ■ 

Thou  hast  roamed  by  the  brook  trees,  and  hast  heard 
The  song  of  the  ever-joyous  bird, 

And  he  has  filled  thy  heart 
With  happy  thoughts  of  the  gladsome  earth ; 

And  the  springe  of  thy  spirit  start 
With  an  innocent  flow  of  waywardness 
That  gives  to  that  speaking  look  its  birth, 
And  thy  soul  with  its  rippling  music  doth  bless. 

Ever  laughing  thou  art,  Ellin*, 

Like  a  sunny,  clea»  spring-day , 
And  the  archers  of  thine  eye,  unseen, 
Are  aiming  their  arrows  out  between 

The  lashes  that  o'er  them  play  ; 
Those  arrows  are  passing  sharp,  I  ween, 

Let  them  aim  not  at  my  heart,  I  pray ! 
Rozbuty,  (JtfaM.) 


THE     DEAF     AND     THE     DUMB. 


BX     A     XMVT     CONTRIBUTOR. 


Loss  of  speech  so  often  accompanies  a  lack  of  the  hearing  faculty, 
that  '  deafness'  and  *  dumbness'  have  come  to  be  employed  almost 
as  synonymous  terms.  At  least  they  are  so  nearly  allied  to  each 
other  that  it  seems  hardly  proper  to  separate  the  victims  of  these 
two  maladies  into  two  distinct  classes,  as  we  would  the  lame  and 
the  blind,  for  instance.  I  shall,  therefore,  in  referring  to  some  cha- 
racteristics of  these  our  unfortunate  fellow-beings,  speak  of  them 
in  that  intimate  connection  by  which  the  stern  law  of  adversity  has 
united  them  into  a  closer  fellowship  than  springs  from  the  great  bond 
of  humanity,  or  the  ordinary  ties  of  misfortune. 

Under  this  general  head  of  the  deaf  and  dumb  may  be  enume- 
rated several  varieties,  according  to  the  complete  or  partial  loss  of 
either  faculty,  and  producing  a  corresponding  variation  of  charac- 
ter, as  the  natural  result  of  such  deprivation. 

First  in  order  are  those  upon  whom  both  these  forms  of  misfor- 
tune have  fallen  most  heavily;  those  who  are  entirely  deaf  and 
dumb.  From  them  all  communication  with  the  outward  world,  by 
the  common  forms  of  conversation,  is  withheld.  The  flood-gates  of 
their  own  souls  are  also  shut ;  a  barrier  is  opposed  to  all  those  im- 
pulsive emotions  which  are  constantly  bubbling  up  in  an  active 
mind,  and  which  fall  so  pleasantly  from  a  nimble  tongue.  It  is  true 
that  the  power  of  giving  vent  to  their  thoughts  by  writing  is  not 
denied  them ;  yet  how  much  inferior  is  this  power,,  in  its  ordinary 
bestowal,  to  the  noble  gift  of  speech !  Their  substitute  for  conver- 
sation is  but  a  dumb  show ;  mere  symbols  of  words,  conveying  only 
the  outline  of  the  thought  they  would  express,  not  its  depth  of  feel- 
ing.   It  is  painful  to  witness  their  abortive  attempts  to  speak,  when, 
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after  vainly  striving  to  express  themselves  by  signs,  die  struggling 
thought  seems  to  rush  at  the  closed  door  of  speech,  and  demand 
utterance.  It  is  not  the  fact  that  they  cannot  understand  or  speak 
our  language  which  pains  us ;  that  would  be  simply  an  inconve- 
nience; but  that  human  beings,  endowed  in  other  respects  like  our- 
selves, should  be  deprived  of  two  of  the  most  important  physical 
qualities — should  pass  through  life  in  complete  silence,  unable  to 
utter  even  an  intelligible  sound — this  is  indeed  hard  to  think  upon. 
The  lack  of  speech  in  dumb  animals,  (as  we  are  pleased  to  call 
them,)  does  not  awaken  our  pity.  They  can  speak ;  if  not  to  us, 
to  their  own  kind.  We  can  look  upon  them  as  foreigners,  whose 
dialect,  although  it  may  excite  our  curiosity,  seldom  stirs  any  deeper 
feeling.  But  the  jargon  of  the  -dumb  man  bears  with  it  no  mean- 
ing ;  he  has  no  language ;  and  the  want  of  it  is  plainly  discernible 
in  that  vacant  look  which  invests  his  face  on  the  failure  of  an  at- 
tempted expression. 

There  is  something  too  in  the  loss  of  hearing  which  is  truly  sad. 
When  we  think  what  a  glorious  world  of  happy  sounds,  the  low- 
breathing  tones  of  nature,  the  rich  melody  of  art,  the  soul-entrancing 
music  of  friendly  voices  and  fire-side  notes  of  cheer,  is  forever  closed 
against  one  of  our  number,  a  deep  feeling  of  grief  fills  the  heart. 
This  feeling  is  unavoidable,  nor  should  we  wish  to  shun  it.  It  is 
the  true  impulse  of  human  sympathy  and  brotherly  love.  Yet  why 
look  only  upon  the  dark  side,  when  there  is  a  brighter  to  which  we 
may  turn  % 

Adversity  may  be  represented  as  a  demon  with  grim  visage  and 
uncouth  form,  wrapped  in  a  dark  mantle,  under  whose  folds  lurks 
a  cherub,  with  beaming  eye  and  gentle  words,  soothing  his  rage  and 
healing  the  wounds  he  inflicts.  At  his  first  approach  we  shudder, 
for  we  see  nothing  but  his  own  terrors;  but  on  a  nearer  view  the 
jewel  in  his  mantle  charms  our  gaze,  and  we  tread  his  gloomy  path- 
way unresisting.  It  is  an  old  saying  that  *  misfortunes  seldom  come 
singly.'  It  would  be  a  truer  one,  that  misfortune  never  comes  alone. 
An  attendant  angel  is  always  by  its  side,  bearing  the  oil  and  wine  of 
consolation ;  and  while  we  writhe  under  the  blows  of  the  one,  our 
wounded  spirits  are  refreshed  by  the  gentle  ministrations  of  the 
ether.  So  in  this  instance.  *  We  pity  him  upon  whose  ear  no  sound 
has  ever  fallen  to  awake  pleasant  echoes  within  his  soul,  or  whose 
lips  have  never  syllabled  one  human  tone;  yet  when  our  ears  are 
stunned  by  the  clamor  of  a  discordant  world ;  when  custom  forces 
our  unwilling  lips  to  utter  unmeaning  commonplaces,  to  be  an- 
swered by  hollow  echoes  from  the  stupid  blocks  of  fashion  ;  we  tire 
fain  to  turn  a  half-envious  eye  at  the  poor  mute,  whose  silence  had 
before  awakened  our  sympathy.  We  have  commiserated  his  hard 
fate  in  being  denied  the  delight  of  hearing  earthly  Bounds,  forgetting 
the  higher  harmony  which  mingles  with  all  his  being.  We  have 
wished  for  him  the  power  of  expression,  that  he  might  hold  sweet 
converse  with  friends,  unmindful  of  those  holier  communings  with 
his  own  heart.  Can  we  believe  that  an  all-wise  Creator,  who  lias 
so  admirably  adapted  the  laws  of  our  being  to  the  external  circum- 
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be  the  willing  agent  of  any  villany.     And  sueh  in  fact  is  the  charac- 
ter of  many  of  these  men. 

On  the  day  following  we  overtook  our  emigrant  companions,  and 
thenceforward,  for  a  week  or  two,  we  Were  fellow-travellers.  OnB 
good  effect,  at  least,  resulted  from  the  alliance  5  it  materially  dimi- 
nished the  serious  fatigues  of  standing  guard;  for  the  party- being 
now  more  numerous,  there  were  longer  intervals  between  each 
man's  turns  of  duty. 


WRECK   OP   THE   SEGUNTUM!   -A   BALLAD. 


BT      JAMItB      KBNHARD,     JR. 


'  Tag  Spanish  ship  '  Seguntum'  was  wrecked  on  the  Isles  of  8hoals  is  the  winter  of  1813.  and  all 
hand*  on  board  perished. 

Fast  o'er  the  seas,  a  fav'ring  breeze. 

The  Spanish  ship  had  borne  ; 
The  sailors  thought  to  reach  their  port 

Ere  rose  another  morn. 

As  sunk  the  sun  the  bark  dashed  on, 

The  green  sea  cleaving  fast : 
Ah  !  little  knew  the  reckless  crew 

That  night  should  be  their  last ! 

They  little  thought  their  destined  port 

Should  be  the  foaming  surge ; 
That  long  ere  morn  again  should  dawn 

The  winds  should  wail  their  dirge ! 

As  twilight  fades,  and  evening  shades 
Are  deepening  into  night, 
.    The  sky  grows  black,  and  driving  rack 
Obscures  the  starry  light 

And  loudly  now  the  storm-winds  blow, 

And  through  the  rigging  fbar  ; 
They  find,  too  late  to  shim  their  fate, 

They  're  on  a  leeward  shore. 

'Mid  snow  and  hail  they  shorten  Bail ; 

The  bark  bows  'neath  the  blast ; 
And,  as  the  billows  rise  and  break,  , 

She 's  borne  to  leeward  fast 

The  straining  ship  drives  through  the 

Close  lying  to  the  wind ; 
The  spray,  on  all  where  it  doth  fall, 

Becomes  an  icy  rind 

It  strikes  upon  the  shrinking  face 

As  sharp  as  needles'  prick  ; 
And  ever  as  the  ship  doth  pitch, 

The  shower  comes  fast  and  thick. 
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That  it  was  I  drew  her 

Scouring  of  a  kettle, 
(Faith !  her  blushing  cheeks 

Kedden'don  the  metal !) 
Ah !  but  'tis  in  vain 

That  I  try  to  sketch  it ; 
The  pot  perhaps  is  like, 

But  Peggy's  face  is  wretched, 
No:  the  best  of  lead, 


And  of  Indian  rubber, 
Never  could  depict 
That  sweet  kettle-scrubber. 

8ee  her  as  *he  moves  I 

Scarce  the  ground  she  touches, 
Airy  as  a  fay, 

Graceful  as  a  duchess  ; 


Bare  her  rounded  arm, 

Bare  her  little  leg  is, 
Vestris  never  showed 

Ankles  like  to  Pkoot'8; 
Braided  is  her  hair, 

80ft  ber  look  and  modest, 
Slim  her  little  waist 

Comfortably  bod  diced. 


It  should  perhaps  he  explained,  that  there  is  an  illustration  in-  the  book  (and  a 
great  many  other  good  ones  besides,  from  the  hand  of  the  author,)  of  the  fair  '  Peg 
of  Limavaddy.'     Mr.  Titm arsh  draws  equally  well  with  pencil  and  pen. 


Shakspeave's  Plats  :  with  his  Life.  Illustrated  w  ith  many  hundred  Wood-cuts ;  executed  by 
H.  W.  Hewet,  after  designs  by  Kennt,  Meadows,  Harvey,  and  others.  Edited  by  Gulian  C. 
Vxari.ANCK,  LL.  D.  With  critical  Introductions,  Notes,  etc,  Original  and  Selected.  In  three 
volumes.   New- York :  Harper  and  Brothers. 

We  promised  in  our  last  number  to  present  a  more  elaborate  notice  of  this  truly 
noble  work  than  we  were  then  enabled  to  do,  and  we  now  proceed  to  the  fulfilment 
of  our  pledge.  The  last  number  of  the  London  Quarterly  Review  observes :  *  After 
all  the  assistance  that  Shakbpeark  had  derived  from  his  commentators,  it  was  yet 
undeniable  that  much  remained  to  be  done  and  to  be  undone.  An  edition  was  wanted 
which,  preserving  what  was  good  in  the  old  editors,  and  rejecting  what  was  worth- 
less, should  reflect  the  knowledge  and  feeling  of  the  present  day.  Mr.  Knioht  and 
Mr.  Collier  have  contended  for  the  honor  of  supplying  the  deficiency,  and  have 
still,  it  must  be  confessed,  left  the  field  open  for  a  third  competitor.  The  labors  of 
both  these  gentlemen  are  useful  and  commendable ;  but  it  is  not  likely  nor  desirable 
that  either  one  editor  or  the  other  should  long  remain  a  standard  editor  of  Shaks- 
peare.'  It  may  be  justly  claimed  for  the  studiously  collated  and  admirably  prepared 
edition  before  us,  that  it  satisfactorily  supplies  the  desideratum  hinted  at  by  the  Quar- 
terly Review.  The  first  and  greatest  labor  of  the  Shaksperian  editor,  as  Mr.  Ver- 
planck  well  observes,  arises  from  the  various  readings  of  the  poet's  text,  and  the 
alterations,  conjectures  and  controversies  of  critics  concerning  them ;  differences 
which  spring  from  a  variety  of  editions,  obvious  errors  of  the  press,  the  tastes  of  dif- 
ferent editors,  or  rather  of  the  age  in  which  they  lived,  etc.  The  text  of  the  present 
edition,  carefully  and  accurately  printed,  is  copied  from  the  late  edition  of  Collier, 
minutely  perused,  and  given  with  only  such  variations  as  a  full  examination  of  the 
evidence  as  to  the  right  reading  suggested.  In  choosing  among  the  varying  readings, 
the  editor  has  departed  as  little  as  possible  from  the  older  text ;  so  that  many  of  the 
alterations  Introduced  by  Stevens  and  Ma  lone  have  been  rejected,  with  as  little  hesf- 
tation  as  many  of  them  had  been  previously  omitted  by  Knight  and  Collier.  The 
alterations,  however,  which  were  unquestionably  made  by  Shakspeare  himself,  in 
the  revision  and  enlargement  of  several  of  his  plays,  have  been  carefully  retained. 
These,  when  matters  of  interest  or  curiosity,  are  detailed  in  notes,  with  a  brief  sum- 
mary of  the  reasons  adduced  in  support  of  them. 

The  notes  of  exposition  and  interpretation  in  the  edition  under  notice  give  the  sub- 
•tance  of  all  the  annotations,  valuable  either  for  the  elucidation  of  obscurely-ex- 
pressed thoughts,  of  obsolete  words  and  phrases,  or  of  antiquated  allusions.  The 
editor  has  incorporated  with  the  mere  verbal  and  antiquarian  commentary  the  sub- 
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The  plan  of  the  English  pastoral  was  always  much  the  same,  and 
the  theme  invariably  love.  Shepherds  lying  by  the  sides  of  rivers, 
playing  on  oaten  pipes,  or  singing  in  courtly  strains,  the  praises  of 
their  mistresses,  lamenting  or  rejoicing,  according  as  hope  or  de- 
spair prevailed ;  beautiful  nymphs,  bathing  in  limpid  waters,  or 
reclining  under  verdant  trees ;  crooks  garlanded  with  flowers, 
streams  standing  still  to  sympathize  with  human,  sorrow,  skies  ever 
pure  and  radiant,  smiling  with  perpetual  summer ;  these  were  the  • 
themes,  forced  and  unnatural,  cold  and  heartless,  which. for  so  long 
a  time  occupied  the  places  which  true  feeling,  genuine  passion,  and 
lofty  sentiment  ought  to  have  held. 

Gay  alone,  of  all  the  poets  of  that  period,  seems  to  have  had  a 
proper  idea  of  what  an  English  pastoral  ought  to  be.  His  charac- 
ters are  real  rustics  ;  and  his  '  Shepherd's  Week,'  though  originally 
written  to  ridicule  the  pastorals  of  a  contemporary,  is  still  prized 
for  its  correct  though  somewhat  coarse  pictures  of  low  country  life. 
He  tells  us  himself,  in  his  address  to  the  reader}  that  we  *  will  not 
find  his  shepherdesses  idly  piping  on  oaten  reeds,  but  milking  the 
kine  ;  or,  if  the  hogs  are  astray,  driving  them  to  their  styes.  My 
shepherd/  he  continues,  *  gathereth  no  nosegays  but  what  are  the 
growth  of  our  own  fields;  he  sleepeth  not  under  myrtle  shades,  but 
under  a  hedge  ;  nor  doth  he  vigilantly  defend  his  flock  from  wolves, 
because  there  are  none."  His  picture  of  the  country-ballad  singer 
is,  we  think,  excellent.  Bowzybeus,  a  tipsy  ballad-singer,  who,  we 
are  told, 

'could  sweetly  sing, 

Or  with  the  rosined  bow  torment  the  string,' 

is  found  asleep  by  a  troop  of  country  lads  and  lasses,  laughing  and 
romping,  as  lads  and  lasses  wont  to  do.  With  mueh  noise  and  mer- 
riment they  call  on  him  to  awake  and  give  them  a  song.  One  fro- 
licsome damsel  steps  forward,  and 

kisses  with  Mucking  lips  the  snoring  lout ; 

another  tickles  his  nose  with  a  straw  ;  and  after  a  while,  he  awakes, 
and  sings  them  a  succession  of  songs,  well  calculated  to  please  such 
tastes  as  theirs.     The  conclusion  of  this  scene  is  admirably  hit  off. 

♦His  carols  ceased;  the  listening  maids  and  swains 
Seem  still  to  hear  some  imperfect  strains. 
Sudden  he  rose,  and  as  he  reels  along* 
Swears  kisses  sweet  should  well  reward  his  song. 

J  he  damsels  laughing  fly :  the  giddy  clown 
gain  upon  a  wheat-sheaf  sinks  adown ; 
The  power  that  guards  the  drunk  his  sleep  attends, 
Till  ruddy, like  bm  face,  the  sun  descends.' 

Very  different  from  this,  however,  were  the  Pastorals  of  Gray's 
contemporaries. 

Pope  wrote  four,  descriptive  of  the  four  seasons.  And  certainly, 
when  we  consider  them  as  the  work  of  a  boy  of  sixteen,  we  are 
bound  to  admire  them  ;  but  we  cannot  help  exclaiming :  '  Pity  he 
did  not  choose  a  better  theme.' ,  In  the  first  Fast  oral,  two  shepherds, 
Daphnis  and  Strephon,  after  leading  out  their  flocks  on  Windsor's 
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blissful  plain/  sit  down  to  compete  with  each  other  who  shall  sing 
the  best  song  in  praise  of  his  mistress,  the  one  staking  a  lamb,  the 
other  a  bowl  of  delicate  workmanship  ;  and  Damon,  another  shep- 
herd, is  appointed  umpire.     Strephon  then  commences  thus  : 

•Inspire  me,  Phcebus  I  in  my  Dblia's  praise, 
With  Waller's  strains,  or  Granville's  moving  lays ! 
A  milkrwhiU  bull  shall  at  your  altars  stand, 
Which  threats  a  fight,  and  spurns  the  rising  sand.' 

Tbe  idea  of  an  English  peasant  offering  a  sacrifice  to  Apollo,  is 
too  ludicrous.  Daphnis  answers  in  the  same  strain,  and  the  contest 
continues  for  some  time ;  till  at  last  Damon  exclaims  : 

'Cease  to  contend;  for, Daphnis,  I  deeree 
The  bowl  to  Strephon,  and  the  lamb  to  thee. 
Blest  swains,  whose  nymphs  in  every  grace  excel ! 
Blest  nymphs,  whose  swains  those  graces  sing  so  well!' 

In  Pastoral  II.,  Alexis,  '  a  shepherd  boy,'  is  heard  lamenting  the 
pangs  of  hopeless  love.  From  the  similarity  of  the  name,  as  well 
as  from  the  first  line  of  the  poem,  we  suspect  the  boy-poet  himself 
is  here  shadowed  forth.     It  begins  thus : 

4  A  shepherd's  boy,  he  seeks  no  better  name, 
Led  forth  his  flocks  along  tbe  silver  Thame, 
Where  dancing  sunbeams  on  the  waters  played 
And  verdant  alders  formed  a  quivering  shade. 
Soft  as  he  mourned  the  streams  forgot  to  flow ' 

There!  that's  enough!  that's  quite  sufficient!  'Soft  as  he 
mourned,  the  streams  forgot  to  flow  !' 

Lord  Lyttleton,  the  courtly  and  accomplished  Lord  Lyttleton, 
wrote  a  Pastoral  Poem,  in  four  Eclogues,  entitled  *  The  Progress 
of  Love.'  It  is  (it  must  be  owned)  a  fine  poem,  and  contains  some 
beautiful  descriptions  ;•  but  it  differs  nothing  in  character  from  those 
already  described,  and  is  disfigured  by  similar  incongruities.  The 
hero  thus  describes  his  first  meeting  with  the  object  of  his  affection  : 

*  Where  yonder,  lines  conspire  to  form  a  shade, 
These  eyes  first  gazed  upon  the  charming  maid ; 
There  she  appeared,  on  that  auspicious  day, 
When  swains  their  sportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay.' 

This  would  lead  us  to  think  that  the  scene  lay  in  Thessaly  or  Ar- 
cadia, in  ancient  times  ;  but  on  the  next  page  Damon  makes  her  a 
present  of  a  Canary-bird,  and  the  illusion  is  at  once  dispelled. 

Shenstone  was  an  English  country  gentleman,  and  as  such,  en- 
joyed opportunities  of  observing  rural  life  which  were  denied  to 

*  For  instance : 
4  On  a  romantic  mountain's  airy  head 
(While  browsing  goats  at  ease  around  him  fed.) 
Anxious  he  lay;  .... 

The  vale  beneath  a  pleasing  prospect  yields 
Of  verdant  meads  and  cultivated  fields  ; 
Through  these  a  river  rolls  its  winding  flood, 
Adorned  with  various  tufts  of  rising  wood; 
Here  half  concealed  in  trees  a  cottage  stands, 
A  castle  there  the  opening  plain  commands, 
Beyond,  a  town  of  glittering  apires  is  crowned 
And  distant  hills  tbe  wide  horizon  bound.' 
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the  poets  of  the  court  and  the  city.  Yet  he  does  not  seem  to  have 
improved  them ;  for  his  Pastoral  Poetry  differs  from  that  of  the 
rest,  only  in  its  being  chiefly  written  in  the  elegiac  strain,  and  in  his 
being  himself  4  the  hero  of  his  story/  his  Delias,  Celias,  etc,  etc., 
being  his  own  mistresses,  real  or  imagined. 

It  is  marked  by  the  same  affected  sensibility,  the  same  artificial 
view  of  nature,  the  same  vapid  and  uninteresting  tameness.  With 
all  this,  however,  Shenstone  is  a  delightful  poet,  and  never  failed  to 
please  when  he  chose  to  array  his  thoughts  in  the .  chaste  language 
of  genuine  feeling,  as  in  his  '  Village  School-mistress,'  and  his  ex- 
quisite *  Ode  on  Rural  Elegance.'  Nothing  can  exceed  the  grace- 
ful beauty  and  unaffected  elegance  of  the  latter,  from  which,  though 
foreign  to  our  subject,  we  are  tempted  to  make  a  short  extract : 

•  Sb abch  but  the  garden,  or  the  wood, 

Let  yon  admired  carnation  own 
Not  all  wu  made  for  raimefit,  or  for  food, 

Not  all  for  needful  nee  alone ; 
There,  while  the  seeda  of  future  blossoms  dwell,  ' 

T  i*  colored  for  the  sight,  perfumed  to  please  the  smell. 

*  Why  know*  the  nightingale  to  sing  f 

Why  flow*  the  pine's  neetareoua  juice  1 
Why  shines  with  paint  the  linnet's  wing  f 

For  sustenance  alone  ?  for  use  ? 
For  preservation  f    Every  sphere 

Shall  make  fair  pleasure's  rightful  claim  appear. 
■  And  sure  there  seem,  of  human-kind. 

Some  born  to  shun  the  solemn  strife ; 
Some  for  amusive  tasks  designed, 

To  soothe  the  certain  ills  of  life ; 
Grace  its  lone  Tales  with  many  a  budding  rote. 

New  founts  of  bliss  disclose, 
Call  forth  refreshing  shades,  and  decorate  repose.* 

Is  not  that  beautiful,  and  just,  and  true  1  %  Instances  might  be 
multiplied  to  show  the  absurdity  of  the  pastoral  style,  but 

*  What  should  you  need  of  more  1 
Yea,  or  so  many  %    What  need  one?' 

But  there  was  another  species  of  pastoral  poetry,  which  we  mast 
by  no  means  pass  over — namely,  pastoral  songs;  the  composition, 
not  of  real  poets,  but  of  that  crowd  of  poetasters  who  always  fol- 
low in  their  wake,  and  imitate  their  style,  whatever  it  may  be.  O ! 
the  surpassing  insipidity,  the  inexpressible  inanity  of  those  songs, 
which  the  fair  ladies  of  the  times  of  George  the  First  and  his  suc- 
cessor were  wont  to  trill  forth,  to  the  accompaniment  of  the  jingling 
spinet  or  twanging  arch-lute.     Here  is  a  fair  specimen  : 

*  Sat,  have  you  seen  my  Ajubbx, 

The  Caledonian-  maid  f 
Or  heard  the  youths  of  Scotia  tell 

Where  Ababxl  is  strayed  1 
The  damsel  is  of  angel  mien, 

With  sad  and  downcast  eyes; 
The  shepherds  call  her  Sorrow's  Oaten, 

So  pensively  the  sighs.' 

Another  of  these  dulcet  ditties  treats  of  a  shepherd  who  retired 
to  a  lone  vale,  and  there  *  sung  his  loves,  evening  and  morn :' 

1  Hx  sung  with  so  sweet  and  enchanting  a  sound, 
That  syrvans  tad  sUrtoe  unseen  dtfaeed  around.' 


1817.]  The   Beautiful.  73 

We  could  instance  others,  but  by  this  time  the  reader  is  tired,  and 
so  are  we. 

The  sickly  glare  which  had  so  long  lighted  the  literary  world 
began  at  length  to  fade  away,  and  the  bright  beams  of  truth  and 
nature  once  more  broke  forth  with  glorious  effulgence ;  and  that 
period  commenced,  which,  for  want  of  a  better  name,  we  have 
styled  the  Natural ;  at  the  head  of  which  stands  Cowper,  the  sweet 
poet  of  feeling  and  religious  truth,  and  Burns,  the  bard  of  Nature's 
own  creation.  The  advent  of  this  era,  (which,  with  a  few  intermis- 
sions, has  continued  to  our  own  day,)  was  like  the  resumption  by 
the  human  frame  of  its  natural  and  healthful  action,  after  a  lone 
course  of  powerful  and  enervating  stimulants,  to  which  the  vitiated 
taste  and  artificial  literature  of  the  former  ages  might  not  unaptly 
be  compared. 

Of  the  pastoral  poetry  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans  we  will  not 
presume  to  speak;  with  the  pastoral  poetry  of  Italy  and  Germany 
we  are  not  acquainted ;  but  from  the  English  pastoral  poetry  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  O,  Apollo  i  O,  Minerva  1  O,  all  ye  patrons 
of  good  taste  and  common  sense,  protect  us  !  i0TA. 
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We  fondly  love  the  Beautiful, 

All  joyous  things  and  fair, 
By  instinct,  as  the  wild-bee  loves 

The  fragrant  Summer  air ! 
We  dearly  love  the  Beautiful, 

Where'er  her  form  is  seen, 
Upon  the  painted  sunset  skies, 

Or  in  the  wild-wood  green. 


We  love  —  we  fondly,  dearly  love, 

The  Beautiful  and  Bright, 
And  turn  toward  it,  as  the  flower 

Turns  toward  the  source  of  light ; 
Whether  on  maiden's  cheek  it  glows, 

Or  sits  by  murmuring  rill, 
Or  blushes  on  the  opening  rose, 

We  dearly  love  it  still: 


Is  there  a  heart  that  never  lov'd 

The  Beautiful  and  Bright? 
That  never  thrilled  when  from  above 

The  glittering  lamps  of  night 
Were  looking  down,  like  angel  eyes, 

Upon  this  world  of  care  ? 
That  heart  to  Heaven  ne'er  will  rise  £ 

There  is  no  traffic  there! 


vol.  xxx.  10 
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When  glares  the  hot  ran  on  the  Nile's  parched  shore, 

And  the  crisped  palm-tree  scatters  its  cool  shade  no  more, ' 

Like  an  afmy  assembling  we  hurry  us  forth, 

Seeking  out  our  sweet  home-land,  the  North,  the  bright  Notch  ! 


Then  afar  down  beneath  us  lies  stretched  like  a  grave 
The  green  smiling  earth  and  the  blue  crested  ware, 
Where  the  storms  of  each  day  their  wild  pastime  renew, 
As  we  glide  swift  above  them  through  Heaven's  clear  blue. 


There  lies  a  bright  mead  near  a  high  mountain's  crest, 
Where  we  halt  our  tired  legion,  and  build  the  soft  nest ; 
Where  we  watch  the  dear  young  from  white  egg  bursting  forth, 
'Neath  the  mid-summer's  sun,  that  ne'er  sets  in  the  North. 


Through  the  vales  there  comes  peering  no  rude  hunter's  glance, 
Where  the  golden- winged  Elves  meet  each  Eve  in  the  dance ; 
Where  the  green-mantled  wood-nymph  walks  out  in  the  light, 
And  the  mountain  Troll  hammers  his  gold  through  the  night* 


But  when  on  the  hill-top  stands  Vindsvale'e  son,t 
And  shakes  from  bis  cold  wing  the  light  snow-flake  down, 
When  the  frost-berry,  ripened,  drops  red  to  the  mouth, 
And  the  timid  hare  whitens,}  then  seek  we  the  South  ! 


There  find  we  the  green  fields,  the  sun-lighted  path, 
And  the  shade  that  the  palm-tree  in  mid-winter  hath ; 
There  rest  we  awhile,  with  each  weary  wing  furled, 
As  we  sigh  and  long  after  our  dear  Northern  world 

*  Alluding  to  anoient  Scandinavian  traditions, 
t  The  Storm  or  Winter- bird. 

X  Throughout  Sweden  this  animal  begins  to  change  its  color  late  in  the  Fall,  and  becomes  perfectly 
white  during  Winter. 
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his  reprimand  of  the  young  officer,  (whose  only  fault  appears  to  have  been  a  little 
too  much  zeal,)  and  yet  have  preserved  all  the  necessary  influence  of  proper  disci- 
pline. We  quite  concur  with  our  friend  and  veteran  contemporary,  the  editor  of  the 
Philadelphia  •  United  States  Gazette?  in  this  remark  of  that  calmly-judging  jour- 
nal :  '  Inferior  officers  must  obey,  of  course  ;  but  if  an  inferior  officer  was  sent  with 
a  small  vessel  to  blockade  a  port,  and  hold  it  in  position  to  be  taken  by  a  superior, 
and  it  should  appear  that  the  place  was  ready  to  give  up  ;  that  every  day  was  dimi- 
nishing its  value  as  a  prize,  and  that  the  delay  was  only  necessary  to  fulfil  the  letter  of 
an  order,  when  the  spirit  of  all  orders  was  to  conquer  aud  take  possession  ;  and  what 
is  more,  that  the  said  letter  only  required  obedience,  in  order  that  another  and  supe- 
rior commander  might  come  and  have  the  honor  of  taking  possession,  the  glory  of 
conquest ;  then,  we  say,  the  spirit  of  all  instructions  was  complied  with  by  the  very 
act  of  going  beyond  the  letter.  Nelson  thought  so ;  Taylor  thought  so  ;  though 
neither  of  them  might  have  suspected  that  the  delay  proposed  was  for  any  thing  but 
prudence,  not  for  the  purpose  of  transferring  laurels.'  We  would  do  Commodore 
Perry  no  injustice  ;  he  is  war/nly  commended  elsewhere  in  the  present  number,  for 
his  gallant  bearing  at  Vera-Cruz ;  yet  we  are  reluctantly  compolled  to  admit  that 
his  letter  of  reprimand  to  Lieut  Hunter  conveys  an  impression  unfavorable  to  his 
disinterestedness  and  impartiality  in  a  matter  of  great  moment  to  a  young  officer, 
who,  although  deemed  guilty  of  an  act  of  unnecessary  temerity,  is  yet  acquitted  by 
nine  persons  in  ten  with  whom  we  have  exchanged  thoughts  upon  the  subject — in- 
cluding many  officers  in  the  naval  service  —  of  any  intentional  wrong  to  his  supe- 
rior. We  are  losing  sight,  however,  of  the  object  of' these  remarks,  which  was  to 
introduce  the  subjoined  account  of  a  case,  recently  come  to  our  knowledge,  wherein 
it  was  found  necessary  to  disobey  orders,  that  a  desirable  result  might  be  effected. 
The  following  narrative  of  the  occurrences  in  question  comes  to  us  from  one  of  the 
crew  of  the  brig  '  Enterprize,'  to  which  it  refers : 

4  Whxn  Cuba  was  infested  with  pirates,  and  every  port  of  that  extensive  island  was  receiving  their 
prizes,  the  government  vent  that  active  and  intelligent  officer,  Commodore  Kearny,  then  a  lieute- 
nant in  command  of  that  favorite  little  vessel,  the  brig  '  Enterprize,'  to  cruise  around  it,  and  if  pos- 
sible to  suppress  in  some  degree  their  depredations.  The  Commodore  bad  learned  from  good  au- 
thority that  Cape  Antonio,  the  west  end  of  the  island,  was  the  principal  place  of  rendezvous,  and 
he  made  hit  calculations  so  as  to  be  up  with  it  at  early  day-light,  wffich  he  succeeded  in  doing.  As 
the*  day  opened  upon  him,  he  discovered  a  large  brig  ashore  within  tho  reef  that  lines  that  Cape,  her 
sails  flying  in  every  direction,  aud  one  ship  and  a  brig  under  weigh,  just  entering  on  the  rwf. 
Alongside  of  the  brig  on  shore  were  four  schooners  and  a  small  sloop,  which,  immediately  after  dis- 
covering the  'Enterprise'  to  bo  an  armed  vessel,  made  sail  to  the  north'ard,  with  the  hope  of  escaping 
by  running  around  the  north  point  of  the  Cape  and  beating  up  between  the  reef  and  the  island,  until 
far  enough  to  the  east  to  take  the  open  sea ;  being  aware  that  it  was  impossible  for  a  vessel  of  tho 
draft  of  the  'Enterprize*  to  pursue  them  across  the  reef;  while  the  distance  to  beat  around,  with  a 
southerly  current  opposed  to  her,  would  give  them  ample  time  to  escape.  The  ship  and  brig  were 
anchored  immediately,  and  the  piratical  crews  taken  on  board  the  vessels,  which  hugged  the  shore 
as  near  as  possible.  Every  thing  convinced  the  commander  of  the '  Enterprize*  that  these  were  pirati- 
cal vessels :  both  the  bow-chasers  were  brought  on  the  starboard  side,  the  brig,  was  kept  near  the 
reef,  and  a  brisk  fire  opened  upon  them ;  but  finding  the  shot  to  fall  short,  the  order  was  given  to 
clear  away,  and  prepare  to  hoist  out  the  boats.  At  this  moment  a  boat  was  seen  approaching  the' 
1  Enterprize'  from  the  brig  on  shore.  The  '  Enterprize*  was  hove  to,  and  it  was  ascertained,  on  the 
boats  reaching  her,  that  the  vessels  in  sight  were  all  pirates,  as  had*  been  anticipated.  At  this  moment 
a  large  two-topsail  schooner,  having  all  tho  appearance  of  being  armed,  was  discovered  standing  in 
for  the  Cape.  The  first  cutter  of  the  '  Enterprize*  was  now  hoisted  out,  and  the  gig  lowered  from  the 
stern,  and  crews  selected  for  them ;  at  the  same  time  the  brig  and  ship  that  bad  been  brought  to  an- 
chor were  requested  to  send  airy  boats  they  could  spare  to  toe  Enterprise.    Their  yawl-boats  were 


84  Editor's   Table.  [July, 

received;  aud  when  the  five  were  all  manned.  Commodore  Kkasnt  desired  hi»  second  lieutenant, 
now  Commander  McIntosh,  to  take  charge  of  them  and  proceed  in  chase  of  the  piratical  vessels ; 
his  intention  being  to  find  out  in  the  brig  the  character  of  the  schooner.  On  the  north  point  of  the 
Cape,  under  which  the  piratical  vessels  were  striving  to. cover  themselves,  there  was  a  pole  erected1 
on  an  eminence  having  all  the  appearance  of  a  fortification.  Before  Lieutenant  McIntosh  left  the 
brig,  his  commander  directed  him,  in  the  presence  of  the  officers  and  crew,  on  no  consideration  to 
separate  his  little  foree,  saying :  '  You  do  not  know  with  whit  you  may  have  to  contend :  there  are 
fivo  piratical  vessols  in  sight,  and  every  appearuuee  of  a  fort  on  the  shore,  and  I  cannot  spare  700 
any  additional  force.' 

'It  was  soou  seen,  after  leaving  the  brig,  that  the  heavy-pulling  boats  from  the  merchant  vessels 
were  unable  to  keep  up  with  the  two  boats  belongiag  to  the  *  Enterprise ;'  and  to  wait  to  keep  in 
company,  would  be  to  defeat  the  object  of  the  chase,  by  allowing  the  piratical  vessels  to  escape.  As 
soon  as  out  of  hutl,  Lieutenant  McIntosh  ordered  up  Midshipman  Pratt,  who  commanded  the  gig 
alongside  of  his  cutter,  and  observed  to  him  :  •  If  we  wait  for  those  slow-pulling  boats  we  shall 
accomplihh  nothing.  I  am  convinced  we  can  overhaul  and  capture  every  vessel  in  our  two  boats.  I 
wish  you  to  follow,  and  keep  within  speaking  distance  of  mc.'  The  crew  of  the  two  boats,  hearing 
this  order,  gave  three  hearty  cheers ;  and  pulling  with  additional  vigor,  more  rapidly  widened  the 
distance  between  the  boats.  The  piratical  vessels,  finding  the  two  boats  neariny  them  very  fact, 
hove  to,  doubtless  to  intiinidute  their  pursuers.  It  had  a  different  effect,  however,  for  the  i 
ensign  being  displayed  nt  this  moment  from  the  boat*,  again  three  hearty  cheers  were  given,  an 
they  dashed,  side  by  side.  Once  more  the  piratical  vessels  crowded  all  sail,  and  also  got  oat  t 
sweeps  ;  but  fiuding  that  they  must  be  overtaken,  (for  the  boats  were  gaining  fat)  they  c 
running  their  vessels  on  shore.  The  fin»t,  a  fine  schooner  of  about  sixty  tons,  was  beached  jast 
within  the  point  of  the  Cape;  and  while  ber  crew  were  jumping  ashore  from  her  bowsprit,  smoke 
was  seeu  arising  from  her  hatches.  It  was  evident  that  she  was  set  on  fire.  Midshipman  Pratt,  a 
gallant  officer,  who  has  since  fallen  a  victim  to  the  yellow  fever,  now  volunteered  to  board  her,  and 
put  out  the  fire ;  but  he  could  not  be  spared.  There  were  still  four  other,  vessels  in  sight,  esse  «f 
which,  a  schooner  of  seventy-five  or  eighty  tons,  commanded  by  the  chief  of  the  gang,  and  known 
to  have  a  gun  amidships,  appeared  to  be  making  preparations  to  defend  herself.  On  seeing  no 
attention  paid,  however,  to  the  one  already  ashore,  but  a  determination  to  pursue  the  others,  they 
all  took  advantage  of  a  heavy  squall  of  wind  and  rain,  (which  for  some  minutes  entirely  shut  them  in 
from  view,)  and  run  ashore ;  the  crews  all  taking  to  the  thick  mangroves  which  skirt  the  shores  of 
this  Cape ;  and,  by  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the  ground,  escaping  into  the  higher  lands.    ' 

4  So  soon  as  the  squall  passed  over,  the  four  vessels  were  boarded,  hauled  afloat,  and  got  nnder 
weigh ;  and  while  standing  down  to  the  first  that  had  heed  run  ashore  and  fired,  she  blew  ap  with 
a  tremendous  explosion,  sending  her  masts,  and  fragments  of  her  deck,  high  in  the  air.  On  nearfng 
her,  it  was  perceived  that  she  had  burnt  to  the  water's  edge,  her  timbers  appearing  just  above  it. 
The  vessels  were  anchored ;  and  on  examination  they  were  found  to  contain  more  or  less  cargo  of 
value.  A  lare  quantity  of  wet^oods  were  also  taken  from  the  burnt  wreck.  The  shore  was  seoored 
in  search  of  the  crew,  bat  it  was  evident  they  had  run  far  into  the  interior ;  and  the  day  now  drawing 
to  a  close,  after  setting  fire  to  some  houses  on  shore,  whieh  had  been  occupied  by  thebuccaniers,  Lira. 
tenant  McIntosh,  having  been  previously  joined  by  the  other  three  boats,  got  the  vessels  ander 
weigh,  and  taking  the  boats  in  tow,  returned  to  the  brig,  which  was  lying  to,  outside  the  reef.  It  was 
near  night ;  an  officer  was  sent  on  board  to  relieve  him ;  and  when  he  passed  over  that  gangway 
which  he  had  left  in  the  morning,  he  was  received  by  his  commander,  who  expressed  iiistifli  alien 
at  his  success,  but  observed : 

« *  Yon  disobeyed  my  poritioe  order •,  Sir,  m  separating  your  force,  and  have  subjected  yourself  to 
arrest    Walk  into  the  cabin,  Sir.' 

'On  reaching  the  cabin,  Lieutenant  McIntosh  saw  that  his  commander  had  not  yet  dined ;  and  he 
found  there  the  master  of  the  'Anstides,'  of  Boston,  the  brig  on  shore,  and  the  master  of  the  abfp 
•  Lucius,'  ef  Charleston ;  the  other  brig  proving  to  be  an  English  vessel,  had'been  permitted  to  goon 
her  voyage,  having  but  little  cargo.  Captain  Kejuutt,  on  entering  the  cabin,  observed  to  hie  lieu- 
tenant: 

1  *  I  have  been  awaiting  dinner  for  you ;  although  until  f  saw  you  standing  out  from  ander  the  poAkt, 
I  did  not  know  but  you  had  all  been  blown  up ;  1  heard  an  explosion  distinctly.' 

'  Seated  at  dinner,  and  hearing  all  the  particulars  from  Lieutenant  McIntosh,  the  gallant  and 
high-souled  KiAJunr  asked  the  pleasure  of  a  glass  of  wine  with  him,  saying : 

"  It  is  assuming  a  wry  dangerous  responsibility  for  an  officer  to  disobey  orders ;  yet  there  are  times 
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whan  I  cannot  but  admit  that  it  may  be  necessary.  I  think  this  one  of  those  occasions ;  anil  while  I 
drink  your  health,  permit  me  to  thank  >  ou  for  your  indefatigable  exertions  this  day.  The  capture  of 
the  four  piratical  vessels  you  have  brought  to  me.  and  the  burning  of  another,  with  their  principal 
establishment  on  shore,  will  render  our  commerce  comparatively  safe  in  this  neighborhood  for  some 
time ;  and  you,  Sir,  have  rendered  an  important  service  to  the  commercial  interests  of  your  country, 
by  the  responsibility  you  have  to-day  assumed.' 

'  Having  given  the  order  oh  deck  not  to  separate  the  boats,  he  felt  it  necessary,  on  that  deck,  to 
show  to  his  officers  and  men  that  he  had  notoverlooked  it;  aud  these  were  his  reasons  for  adilret-siiig 
Lieutenant  McIntovh  in  the  manner  he  did,  when  he  reached  the  deck.  That  duly  accouipliohed, 
he  was  not  desirous  farther  to  punish  honest  and  honorable  exertion*' 


A  Reminiscence  op  the  London  '  O.  P.*  Riots.  —  An  obliging  correspondent, 
who  although  he  is  '  getting  a  little  old  now,  has  '  seen  the  time  when  he  was  as 
good  as  ever  he  was/  writes  us  as  follows  concerning  his  '  experience*  of  the  *  Lon- 
don '  O.  P.'  Riot 8 y  recently  described  in  the  Knickerbocker  :  '  The  article  in  your 
May  number  on  the  (  O.  P.*  riots,  interested  me  exceedingly.  At  the  time  of  those 
riots  I  was  living  in  London  ;  and  I  assure  you,  that  an  expected  invasion  by  Napo- 
leon could  scarcely  have  created  greater  excitement  The  newspapers  were  daily 
filled  with  articles  commenting  on  these  proceedings ;  conversation  turned  on  little 
else  ;  and  on  'change  or  in  the  street,  the  porter-house  or  the  parlor,  these  matters 
were  minutely  discussed.  The  spirit  of  resistance,  some  might  call  it  obstinacy,  of  the 
English  people,  was  evinced  in  a  remarkable  degree,  and  an  opposition  to  an  unpala- 
table measure  on  the  part  of  the  government,  could  not  have  been  more  violent  Had 
it  been  a  matter  of  importance  to  the  whole  public ;  had  the  action  of  the  managers 
been  an  infringement  of  a  political  right,  we  might  easily  explain  it  by  reference  to 
feelings  inherent  in  the  breast  of  every  man.  But  in  the  city  of  London  were  there 
thousands  who  rarely  entered  the  theatre  ;  thousands  to  whom  the  advance  in  the  price 
of  admission  was  of  no  consequence ;  and  yet  all  these  persons  were  moved  in  the 
same  manner,  and  aided  by  their  countenance  those  who  were  active  in  resistance. 
It  was  my  good  or  ill  fortune  to  be  present  at  the  theatre  on  several  evenings  during  the 
riots,  and  the  scenes  which  I  witnessed  were  far  more  exciting,  and  certainly  more 
interesting,  than  any  which  I  had  ever  before  seen  within  the  walls  of  a  theatre.  The 
din  and  uproar  was  at  times  deafening ;  the  pit  was  constantly  standing  up.  At  in- 
tervals there  would  be  a  momentary  silence,  for  tbe  purpose  of  listening  to  some  *  O. 
P.*  orator.  Large  numbers  of  the  audience  wore  on  their  hats  the  letters  '  O.  P.,' 
printed  on  strips  of  white  muslin,  or  had  the  same  badge  about  their  persons.  Occa- 
sionally a  ring  would  be  formed  by  taking  hold  of  each  others  hands  and  fantastic 
movements  were  executed  around  the  pit,  which  were  known  as  the  ( O.  P.  dances.' 
Persons  from  tbe  galleries  and  boxes  indulged  in  vociferous  addresses ;  songs  were 
volunteered,  while  the  house  joined  in  the  chorus  ;  and  banners,  with  ominous  mot- 
toes, were  festooned  from  the  boxes.  Sometimes  disturbances  were  created  between 
the  police  and  some  of  the  audience ;  and  during  all  these  things  the  curtain  rose  and 
fell  J  the  actors  were  coming  on  the  stage  and  going  off;  the  scenes  were  shifted,  and 
the  performance  proceeded,  without  one  word  being  heard  by  the  audience.  It  is 
quite  a  remarkable  fact  that  no  injury  was  intentionally  done  to  property,  and  no  vio- 
lence to  the  actors ;  and  for  the  purpose  of  moderating  the  alarm  of  the  performers, 
whether  male  or  female,  upon  any  indications  of  fear  being  evinced^  the  pit  would  call 
on  them  by  name  and  givothree  cheeis,  with  great  unanimity.    The  appearance  of 
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Mr.  Clifford  one  evening,  after  he  hac\  commenced  his  suit  against  Mr.  Brandon, 
gave  still  greater  animation  to  the  scene  ;  and  he  was  hailed  with  an.  enthusiasm 
hardly  to  be  equalled  had  he  been  the  saviour  of  his  country.  The  following  are 
among  the  mottoes  which  were  exhibited  on  the  banners: 

1  John  Kkmblr  through  the  Jews  has  gained  applause, 
And  Infidels  insult  our  laws; 
But  we  wilt  follow  the  holy  band 
Anclshow  that  Christmas  shall  command.' 

•    '  No  Morning  Po&t, 

Nor  hireling  host 
Shall  ere  John  Bull  tiismuy  ; 

Hi*  cause  is  ju*t  — 

Succeed  he  niUbt; 
Old  prices,  or  no  pluy !' 

*  Bo  determined  and  you  will  be  victorious.' 

4  The  new  prices  shall  have  the  fate  of  CatalinJE." 

4  Persons  with  colds  are  requested  not  to  cough  or  sneeze  aloud ;  they  will  otherwise  be  taken  to 
Bow- street.' 

When  fatigued  with  dancing  and  cheering,  the  whole  audience  united  in  '  God 
save  the  Kino.'  Many  of  the  newspapers  published  witty  squibs.  I  remember  the 
following : 

*  A  nsw  tragedy  is  talked  of,  called  '  The  Manager  in  Distress*  It  is  said  to  be  founded  upon 
Mr.  K '8  application  to  a  certain  noble  ford  and  the  threat  of  prosecution  for  keeping  •  disor- 
derly house.' 

4  In  consequence  of  the  great  requisition  of  the  police  at  the  theatre,  robberies  are  reported  to  be 
very  frequent  on  the  roads  in  the  vicinage  of  the  metropolis.' 

'  In  consequence  of  the  general  lioargtMiestiin  towu.  occasioned  by  a  clamor  for  old  prices,  the  con- 
fectioners, it  is  said,  have  determined,  in  the  bale  of  their  pectoral  lozenges  to  follow  Mr.  Kcmbls's 
plan  by  charging  an  advance/ 

The  annexed  parody  on  «  The  Bay  of  Biscay,  O  !'  entitled  «  The  new-built  Play- 
house  O  /'  was  a  favorite  song  for  a  long  time  : 

4  Loud  roar'd  the  watchman's  rattle, 
Dust-bells  began  the  din, 
Announc'd  the  nour  of  battle  I 
'T  was  half-price  rushing  in ; 
W  hile  o'er  the  rascal  crew 
Vast  consternation  fltfw 
At  the  fight 
On  that  night 
In  the  new-built  play-house,  O!' 

4  The  cat-calls  next  shrill  sounding 

'Midst  'O.  P.'s  vocal  strain ; 
The  magic  dance  resounding, 
Near  rent  the  walls  hi  twain. 
Our  victors  strengthened  grew 
O'er  turned  the' Bow -street  crew, 
At  the  fight 
On  that  night, 
In  the  new-built  play-house,  O I 

4  Then  mustering  up  oar  forces, 

We  attack'd  the  thieves  again ; 
But  number'd  in  our  losses 
A  few  brave  '  O.  P.'  men  ; 
The  victory  was  ours, 
Brave  40.  P.' loudly  roars 
At  the  fight 
On  that  night, 
In  the  new-built  play-house,  O  !f 

1  There  wis  an  equally  clever  song,  called  '  The  O.  P.  Victory,'  which  was  eung  to 
the  tune  of  '  Old  Towler,'  and  was  very  popular.    There  waff  also  a  'New  Song  to 
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the  Tune  of  Old  Derry-DownJ  which  made  a  great  deal  of  full.     Some  of  the  verses 
ran  as  follows : 

•Of  fam'd  Cov ent-Garden  with  freedom  I  tin; 

Where  John  Bull  and  John  Kemble  have  enteied  the  ring? 

A  month  now  has  pa*s'd,  si  ill  the  buttle  doth  rage, 

John  Bull  in  the  pit  and  Don  John  on  the  stage. 
•  Derry-Down.'etc. 

•  A  trio  of  new  juttice-actors  appear, 
Riot-acts  in  their  hands  and  Jews  in  their  rear ; 
But,  Barney,  the  saddle  ia  on  the  wrong  horse, 
John  Bull  will  not  yield  to  dragooning  and  force. 

4  In  old  English  law  hi*  safety  and  trust  is; 
Hay  we  never  submit  to  new-fangled  justice  ; 
Let  Don  John  and  company  aria  their  partroles, 
t  But  we  'II  never  find  pigeous  for  their  pigeon-holes. 

'Then  success  to  John  Bull!  und  whatever  betide., 
May  his  i«ons.  when  imposed  on,  have  law  ou  their  hide} 
And  whenever  attacked  in  a  way  that  he  scorns, 
,         May  the  Bull  win  the  day,  though  robbed  of  his  horns!' 

(  All  this,  with  much  more  that  was  '  not  in  the  bills/  but  was  in  the  '  performances' 
of  the  day,  made  great  sport  and  excited  much  attention  at  the  time.  It  was  '  a  good 
while  ago  and  a  great  way  off, '  to  be  sure ;  but  perhaps  these  particulars  may  not  be 
altogether  without  iuterest,  even  now.'  3.  a. 


Gossip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  Sneeden  lives  directly  opposite 
Dobb,  his  Ferry,  on  the  Hudson  ;  and  there  his  progenitors  have  flourished  from  time 
immemorial ;  and  that  little  verdant  prelude  to  the  rocky  Palisades,  which  you  see 
opposite,  is  called  '  Sneeden'b  Landing1  even  unto  this  day.  When  the  modern 
Sneeden  sees  the  black  window-blind  turned  outward,  in  strong  relief  against  the 
white  front  of  the  only  inn  at  Dobb's,  he  answers  the  signal  by  raising  the  sail  on  his 
little  boat,  and  putting  over  after  the  stray  passengers  who  may  have  outstayed  the 
half  a  dozen  steamers  that  have  touched  there  in  the  course  of  the  morning, 
and  lands  them  on  the  other  side,  in  time  for  the  downward  boats  whose  '  places  of 
call'  are  only  on  the  right  bank  of  the  river.  Now  so  it  was,  that,  addressing  ourselves 
to  what  was  to  be  (to  us)  distant  journeying,  we  had  tarried  beyond  our  time  in  pack- 
ing trunks,  and  were  compelled  to  '  signalize'  Sneeden.  Forthwith  shot  out  from  the 
green  bank  or  the  opposite  shore  a  little  white  sail ;  and  in  twelve1  minutes,  its  prow 
'  ploughed  the  eastern  strand.'  Sneeden  bore  us  back,  drenched  with  foam  from 
the  breezy  Hudson  ;  and  deposited  us  upon  a  market-scow  near  the  landing,  where 
we  were  surrounded  by  sucking  pigs,  strawberries,  hen-coops,  beets,  eggs,  small  pota- 
toes, green  peas,  fresh  butter,  sausages,  '  and  other  confectionaries.'  At  length  this 
peopled  ark  was  made  fast  alongside  '  The  Warren'  steamer,  and  unloading  '  as  she 
sailed,'  was  soon  emptied  of  her  heterogenous  freight,  and  presently,  by  the  aid  of  her 
clumsy  sail,  dropped  back  to  Sneeden's.  Reclining  upon  a  load  of  sweet-smelling 
new  hay, '  forward'  we  listened  to  the  bleating  of  lambs,  the  baaing  of  calves,  the 
'  short  squeak'  of ( cabined,  cribbed'  piglings,  the  '  quaacking'  of  imprisoned  ducks,  the 
crowing  of  cocks,  and  the  mingled  cluck,  flutter  and  '  peep*  of  hens  and  chickens ; 
a  vocal  performance,  in  the  free  exercise  of  which  the  '  executants'  were  protected 
by  General  Warren  himself,  standing  on  the  pilot-house  with  a  drawn  sword  in  his 
'red  right  hand.'    But  we  are  in  the  metropolis  ;  and  you  must  excuse  us  while  we 
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stance  of  much  of  that  higher  English  and  German  Shaksperian  criticism*  in  which 
this  century  has  been  so  prolific ;  to  which  he  has  added  many  valuable  original  criti- 
cal observations  and  suggestions.  ( As  an  appropriate  accompaniment  to  an  edition  en- 
riched with  numerous  pictorial  decorations  and  antiquarian  illustrations  of  art,  many 
of  the  more  curious  notices  of  costume,  arms,  architecture,  etc.,  contributed  to  the 
English  pictorial  edition,  have  been  selected  or  abridged,  and  prefixed  to  each  play, 
with  the  addition  of  such  original  remarks,  or  information  from  other  sources,  as  throw 
light  either  on  the  scenes  of  the  dramatist,  or  the  history  of  medieval  art,  taste,  man- 
ners, or  opinion.  Those  illustrations,  whether  literary  or  graphic,  have  a  peculiar 
value  in  relation  to  the  dramas  of  English  History,  and  to  those  plays  where  the 
scene  and  date  approach  most  nearly  to  the  author's  own  time  and  country  ;  as  they 
enable  us  to  call  up  before  our  own  '  mind's  eye'  the  personages  and  adjuncts  of  the 
scenes,  in  shapes  and  colors  resembling  those  in  which  they  rose  before  the  poet's 
own  mental  vision.'  An  '  Introduction'  is  given  to  each  play,  containing  some  brief 
critical  notices  of  their  several  characteristics  of  style,  versification,  design,  and  of 
tone  and  color  of  thought,  together  with  a  detailed  bibliographical  account  of  each, 
as  to  the  probable  date  of  its  composition,  the  state  of  the  text,  and  the  variations 
between  the  several  old  editions.  The  merely  bibliographical  materia]  herein  con- 
tained is  drawn,  of  course,  from  preceding  editors ;  but  the  whole  has  been  re-cast 
for  this  purpose ;  partly  because  Mr.  Verplanck  often  dissents  from  the  conclusions 
of  the  editors  to  whom  he  is  most  indebted  for  his  facts,  but  chiefly  because  he  wished 
to  present  the  separate  evidence,  as  to  each  play,  in  the  same  point  of  view  and  with 
the  same  object,  as  parts  of  a  single  inquiry,  and  that  not  one  of  purely  antiquarian 
curiosity,  but  as  tracing  out  Shakspeare's  intellectual  history  and  character,  by  gath- 
ering from  various  and  sometimes  slight  and  circumstantial  or  collateral  points  of  tes- 
timony, the  order  and  succession  of  his  works,  assigning  each  one  to  its  probable 
epoch,  noting  the  variations  or  differences  of  style  and  of  versification  between  them, 
and  in  some  cases  the  alterations  and  improvements  of  the  same  play  by  the  author 
himself,  in  the  progress  of  his  taste  and  experience  ;  thus  following  out,  through  each 
successive  change,  the  luxuriant  growth  of  his  poetic  faculty  and  his  comic  power, 
and,  finally,  the  still  nobler  expansion  of  the  moral  wisdom,  the  majestic  contempla- 
tion, the  terrible  energy,  the  matchless  fusion  of  the  impassioned  with  the  philosophi- 
cal, that  distinguished  the  matured  mind  of  the  Great  Bard.  Shakbpk are's  works 
thus  edited,  elaborately  illustrated  with  engravings,  many  of  them  exquisite  in  taste 
and  spirit,  and  others  equally  valuable  in  a  historical  and  antiquarian  point  of  view ; 
beautifully  printed  upon  fine  white  paper,  and  presented  with  corresponding  taste  in 
all  its  externals ;  will  secure  alike  the  public  admiration  and  a  long-continued  pat- 
ronage. 


Picciola  :  tbe  PftisoNz*  or  Finkstrklla :  or  Captivity  Captive.    By  X.  B.  SincnwB.    A  new 
Edition,  with  Illuatratioiis.    In  one  volume,  pp.  154.    Philadelphia :  Lka  and  Blanchabd. 

Wi  are  informed  that  during  the  eight  years  which  have  elapsed  since  the  first 
appearance  of  the  work  whose  title  we  have  given  above,  it  has  assumed  the  posi- 
tion of  a  classic.  It  has  been  crowned  by  the  Academy  Francaise,  and  has  passed 
through  numberless  editions,  in  every  form  and  at  every  price,  from  the  costly  and 
elegant  edition  de  luxe,  to  the  cheap  volume  for  schools.  In  England  it  has  met 
with  a  cordial  reception ;  and  in  this  country  the  favor  with  which  it  has  been  re- 
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wived  if  attested  by  the  number  of  edition!  through  which  it  has  pawed,  the  appear- 
ance of  an  impression  in  the  original,  and  the  demand  for  imported  copies.    Under 
then  circumstances  the  publishers  of  this  beautiful  little  tale  have  judged  rightly 
in  thinking  that  its  numerous  admirers  would  be  pleased  to  possess  it  in  a  form  more 
suited  to  its  merits  than  any  in  which  it  has  heretofore  appeared  in  this  country.    It 
■  embellished  with  good  illustrations,  and  is  furnished  with  an  introduction  from  the 
author.    We  have  read  *  Ficelola'  through  three  times ;  and  yet  on  going  over  it  after 
each  perusal,  for  the  purpose  of  selecting  the  passages  which  had  excited  our  deepest 
interest,  and  most  forcibly  enchained  Cur  attention,  we  felt  the  full  force  of  what 
the  French  term  Vembarra*  dtp  richesses.    When  Stbknb  sets  apart  his  solitary 
prisoner — isolate,  alone,  notching  his  still-beginning  never-ending  days  of  restless 
misery  with  a  rusty  nail  upon  his  staff — although  the  picture  is  drawn  with  a  very 
few  touches  of  the  pencil,  we  feel  the  pathos  which  characterizes  it,  and  the  iron  en- 
ters stir  soul  as  it  enters  that  of  the  poor  captive.    But  in  the  book  before  us,  so  like 
fiobinson  Crusoe  is  it  in  its  faithfulness,  so  Baron  Tremckish  in  its  interest,  we  are 
Jnade  familiar  with  all  the  thoughts  of  the  captive.    We  watch  with  him  the  swelling 
of  the  paved  walk  which  at  length  disparts,  and  introduces  to  view  the  little  piceiol* 
plant ;  we  survey  with  him  its  minutest  characteristics,  and  await  with  the  deep  inte- 
rest with  which  it  impresses  him  its  gradual  unfolding  to  the  consummate  flower. 
These  little  incidents,  with  the  accessories  of  the  tale,  for  such  we  can  hardly  help 
regarding  the  other  portions  of  the  story,  replete  with  entertainment  though  they  are, 
make  op,  as  we  have  said,  one  of  the  most  delightful  volumes  we  have  read  for  years ; 
and  as  such  we  commend  it  to  the  affections  and  admiration  of  our  readers. 


Homes  and  Havni*  of  th*  Most  Emincht  British  Posts.   By  Wkliam  Howttt.   In  two 
rofomet.    pp.  1102.    New- York:  Harpbr  and  Broth  kri. 

Thxsb  volumes  are  not  strictly  biographical ;  and  for  this  reason  there  are  some  poets 
of  considerable  eminence  of  whom  little  mention  is  made,  and  others  none,  not  be- 
cause they  were  not  entitled  to  much  notice,  but  because  then  is  nothing  of  deep 
interest  or  novelty  connected  with  their  homes  and  abodes.  Here  however  are  twen- 
ty-two poets,  from  Chaucer  down  to  Byron  ;  and  in  connection  with  a  biographical 
sketch  of  each  is  given  a  picture  of  their  dwellings.  And  a  very  pleasant  thing  it  is, 
while  you  are  reading  of  these  eminent  men  of  genius,  who  have  filled  the  world 
with  their  renown,  to  be  made  acquainted  with  their  '  homes  and  haunts ;'  to  sit  with 
Milton  in  his  cottage  at  Chalfbnt ;  or  walk  with  Porn  through' his  beautiful  grounds 
at  Twickenham ;  or  muse  with  Thomson  in  his  cottage  at  Kew.  Take  the  familiar 
narratives  of  the  volume  before  us,  in  connection  with  the  illustrations,  to  which  Mr. 
H.  W.  Hewet,  one  of  our  best  wood-engravers,  has  done  ample. justice,  and  you 
have  familiarly  before  you  the  land-marks  of  their  age,  as  they  *  lived,  moved,  and 
had  their  being.'    Such  a  work,  one  might  well  suppose,  should  secure  a  wide  sale. 


EDITOR'S      TABLE, 


A  Manuscript  Speech  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte. — 'You  will,  I  am  sure,  i 
great  pleasure,  as  I  myself  have  done,'  writes  a  Worcester  (Mass.)  correspondent, 
'  in  the  perusal  of  the  following  plans  of  Bonaparte,  which  the  writer  heard  him 
deliver  himself  at  the  first  class  of  the  Institute  at  which  he  presided  in  August, 
1800,  when  he  was  First  Consul,  and  had  recently  returned  from  Marengo.  It  was 
rendered  from  the  original  manuscript  for  a  member  of  the  Institute,  who  communi- 
cated it  to  the  translator.  It  was  transcribed  into  a  port-folio  of  my  father  some 
thirty  years  ago :' 

*  The  army  of  reserve  assembled  at  Dijon  gave  me  the  advantage  of  passing  rapidly  either  inte 
Germany  or  into  Italy,  as  the  case  might  require.  The  season  somewhat  favored  me  3  the  monk* of 
8t.  Bkknaad  assured  me  that  the  snow  had  dissolved  this  year  twenty  days  sooner  than  usual ;  the/ 
received  our  army,  which  was  a  little  fatigued  by  the  passage  of  the  Alps,  extremely  well ;  Ihad 
prelnformed  them  of  our  arrival ;  I  had  sent  them  money,  and  they  furnished  us  with  provision*  and 
very  good  wine.  The  monks  of  St.  Bernajbd  are  an  order  infinitely  respectable ;  it  is  one  of  those 
institutions  which  governments  ought  never  to  destroy,  but  should  protect  and  eneonrafe,  by  ail  tae 
means  in  their  power.  * 

*  I  arrived  in  Italy :  I  found  myself  behind  the  enemy,  and  master  of  all  his  magazines  and  equi- 
pages ;  I  had  obtained  great  advantages,  but,  once  arrived  at  Stradella,  1  had  a  right  to  consider  the 
campaign  as  finished.  If  Genoa  had  held  out,  I  remained  firm  In  my  entrenched  camp  at  8tra4efla, 
the  strongest  military  position  in  Italy.  1  had  five  bridges  over  the  Po,  which  rendered  my  consm- 
nications  easy  with  the  divisions,  Chabran,  Lapeyrx,  Tubas au fend  Monckt  t  ia  case  of  necessity 
I  could  either  summon  them  to  my  aid  if  attacked,  or  aid  them  in  case  they  were.  If.  de  MnxAS,  in 
short,  was  forced,  in  order  to  be  able  to  open  his  communications,  to  coma  and  offer  me  battle,  on  a 
ground  which  I  myself  had  chosen  ;*  extremely  intersected,  covered  with  wood,  very  favorable  -to 
my  infantry,  and  the  reverse  for  his  cavalry ;  and  where  I  had  the  disposal  of  all  my  troop*. 

*  The  capture  of  Genoa  ohanged  the  face  of  every  thing ;  henceforward  the  enemy  possessed  a 
sure  retreat,  and  very  strong  positions :  he  could  either  retire  into  Genoa,  and  defend  himself  therein, 
deriving  his  provisions  from  the  sea,  or  line  the  heights  of  Bobbio  with  artillery,  and  retire,  in  spite 
of  my  efforts  to  oppose  him,  into  Placentia,  regain  Mantua  and  Peschiara,  put  himself  into  commu- 
nication with  Austria,  and  reduce  me  to  an  ordinary  war.  All  my  plan  of  the  campaign  would  have 
been  frustrated.  A  great  chance  presented  itself  to  me ;  I  risked  H.  I  set  out  from  Milan,  end 
traversed  thirty-two  leagues  in  seven  hours.  I  commanded  the  battle  of  Montebello ;  we  gained  fc, 
and  this  victory  caused  the  enemy's  retreat  from  Genoa ;  but  this  same  victory  weakened  my  army. 
I  was  obliged  to  leave  two  divisions  on  the  other  side  of  the  Po,to  close  the  entrance  of  the  Status  of 
Milan ;  they  were  not,  to  say  the  truth,  distant  from  me  above  three  leagues,  but  they  would  require 
three  d  ays  to  effect  them  in ;  they  must  have  passed  by  Placentia  or  by  Stradella.  I  had  alse  against  me 
another  disadvantage :  the  country,  from  Montebello  to  Alexandria,  is  nothing  but  an  immense  plain, 
most  advantageous  for  the  Austrian  cavalry.    1  nevertheless  resolved  to  offer  a  pitched  battle,  be- 

•'Prboibslt  in  this  way  lessoned  General  Tatxo*.  at  Um  great  battle  of  Buena  Vlata,  as  Bama. 
Anita,  like  M.  de  Msx.as,  found  to  his  sorrow.' 
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eauiel  was  in  to  extraordinary  a  situation,  that  I  risked  little  to  gain  much.  Beaten,  I  should  retire 
into  my  entrenched  camp  of  Stradella ;  I  should  pass  the  Po  by  my  five  bridges,  protected  by  my 
batteries,  without  the  possibility  of  the  enemy's  army  being  able  to  binder  it ;  1  should  unite  my 
•esoad  division  with  the  cprps  of  Moncsy,  Lecchy  and  Tukjucau.  1  suffered  one  corps  of  Milai 
to  past  the  Po,  (and  be  desired  no  better ;)  then,  superior  In  numbers,  1  could  attack  him  with  all 
ay  forces,  if  I  beat  him.  Conqueror,  I  obtained  the  same  results.  His  army,  pent  up  between  us 
ud  the  river,  would  have  been  forced  to  have  laid  down  their  arms,  or  to  havo  surrendered  all  their 
fos.  Had  I  been  beaten,  which  1  believe  impossible,  1  brought  myself  to  a  regular  war ;  and  I  had 
Switzerland  for  my  support 

'Determined  to  give  battle,  I  ordered  an  account  of  the  effective  strength  of  my  army  to  be  ren- 
dered to  me.     I  bad  in  all  twenty-six  thousand  men.     M.  de  AIklas  had  forty  thousand,  eighteen 
taooMsd  of  which  were  cavalry.    At  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  they  came  to  inform  me  that  the 
ttemy  had  fallen  on  our  advanced  guard,  and  that  our  troops  gave  way.    The  French  like  not  to  be 
•tucked.   Our  troops  foil  back  somewhat  in  disorder ;  some  betook  themselves  to  flight ;  the  enemy    . 
took  some  prisoners ;  we  had  retreated  a  league  and  a  half.    The  generals  of  the  advanced  guard, 
Unas,  Mueat  and  Bbrthieb,  sent  me  courier  after  courier ;  they  told  me  that  their  troops  were 
in  flight;  that  they  could  not  stop  them.    They  asked  for  support,  and  requested  me  to  march  with 
nr  reserve,    I  replied  to  all :  '  Hold  out  as  long  as  possible  *,  if  you  cannot,  tall  back.'    I  perceived 
that  the  enemy  had  not  yet  employed  his  reserve ;  and  in  these  kind  of  affairs,  the  great  object  is  to 
mike  the  enemy  employ  all  his  forces  in  managing  your  own,  and  to  make  him  attack  at  right  and 
it  left,  as  long  as  yon  cannot  be  deceived  ;  the  difficulty  being  to  make  him  employ  his  reserve.  He 
had  thirty-four  thousand  men,  against  at  most  twenty  thousand,  who  were  in  flight :  he  had  but  to 
pursue  his  advantage.    I  repaired  to  the  first  line  in  an  elegant  uniform ;  1  attacked  them  myself 
with  a  demi-brigade ;  I  broke  their  order  of  battle;  I  pierced  their  line.    M.  de  Mklas,  who  saw 
me  at  the  head  of  the  army,  and  his  lines  broken,  imagined  that  I  had  arrived  with  the  reserve  to 
reinforce  the  combat.    He  advanced  on  this  point  with  his  own,  six  thousand  Hungarian  grenadiers, 
the  flower  of  his  infantry ;  this  corps  filled  up  the  vacancy,  and  attacked  ua  in  our  turiu    Seeing 
this,  I  gave  way ;  and,  in  a  retreat  of  half  a  league,  exposed  to  their  cannon,  I  rallied  aU  the  army, 
and  re-formed  it  in  order  of  battle :  arrived  near  my  reserve,  which  was  composed  of  six  thousand 
men,  bad  fifteen  pieces  of  artillery,  and  Dcssaix  for  general,  and  which  was  my  sheet-anchor.    I 
opened,  by  an  extremely  rapid  movement,  the  whole  army.    1  formed  the  two  wings  of  Dessajx, 
and  I  showed  them  six  thousand  fresh  troops.    A  tremendous  discharge  of  artillery,  and  a  desperate 
charge  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet,  broke  the  line,  and  cut  his  two  wings.    I  then  ordered  Kelleb* 
ma»i>  to  attack  them  with  eight  hundred  horse ;  and,  as  cavalry  march  quicker  than  infantry,  they 
cat  off  from  the  rest  of  their  army  six  thousand  Hungarian  grenadiers,  in  sight  of  the  Austrian 
cavalry;  but  this  was  half  a  league  off;  they  required  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  arrive,  and  I  have 
always  observed  that  it  is  these  quarters  of  an  hour  which  decide  the  fate  of  battles.    Kellermann's 
troops  threw  him  toward  our  infantry ;  they  were  all  made  prisoners  in  a  moment.    The  Austrian 
cavalry  then  arrived;  but  our  infantry  was  in  line,  its  cannon  in  the  front :  a  line  discharge  and  a 
barrier  of  bayonets  prevented  their  attack;  they  retired,  somewhat  in  disorder;  I  pressed  them 
with  three  regiments  which  had  just  joined  me;  they  deployed;  and,  in  seeking  to  pass  the  bridge 
of  Borunda,  which  is  very  narrow,  a  great  many  were  drowned  in  the  river.    They  were  pursued 
till  night. 

*l  learnt  after  the  battle,  from  several  general  officers,  prisoners,  that  in  the  midst  of  their  success 
they  were  not  without  inquietude ;  they  had  a  secret  presentiment  of  their  defeat  During  the  fight 
they  questioned  our  prisoners,  asking  them, '  Where  is  Genera]  Bonaparte  V  ' '  He  is  in  the  rear/ 
they  replied ;  and  those  whu  had  already  fought  against  me  in  Italy,  who  knew  my  custom  to  reserve 
wsfself  for  the  end,  exclaimed,  'Our  dag's  work  is  not  yet  done !'  They  confessed  also  that  when  I 
showed  myself  at  the  first  line  they,  were  completely  deceived,  and  that  they  believed  all  my  reserve 
were  engaged.  In  battles  there  is  always  a  moment,  when  all  the  brave  men  have  done  theit  best, 
when  they  seek  nothing  better  than  to  run  away  ;  but  these  are  misgivings  of  the  heart :  they  want 
a  pretext ;  the  talent  is  to  give  them  one. 

*  At  Arcole  I  gained  the  battle  with  twenty-five  horsemen.  I  perceived  the  critical  moment  of 
lassitude  in  each  army ;  I  saw  that  the  Austrians,  in  spite  of  their  being  old  soldiers,  would  have 
been  well  content  to  find  themselves  in  their  camp ;  and  that  my  Frenchmen,  all  brave  as  they  were, 
had  wished  to  be  in  their  tents :  all  my  forces  had  been  engaged ;  more  than  once  I  had  been  forced 
to  reestablish  the  battle.  There  remained  to  me  but  five-and -twenty  guards;  I  sent  them  on  the 
flanks  of  the  enemy  with  three  trumpets,  sounding  a  charge  very  loud.  '  Here  is  the  French  cavalry !' 
was  the  cry ;  and  they  were  in  flight.  It  is  true  that  one  must  seize  the  moment ;  a  moment  sooner 
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or  later  it  had  been  useless :  had  I  sent  twenty  thousand  horse,  the  infantry  would  have  executed  a 
quarter  of  a  conversion ;  covered  by  its  pieces,  it  woold  have  made  a  good  discharge,  and  the  cavalry 
would  not  oven  have  attacked.' 

4  Afterward,  turning  to  some  members  of  the  Institute :  '  You  see,  two  armies  are  two  bodies  which 
encounter  each  other ;  there  is  a  moment  of  panic,  which  must  be  seized.  All  this  is  nothing  bat 
mechanism  and  moral  principle ;  in  fact,  all  this  is  nothing  but  habitude ;  when  we  have  seen  many 
affairs,  we  distinguish  the  moment  to  a  nicety ;  it  is  as  common  as  a  sum  in  arithmetic       ' 

'The  first  time  I  penetrated  into  Italy,  I  found  there  a  good  government;  a  little  despotic,  it  is 
true,  but  mildly  administered.  This  time  it  was  widely  different :  a  reaction  had  commenced  with 
fury ;  they  had  imprisoned,  condemned  and  fined  all  those  who  had  taken  any  part  in  the  govern- 
ment I  had  placed  in  different  charges  of  the  Cisalpine  republic  the  partizans  of  Austria ;  because 
it  is  my  system  to  neutralize  the  great  masses,  in  order  that  the  country  where  I  carry  the  war  may 
not  be  an  enclosed  list,  but  a  theatre.  Well  I  —  all  these  people  had  been  regarded  with  an  evil  eye, 
and  confoundod  in  tho  hatred  which  they  bore  to  the  revolutionists. 

'Moreover,  the  English,  Russians  and  Turks  had,  in  Italy,  by  despising  the  religion  of  the  country 
in  the  degree  that  they  scrupulously  observed  their  own,  entirely  indisposed  the  inhabitants,  for 
whom  the  extent  of  religion  is  much  more  than  with  us  in  France.  Still  more,  the  Austrian  notes 
were  sixty  per  cent  beneath  par,  which  they  forced  the  Italians  to  take  as  ready  money,  and  this 
completed  the  alienation  of  their  good  will.  They  were  enchanted  to  perceive  that  we  paid  for 
every  thing  in  hard  cash :  '  Here  are  the  French  Louis  again  ;'  Eeci  %  Luigi  di  Francia  tommtiJ 
It  would  seem  that  kings  are  at  this  moment  at  their  eeventeen  hundred  and  ninety-three ;  they  Issue 
their  assignats,  make  their  requisitions,  and  they  fatten  their  priests. 

'It  was  a  Turkish  corps  which  guarded  our  Lady  of  Lore t to,  and  who  were  cantoned  in  the 
church;  I  had  not  thus  much  difficulty  in  ranging  the  Italians  on  my  side:  1  said  to  them, 'The 
Austrians  pretend  to  be  the  defenders  of  your  religion,  and  they  bring  you  a  set  of  Protestant  Eng- 
lish, who  burn  the  Pope  once  a-year  in  St.  Peter's-square ;  a  number  of  Russians,  who  have  been 
heretic  and  schismatic  since  the  fifth  century ;  and  to  crown  all,  a  parcel  of  Mahometan  Turks,  a 
race  of  infidels.  While  I  —I  am  a  Catholic ;  I  have  fought  against  the  Turks ;  I  am  almost  a 
Crusader.'  I  established  several  priests  in  the  government  of  the  Cisalpine  republic:  the  Italian 
priests  are  tolerant,  but  they  form  not  a  separate  and  powerful  body,  like  the  clergy  in  France*;  be- 
side, accustomed  to  be  conquered  twice  an  age,  they  take  any  oath  you  wish*  and  such  was  all  I 
wanted. 

'  In  Italy  I  employed  some  priests:  in  Egypt  it  was  my  care  to  fill  the  administration  with  them  . 
we  knew  not  the  language,  but  we  had  want  of  intermediators  between  us  and  the  people.  Their 
character  and  their  wealth  gave  them  a  certain  influence;  beside,  they  are  great  cowards,  know  not 
the  use  of  arms,  nor  how  to  mount  a  horse.' 

In  all  the  '  Conversations'  and  '  Reminiscences'  of  Napoleon  which  we  have  ever 
seen,  we  have  never  encountered  any  thing  more  comprehensive,  or  more  charac- 
teristic of  the  '  Great  Captain'  than  the  foregoing,  which  will  doubtless  be  as  new 
and  as  acceptable  to  our  readers  as  to  ourselves. 


The  Disobedience  op  Orders  by  Lieut.  Hunter,  op  the  Navy. — In  the  few 
remarks  which  ensue,  we  disclaim  all  intention  of  advocating  disobedience  of  orders; 
yet  we  cannot  resist  the  conviction  that  there  are  cases  where  it  mtis*  be  done,  in 
order  to  accomplish  a  desirable  result.  The  great  responsibility  assumed  will  always 
serve  to  prevent  the  frequent  occurrence  of  such  disobedience ;  and  when,  as  in 
Lieut.  Hunter's  case,  it  was  for  the  honor  of  the  service,  and  influenced  too  by  cir- 
cumstances of  which  the  commander-in-chief  must  have  been  uninformed,  it  seems 
to  us  that  there  were  good  grounds  for  less  harsh  measures  than  were  visited  upon 
that  gallant  officer.  Charges  and  specifications  having  been  proved,  the  court-mar- 
tial may  have  found  itself  obliged  to  award  the  sentence  which  it  pronounced.  The 
commander-in-chief  had  a  noble  opportunity  of  evincing  a  dignified  magnanimity  in 
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his  reprimand  of  the  young  officer,  (whose  only  fault  appears  to  have  been  a  little 
too  much  zeal,)  and  yet  have  preserved  all  the  necessary  influence  of  proper  disci- 
pline. We  quite  concur  with  our  friend  and  yeteran  contemporary,  the  editor  of  the 
Philadelphia  '  United  States  Gazette?  in  this  remark  of  that  calmly- judging  jour- 
nal :  '  Inferior  officers  must  obey,  of  course  ;  but  if  an  inferior  officer  was  sent  with 
a  small  vessel  to  blockade  a  port,  and  hold  it  in  position  to  be  taken  by  a  superior, 
and  it  should  appear  that  the  place  was  ready  to  give  up  ;  that  every  day  was  dimi- 
nishing its  value  as  a  prize,  and  that  the  delay  was  only  necessary  to  fulfil  the  letter  of 
an  order,  when  the  spirit  of  all  orders  was  to  conquer  and  take  possession  ;  and  what 
is  more,  that  the  said  letter  only  required  obedience,  in  order  that  another  and  supe- 
rior commander  might  come  and  have  the  honor  of  taking  possession,  the  glory  of 
conquest ;  then,  we  say,  the  spirit  of  all  instructions  was  complied  with  by  the  very 
act  of  going  beyond  the  letter.  Nelson  thought  so ;  Taylor  thought  so  ;  though 
neither  of  them  might  have  suspected  that  the  delay  proposed  was  for  any  thing  but 
prudence,  not  for  the  purpose  of  transferring  laurels.'  We  would  do  Commodore 
Perry  no  injustice  ;  he  is  warmly  commended  elsewhere  in  the  present  number,  for 
his  gallant  bearing  at  Vera-Cruz ;  yet  we  are  reluctantly  compolled  to  admit  that 
his  letter  of  reprimand  to  Lieut  Hunter  conveys  an  impression  unfavorable  to  his 
disinterestedness  and  impartiality  in  a  matter  of  great  moment  to  a  young  officer, 
who,  although  deemed  guilty  of  an  act  of  unnecessary  temerity,  is  yet  acquitted  by 
nine  persons  in  ten  with  whom  we  have  exchanged  thoughts  upon  the  subject — in- 
cluding many  officers  in  the  naval  service  —  of  any  intentional  wrong  to  his  supe- 
rior. We  are  losing  sight,  however,  of  the  object  of' these  remarks,  which  was  to 
introduce  the  subjoined  account  of  a  case,  recently  come  to  our  knowledge,  wherein 
it  was  found  necessary  to  disobey  orders,  that  a  desirable  result  might  be  effected. 
The  following  narrative  of  the  occurrences  in  question  comes  to  us  from  one  of  the 
crew  of  the  brig  '  Enterprize,'  to  which  it  refers : 

'  Whin  Cuba  was  infested  with  pirates,  and  every  port  of  that  extensive  island  was  receiving  their 
prizes,  the  governmeut  vent  that  active  aud  intelligent  officer,  Commodore  Kearny,  then  a  lieute- 
nant in  command  of  that  favorite  tittle  vessel,  the  brig  '  Enterprize,'  to  cruise  around  it,  and  if  pos- 
sible to  suppress  in  some  degree  their  depredations.  The  Commodore  had  learned  from  good  au- 
thority that  Cape  Antonio,  the  west  end  of  the  island,  was  the  principal  place  of  rendezvous,  and 
he  made  hit  calculations  so  as  to  be  up  with  it  at  early  day-light,  wffich  he  succeeded  in  doing.  As 
the*  day  opened  upon  him,  he  discovered  a  large  brig  ashoro  within  the  roef  that  lines  that  Cape,  her 
sails  flying  in  every  direction,  aud  one  ship  and  a  brig  under  weigh,  just  entering  on  the  reef. 
Alongside  of  the  brig  on  shore  were  four  schooners  and  a  small  sloop,  which,  immediately  after  dis- 
covering the  'Enterprise'  to  be  an  armed  vessel,  made  sail  to  the  uorth'ard,  with  the  hope  of  escaping 
by  running  around  the  north  point  of  the  Cape  and  beating  up  between  the  reef  and  the  island,  until 
far  enough  to  the  east  to  take  the  open  sea ;  being  aware  that  it  was  impossible  for  a  vessel  of  tfao 
draft  of  the  'Enterprize'  to  pursue  them  across  the  reef;  while  the  distance  to  beat  around,  with  a 
southerly  current  opposed  to  her,  would  give  them  ample  time  to  escape.  The  ship  and  brig  were 
anchored  immediately,  and  the  piratical  crews  taken  on  board  the  vessels,  which  hugged  the  shore 
as  near  as  possible.  Every  thing  convinced  the  commander  of  the '  Enterprize*  that  these  were  pirati- 
cal vessels :  both  the  bow-chasers  were  brought  on  the  starboard  side,  the  brig  was  kept  near  the 
reef,  and  a  brisk  fire  opened  upon  them ;  but  finding  the  shot  to  Adl  short,  the  order  was  given  to 
clear  away,  and  prepare  to  hoist  out  the  boats.  At  this  moment  a  boat  was  seen  approaching  the' 
*  Enterprize'  from  the  brig  on  shore.  The  '  Enterprize'  was  hove  to,  and  it  was  ascertained,  on  the 
boats  reaching  her,  that  the  vessels  in  sight  were  all  pirates,  as  had*  been  anticipated.  At  this  moment 
a  large  two-topsail  schooner,  having  all  the  appearance  of  being  armed,  was  discovered  standing  in 
for  the  Cape.  The  first  cutter  of  the  '  Enterprize'  was  now  hoisted  oat,  and  the  gig  lowered  from  the 
atern,  and  crews  selected  for  them ;  at  the  same  time  the  brig  and  ship  that  had  been  brought  to  an- 
chor were  requested  to  send  any  boats  they  could  spare  to  the  Enterprise.    Their  yawl-boats  were 
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received ;  aud  when  the  five  wore  all  manned.  Commodore  Kbabnt  desired  hit  second  lieutenant, 
now  Commander  McIntosii.  to  take  charge  of  thorn  and  proceed  in  chase  of  the  piratical  vestals ; 
bis  intention  being  to  find  out  in  the  brig  the  character  of  the  schooner.  On  the  north  point  of  the 
Cape,  under  which  the  piratical  vessels  were  striving  to  cover  themselves,  there  was  a  pole  erected 
on  an  eminence  having  all  the  appearance  of  a  fortification.  Before  Lieutenant  McIktosb  left  the 
brig,  his  commander  directed  him,  in  the  presence  of  the  officers  and  crew,  on  no  consideration  to 
separate  his  little  force,  saying:  'You  do  not  know  with  whit  you  may  have  to  contend:  there  are 
fivo  piratical  vessels  in  sight,  and  every  appearuueo  of  a  fort  on  the  shore,  and  I  cannot  spare  you 
any  additional  force.' 

♦It  w«  soon  seen,  after  leaving  the  brig,  that  the  heavy-pulling  boats  from  the  merchant  vessels 
were  unable  to  koep  up  with  the  two  boats  belonging  to  the  *  Enterprise ;'  and  to  wait  to  keep  in 
company,  would  be  to  defeat  the  object  of  the  chase,  by  allowing  the  piratical  vessels  to  escape.  As 
soon  as  out  of  hnil,  Lieutenant  McIntosh  ordered  up  Midshipman  Pratt,  who  commanded  the  gig 
alongside  of  his  cutter,  nnd  observed  to  him  :  •  If  we  wait  for  those  slow-pulling  boats  we  shall 
accomplii-h  nothing.  1  am  convinced  we  can  overhaul  and  capture  every  vessel  in  our  two  boats.  I 
wish  you  to  follow,  aud  keep  within  speakiug  di>tance  of  me.'  The  crew  of  the  two  boats,  hearing 
this  order,  gave  three  hearty  cheers  ;  aud  pulling  with  additional  vigor,  more  rapidly  widened  the 
distance  between  the  boats.  The  piratical  vessels,  finding  the  two  boats  neariny  them  very  fast, 
hove  to,  doubles  to  intimidute  their  pursuers.  It  had  a  different  effect,  however,  for  the  American 
ensieu  being  displayed  nt  this  moment  from  the  boat*,  again  three  hearty  cheers  were  given,  and  on 
they  dushed,  side  by  side.  Once  more  the  piratical  vessels  crowded  all  tail,  and  also  got  out  their 
sweeps ;  but  fiuding  that  they  must  be  overtaken,  (for  the  bouts  were  gaining  fa*t )  they  commenced 
running  their  vessels  on  shore.  The  fir*t,  a  fine  schooner  of  aboat  sixty  tons,  was  beached  joet 
within  the  point  of  the  Cape;  and  while  ber  crew  were  jumping  ashore  from  her  bowsprit,  smoke 
was  seen  arising  from  her  hatches.  It  was  evident  that  she  was  set  on  fire.  Midshipman  Pratt,  a 
gallant  officer,  who  has  since  fallen  a  victim  to  the  yellow  fevor,  now  volunteered  to  board  her,  and 
put  out  the  fire ;  but  be  could  not  be  spared.  There  were  still  four  other,  vessels  in  sight,  oae  ejf 
which,  a  schooner  of  seventy-five  or  eighty  tons,  commuuded  by  the  chief  of  the  gang,  and  known 
to  have  a  gun  amidbhips,  appeared  to  be  making  preparations  to  defend  herself.  On  teeing  ae> 
attention  paid,  however,  to  the  one  already  ashore,  but  a  determination  to  pursue  the  others,  they 
all  took  advantage  of  a  heavy  squall  of  wind  and  rain,  (which  for  some  minutes  entirely  shut  them  in 
from  view,)  and  run  ashore ;  the  crews  all  taking  to  the  thick  mangroves  which  skirt  the  shores  of 
this  Cape ;  and,  by  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the  ground,  escaping  into  the  higher  lands.    ' 

•  So  soon  as  the  squall  passed  over,  the  four  vessels  were  boarded,  hauled  afloat,  and  got  ander 
weigh;  and  while  standing  down  to  the  first  that  had  Imjou  run  ashore  and  fired,  she  blew  np  with 
a  tremendous  explosion,  sending  her  masts,  and  fragments  of  her  deck,  high  in  the  air.  On  nearing 
her,  it  was  perceived  that  sho  had  burnt  to  the  water's  edge,  her  timbers  appearing  just  above  it. 
The  vessels  were  anchored ;  and  on  examination  they  were  found  to  contain  more  or  lets  cargo  of 
value.  A  tare  quantity  of  wet^roods  were  also  taken  from  the  burnt  wreck.  The  shore  was  scoured 
in  seareh  of  the  crew,  bet  it  was  evident  they  had  run  far  into  the  interior ;  and  the  day  now  drawing 
to  a  close,  after  setting  fire  to  some  houses  on  shore,  whieh  had  been  occupied  by  Chebnccaniers,  Ljsaj. 
tenant  McIntosh,  having  been  previously  joined  by  the  other  three  boats,  got  the  vessels  under 
weigh,  and  taking  the  boats  in  tow,  returned  to  the  brig,  which  was  lying  to,  outside  the  reef.  It  wan 
near  night ;  an  officer  was  sent  on  board  to  relieve  him ;  and  when  he  passed  over  that  gangway 
which  he  had  left  in  the  morning,  he  was  received  by  his  commander,  who  expressed  grsllflcatlen 
at  his  success,  but  observed : 

* '  Yon  disobeyed  my  positive  order,  Sir,  m  separating  your  force,  and  have  subjected  yoorsetf  to 
arrest    Walk  into  the  cabin,  Sir.' 

4  On  reaching  the  cabin,  Lieutenant  McIntosh  saw  that  his  commander  had  not  yet  dined ;  and  ho 
found  there  the  master  of  the  '  Anstides,'  of  Boston,  the  brig  on  shore,  and  the  master  of  the  ship 
'  Lucius,'  ef  Charleston ;  the  other  brig  proving  to  be  an  English  vessel,  had  been  permitted  to  goon 
her  voyage,  having  but  little  cargo.    Captain  Ksuunr,  on  entering  the  cabin,  observed  to  hie  lleu- 


1 '  I  have  been  awaiting  dinner  for  you ;  although  until  f  saw  you  standing  out  from  onder  the  point, 
I  did  not  know  but  you  had  all  been  blown  up ;  I  heard  an  explosion  distinctly.' 

'  Seated  at  dinner,  and  hearing  all  the  particulars  from  Lieutenant  McIntosh,  she  gallant  and 
high-souled  Krarnt  asked  the  pleasure  of  a  glass  of  wine  with  him,  saying : 

"  It  it  assuming  a  very  dangerous  responsibility  for  an  officer  to  disobey  orders ;  yet  there  are  Ciaiee 
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NORTHERN      MYTHOLOGY 


TBOM  THf  7RBMCK  OF  MAMCXBB. 


If  is  asserted  by  the  ancient  Sagas  and  historians  that  Odin,  chief 
of  the  Asers,  gained  possession  of  the  three  kingdoms  of  Scandina- 
via.  He  came  from  the  far  East,  bringing  with  him  the  language, 
customs  and  peculiar  ceremonies  of  his  native  land.     The  Ice- 
landic dialect,  even  at  the  present  day,  bears  evident  traces  of  an 
Eastern  origin,  while  in  the  traditions  of  her  Pagan  times  are  found 
*tiU  more  remarkable  analogies.     Still,  one  seeks  in  vain  the  full 
taauty  and  richness  of  the  Eastern  mysticism,  the  perfect  symbols 
of  Egyptian  faith,  and  the  charming  Grecian  fable.     Oriental  my- 
thology can  indeed  be  traced,  but  it  will  be  found  stripped  of  many 
*  charm,  in  this  change  of  its  altars  and  high  places.     The  rough, 
chilling  winds  of  the  North  seem  to  have  driven  before  them  the 
^Triads  of  nymphs,  sylphs  and  winged  angels  which  hover  around 
J**  forests  of  Hymala  and  press  the  green  vales  of  Cashmere. 
/  ey  may  indeed  have  been  attendant  divinities,  starting  with  the 
'fcttalions  of  Odin,  but  few  seem  to  have  possessed  the  courage  to 
jj^tain  so  long  a  migration,  and  have  returned  to  their  paradise  of 
.°^ers.     Others  again  have  been  robbed,  along  the  route,  of  the 
chly-colored  garments  which  once  adorned  them.     Many  an  east- 
!**  goddess  has  lost  in  these  wild  wanderings  her  sparkling  diadem 
J^old,  and  parted  with  her  magic  rirdle. 
,  J^lie  Heaven  of  the  ancient  Scandinavians  was  a  poor  one ;   its 
***cest  food  the  flesh  of  the  wild  boar ;  its  beverage  beer  and  milk, 
?**  its  inhabitants  the  most  miserable  divinities  which # can  be  ima- 
^**^d.     They  lived  in  continual  struggles  with  the  giants,  in  fear  of 
v, e   great  wolf  Fenris,  and  to  escape  the  perils  which  surrounded 
^**a,  were  obliged  to  call  in  the  assistance  of  their  most  inveterate 
ei*^tny,  Loki.     For  the  full  attainment  of  poetic  talent,  Odin  was 
^^pelled  to  take  the  form  of  a  serpent ;  and  to  secure  the  wisdom 
>ol.  xxx.  13 
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demanded  by  his  station,  was  forced  to  sacrifice  an  eye.  Though 
the  head  of  the  gods,  he  was  necessitated,  on  sudden  exigencies,  to 
descend  from  his  throne  and  hasten  to  the  fabled  well  of  Mimer. 
All  these  gods  too  grew  old  and  died,  and  needed  a  constant  resort 
to  the  apples  of  Iduna  to  preserve  their  health  and  beauty.  And 
after  all,  we  are  told  a  day  will  come  when  neither  the  apples  of 
Iduna,  nor  other  celestial  appliances,  can  continue  their  existence. 
The  world  will  disappear  before  them,  and  they  will  perish,  toge- 
gether  with  Loki,  the  Principle  of  Evil. 

The  religion  of  the  East  was  formed  by  a  peculiar  priesthood, 
and  is  filled  with  philosophic  combinations  and  ingenious  systems. 
That  of  the  Scandinavians,  on  the  contrary,  was  arranged  for  a  na- 
tion of  soldiers.  It  is  austere,  devoid  of  ornament,  and  energetic. 
Its  dogmas  resemble  a  martial  code.  Its  hymns  are  war-cries,  and 
its  feast-days,  battles.  The  blood  of  slaughtered  victims  continu- 
ally stains  its  temples,  and  the  future  good  aspired  to  by  its  heroes 
is  the  daily  combat  of  Valhalla.  The  Eastern  mysticisms,  in  their 
full  developement,  resemble  wild  flowers  springing  up  from  an  ex- 
uberant soil,  beneath  a  genial  sky.  Those  of  Scandinavia  are 
gloomy  as  the  storm-clouds  of  the  Baltic,  mournful  as  the  howling 
winds  of  Norway,  or  desert  Iceland.  Still,  amid  this  collection  of 
old  traditions  may  be  often  found  many  an  ingenious  speculation  ; 
and  sufficient  interest  will  be  excited  in  examining  the  existing 
analogies  between  the  religious  doctrines  of  the  North  and  those  of 
the  more  favored  regions  whence  they  were  derived. 

The  Scandinavian  cosmogony  opens  in  the  same  manner  as  that 
of  all  the  ancient  nations.  At  the  commencemept  we  hear  of  no- 
thing but  night  and  chaos.  The  Supreme  Intelligence,  the  All- 
fader,  alone  exists.  By  his  power  he  produces  the  region  of 
Ginougap,  covered  with  ice,  and  also  the  burning  clime  of  Mous- 

Selheim,  guarded  by  Surtur,  'who  will  finally  conquer  the  gods  and 
estroy  their  creations.  The  heat  of  Muspelheim  softens  the  icy 
soil  of  Ginougap,  and  from  this  humidity  or  principle  of  life  (recog- 
nized also  in  India  and  Egypt,)  is  produced  the  giant  Ymer.  The 
further  operation  of  the  same  principle  creates  the  cow  Audumbla, 
from  whose  side  flow  four  torrents  of  milk,  the  nourishment  of 
Ymer.  Next  there  springs,  in  one  night,  a  man  and  woman  from 
the  left  arm  of  Ymer,  and  from  his  feet  a  son.  These  are  the  pro- 
genitors of  the  race  of  giants.  Here  may  be  traced  a  striking  an- 
alogy to  the  creations  of  the  Eastern  Brahma,  who  produced  from 
his  mouth  the  Brahmins,  from  his  arms  the  race  of  warriors,  from 
his  helmet,  laborers,  and  from  his  feet,  the  accursed. 

Meanwhile,  the  wonderful  cow  Audumbla  is  sustained  by  licking 
the  boar-frost  from  Ginougap.  The  movement  of  her  tongue  dur- 
ing the  first  day  causes  hair  to  appear,  during  the  second  a  human 
head,  and  on  the  third  a  full-grown  man.  This  is  Bor,  who  marries 
the  daughter  of  the  giant,  and  becomes  the  father  of  three  sons, 
Odin,  Vile  and  Ve,  who,  uniting  for  the  purpose,  kill  Ymer,  the 
Scandinavian  Titan.  His  blood,  which  flowed  in  torrents,  drowns 
the  other  giants,  with  the  exception  of  oner  who,  escaping  with  his 


J1847.]  Northern  Mythology.  97 

"wfe,  goes  elsewhere  to  propagate  bis  species.  From  tbe  flesh  of 
"Ymer  the  sons  of  Bor  frame  the  earth,  and  from  his  blood  the  lakes 
^nd  seas ;  his  bones  are  changed  to  mountains,  and  his  teeth  to 
stones ;  his  skull,  upheld  by  four  dwarfs,  forms  the  vault  of  Heaven, 
*ind  his  brains  the  clouds.  From  his  eyebrows  are  woven  palisades 
To  protect  the  gods  against  the  giants,  and  the  fiery  sparks  which 
iall  from  Muspelheim  are  turned  to  stars. 

There  is  also  in  the  country  of  the  giants  a  man  named  Nor, 
whose  daughter,  Night,  has  given  birth  to  Day.  Night  overruns 
the  earth  on  a  fiery  courser,  who  at  each  step  shakes  his  foaming 
rein,  and  thus  produces  dew.  Day  too  is  borne  by  a  still  more 
rapid  courser,  whose  sparkling  mane  illuminates  the  earth.  The 
sun  and  moon  are  two  beautiful  children,  stolen  by  Odin  from  their 
parents.  They  are  followed  by  two  wolves,  which  threaten  con- 
tinually to  devour  them  ;  thus  producing  such  Apidity  of  flight.  A 
similar  belief  is  found  in  the  mythology  of  other  nations.  A  Mon- 
gol tradition,  for  example,  asserts  that  the  gods  wished  to  punish 
Aracho  for  some  crime  committed,  who,  in  order  to  avoid  their  ven- 
geance, betook  himself  to  flight.  They  pursued,  but  were  unable 
to  effect  their  object.  They  demanded  from  the  sun  the  place  of 
his  concealment,  but  received  only  evasive  answers.  They  next 
addressed  themselves  to  the  moon,  who  discovered  his  retreat. 
From  that  period  Aracho  has  pursued  the  sun  and  moon  without 
cessation.  On  the  occurrence  of  an  eclipse,  the  inhabitants  of 
Mongol  believe  that  this  enemy  of  the  gods  has  suddenly  attacked 
some  star,  which  he  is  determined  to  devour;  and  assembling  in 
great  haste,  utter  loud  cries  to  distract  him  from  his  purpose. 

But  to  return  to  the  Scandinavian  world,  which  is  now  created. 
Odin  has  peopled  the  sky  with  gods,  while  the  giants  inhabit  some 
far-off  region,  the  precise  locality  of  which  Icelandic  tbeogony  dis- 
dains to  mention.  The  earth  however  still  remains  a  desert,  until 
the  gods,  wandering  one  day  along  the  borders  of  the  sea,  discover 
the  branches  of  two  trees  floating  in  the  water.  Drawing  these  to 
land,  they  form  from  them  a  man  and  woman,  calling  the  former 
Ask  and  the  latter  Ambla.  The  first  of  the  gods  presents  them  with 
a  soul  and  life  ;  the  second  with  the  power  of  movement ;  tbe  third 
with  speech,  sight  and  hearing.  This  new  act  of  creation  bears 
testimony  to  the  superstitious  reverence  with-  which  many  of  the 
Eastern  nations  regarded  certain  kinds  of  trees.  The  Greeks,  for 
instance,  placed  the  abode  of  nymphs  in  the  beech  trees,  and  de- 
manded oracular  responses  from  the  oaks  of  Dodona.  The  Druids 
collected  the  mistletoe  with  golden  hooks,  and  the  ancient  Germans 
delighted  much  in  consecrated  forests,  where  they  worshipped 
idols. 

It  is  in  one  of  these  sacred  retreats  that  they  have  represented 
Christ  as  walkings  surrounded  by  the  rays  of  his  celestial  presence, 
while  all  the  trees  are  bowed  in  humble  adoration.  The  poplar 
alone  remains  erect,  and  receives  the  following  sentence :  '  Since 
you  have  refused  to  bend  before  me,  you  shall  hereafter  bow  low 
before  the  wind  of  the  morning,  and  be  ruffled  by  the  breeze  of  eve- 
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run  to  the  printing-office  to  glance  at  one  or  two  of  the  early  '  proofs*  for  July. 
Meet  us  at  seven  to-night  on  board  *  The  Empire  ;'  for  know  that  we  are  about  to 
travel ;  gossipping  and  jotting  as  we  go.  .  .  .  We  cannot  permit  the  recent  event 
of  the  death  of  an  old  and  highly -esteemed  correspondent,  the  Rev.  William  B.  O. 
Peabody,  of  Springfield,  (Mass.,)  to  pass  unrecorded,  nor  omit  an  expression  of  the 
deep  regret  which  we  share  in  common  with  all  who  knew  him,  at  his  untimely  de- 
parture. We  say  *  untimely,'  because  although  well  prepared  to  '  go  hence,'  and 
longing  himself  to  *  depart  and  be  with  Christ,'  and  the  dear  friends  who  had  gone, 
before  him  to  the  *  better  land,'  yet  the  loss  of  a  Christian,  a  man  of  genius,  and  a 
true  poet,  in  the  very  maturity  of  his  intellectual  powers,  could  hardly  be  otherwise 
regarded,  even  by  those  who  have  been  taught  from  his  own  lips  to  bow  in  humble 
submission  to  the  solemn  behests  of  Him  who  '  doeth  all  things  well.'  We  learn 
from  the  *  Chritfian  Inquirer?  that  for  twenty-seven  years  Mr.  Peabody  labored  in 
his  Master's  work  at  Springfield ;  and  that  he  did  not  labor  in  vain  in  the  Lord,  is 
attested  by  the  deep  feeling,  akin  only  to  that  awakened  by  a  great  family  bereave- 
ment, which  has  been  excited  by  his  departure.  The  loss  of  his  wife,  some,  two 
years  since,  severely  tried  his  susceptible  and  affectionate  heart ;  and  he  had  only 
partially  recovered  from  the  effects  of  this  calamity,  when  the  death  of  an  only  daugh- 
ter, a  liberal  sharer  of  her  mother's  virtues  and  graces,  added  new  bitterness  to  the 
cup  of  sorrow  which  had  been  given  him  to  drink.  His  keen  emotions  at  this  sad 
event  are  well  expressed  in  his  own  beautiful  words : 


'  Was  mine  a  happiness  too  pure 

For  erring  man  to  know  1 
Or  why  did  Heaven  so  soou  destroy 

My  paradise  below  f 
Enchanting  as  the  vision  was, 

It  sunk  away  as  soon 
As  when,  in  quick  and  cold  eclipse, 

The  sun  grows  dark  at  noon. 

'  Days  passed  :  and  soon  the  seal  of  Death 

Made  known  that  hope  was  vain  ; 
I  knew  the  swiftly -wasting  lamp 

Would  never  burn  again  : 
The  cheek  was  pale :  the  snowy  lips 

Were  gently  Thrown  apart; 
And  life,  in  every  passing  breath, 

Seemed  gushing  from  the  heart. 


•  I  knew  those  marble  lips  to  mine 

Should  never  more  lie  pressed. 
And  floods  of  feeling,  undefiued, 

Rolled  wildly  o'er  my  brea>t : 
Low,  stiflod  sounds  and  dusky  forms 

Seem'd  moving  in  the  gloom, 
As  if  Death's  dark  array  were  come 

To  bear  thee  to  the  tomb. 

'  And  when  I  could  not  keep  the  tear 

From  gathering  in  my  eye, 
Thy  little  hand  pressed  gently  mine, 

In  token  of  reply : 
To  ask  one  more  exchange  of  love, 

Thy  look  was  upward  cast ; 
And  in  that  long  and  burning  kin, 

Thy  happy  spirit  passed  ' 


*  After  the  first  shock  of  this  last  terrible  blow  was  spent,'  says  the '  Inquirer,1  *  lie 
gave  himself  to  incessant  intellectual  labor,  and  wrote  proportion  ably  far  more  than 
at  any  period  of  his  life.  His  health  was  seen  to  be  declining,  and  his  congregation 
insisted  upon  his  taking  rest  and  recreation,  and  had  actually  sought  a  supply  for  hie 
pulpit  during  his  proposed  absence,  when  death  anticipated  and  rendered  null  all 
this  kind  consideration  for  his  needs.  On  Sunday,  the  sixteenth  of  May,  he  preached 
all  day,  and  seemingly  with  unwonted  earnestness  and  effect ;  but  it  was  his  last 
public  effort  The  next  day  he  probably  over-worked  himself  in  his  garden ;  for  on 
retiring  to  his  study  to  complete  an  article  for  one  of  our  leading  reviews,  he  was 
paralyzed  in  the  act  of  writing,  and  the  pen  fell  from  his  hand.  He  was  removed  to 
his  bed,  and  his  physician  summoned.  He  passed  a  tolerable  night,  and  in  the  morn- 
ing was  considerably  relieved ;  so  much  so,  that  he  called  his  son,  and  attempted  to 
finish  the  literary  labor  of  the  previous  day  by  dictating  to  him  what  he  should  write. 
The  effort  proved  too  great,  and  he  was  obliged  to  desist  From  that  moment  he 
never  rallied,  and  was  scarcely  able  afterward  to  speak.    On  the  day  of  hie  death. 
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his  physician  told  him  that  he  was  near  his  end,  and  asked  him  if  he  was  aware  of 
\t ;  when  he  bowed  his  head  in  assent.  On  Friday,  the  twenty -eighth  of  May,  a 
few  minutes  before  midnight,  he  gently  breathed  his  last.'  Truly  has  it  been  said* 
that  *  Religion,  Literature,  Friendship,  Humanity,  mourn  over  his  departure.'  As  a 
poet,  Mr.  Peabody  was  most  favorably  known.  There  are  not  more  than  two  Ame- 
rican writers  who  excel  him  in  felicity  of  expression  and  melody  of  versification.  His 
observation  of  nature  was  singularly  faithful,  and  his  records  of  affection  and  feeling 
find  an  answering  response  in  every  susceptible  heart  A  characteristic  example  of 
the  strong  love  of  natural  scenery,  and  the  capacity  to  depict  its  striking  features,  is 
afforded  in  the  '  Hymn  of  Nature,1  which  the  reader  will  recall  to  mind  from  the 
following  admirable  stanzas : 


'  God  of  the  dark  and  heaving  deep  1 

The  wave*  He  sleeping  ou  the  sands, 
Till  the  fierce  spirit  of  the  storm 

Hath  summoned  up  their  thundering  bands; 
The*  the  white  sails  are  dashed  with  foam, 

Or  hurry  trembling  o'er  the  sea*, 
Till,  calmed  by  thee,  the  sinking  gale 

Serenely  breathes  *  Depart  iu  peace  !' 

'  God  of  the  forest'*  solemn  shade ! 

The  grandeur  of  the  lonely  tree 
That  wrestles  singly  with  the  gule, 

Lifts  np  admiring  eyes  to  thee ; 
But  more  majestic  far  they  stand, 
.  When  side  by  side  their  ranks  they  form, 
To  wave  on  high  their  plumes  of  green, 

And  fight  their  battles  with  the  storm  1 


1  GoD  of  the  fair  and  open  sky! 

How  gloriously  above  us  springs 
The  tented  donee  of  heavenly  blue, 

Suspended  on  the  rainbow's  rings! 
Each  brilliant  star,  that  sparkles  through, 

Each  gilded  cloud,  that  wanders  free 
In  evening's  pnrple  radiance,  gives 

The  beauty  of  its  praise  to  thee. 

4  God  of  the  rolling  orbs  above  I 

Thy  name  in  written  clearly  bright 
In  the  warm  day's  unvarying  blaze, 

And  evening's  golden  shower  of  light. 
For  every  fire  that  fronts  the  sun, 

And  every  spark  that  walks  aloue 
Around  the  utmost  verge  of  heaven, 

Were  kindled  at  thy  burning  throne  i 


The  reader  will  remember  the  beautiful  lines  of  Mr.  Pkabody,  commencing 

'  Lift  high  the  curtain's  drooping  fold 
And  let  the  evening  sunlight  in ;' 

in  which  he  poured  out,  as  it  were  from  the  inner  sanctuary  of  his  spirit,  the  riches 
of  an  ardent  affection  and  a  pure  Christian  faith.  But  he  has  gone !  '  Ripe  in  the 
attainments  of  human  wisdom,  rich  in  the  resources  of  a  cultivated  intellect/  he  has 
been  called  to  depart ;  yet  the  simplicity  of  his  life,  his  kindness,  his  beneficence,  the 
goodness  and  truthfulness  of  his  character,  will  keep  his  memory  green  in  the  hearts 
of  all  who  personally  knew  him  ;  and  he  leaves  behind  him  writings  which  the  world 
will  <  not  willingly  let  die.'     Again  we  are  reminded  of  his  own  appropriate  stanzas : 


'  Behold  the  western  evening  light! 

It  melts  in  deepening  gloom ; 
8ocalm  the  Christian  sinks  away, 
Descending  to  the  tomb. 

1  The  wind  breathe*  low ;  the  withering  leaf 

8carce  whispers  from  the  tree ; 
Bo  gently  flows  the  parting  breath, 
When  good  men  cease  to  be. 

'  How  beautiful  on  all  the  hills 
The  crimson  light  is  shed  I 
T  is  like  the  peace  the  Christian  gives 
To  mourners  round  his  bed. 


'How  mildly  on  the  wandering  cloud 

The  sunset  beam  is  cast ! 
'T  is  like  the  memory  left  behind, 

When  loved  ones  breathe  thoir  last ! 

'  And  now.  above  the  dews  of  night, 

The  yellow  star  appears ; 
So  faith  springs  in  the  heart  of  those 

Whose  eyes  are  bathed  in  tears. 

'  But  soon  the  morning's  happier  light 

Its  glory  shall  restore  ; 
And  eylids  that  are  sealed  in  death 
Shall  wake,  to  close  no  more.' 


A  friend  and  correspondent,  writing  us  from  Paris,  laments  that  he  did  not,  before 
leaving  home,  make  himself  more  thoroughly  conversant  with  the  French  language. 
He  should  have  remembered  Hood's  advioe : 

'  Nbvbb  go  to  France, 

Unless  you  know  the  lingo,  .   , 

If  yon  do,  like  me 
You  11  repent,  by  Jingo  (' 
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cause,  and  succeeded  in  drawing  out  the  avowal  of  bis  love.  One' 
of  them  promised  to  seek  out  the  object  of  his  passion,  but  de- 
manded, as  a  recompense,  his  famous  sword.  The  god  consented, 
and  soon  after  espoused  his -beloved;  but  at  the  destruction  of  the 
world  he  will  be  weaponless  in  the  great  combat,  and  be  conquered 
by  the  giants. 

These  three  gods  form  the  Scandinavian  Trinity.  Next  in  order 
comes  Niord,  the  Neptune  of  the  North,  who  rules  the  waves  and 
distributes  to  his  favorites  the  treasures  of  the  sea.     Next  is  Tyr,  the 

?rotector  of  warriors ;  then  Braga,  the  god  of  poetry  and  song, 
'he  runes  are  written  in  his  language,  and  he  is  married  to  Iduna 
(Immortal  Poetry)  who,  with  her  golden  apples,  prevents  the  gods 
from  growing  old,  and  the  heavens  from  being  clothed  in  mourning. 
Heimdal  is  the  guardian  of  the  celestial  bridge,  and  the  offspring 
of  nine  mothers.  Night  and  day  he  watches  at  the  entrance  of  the 
fortress  of  the  gods  to  prevent  the  approach  of  giants.  The  Edda 
asserts  that  he  sleeps  less  than  a  bird,  while  his  sight  is  so  keen  that 
he  distinguishes  objects  hundreds  of  miles  distant,  and  his  ears  so 
fine  that  he  can  hear  the  grass  grow  in  the  valleys,  and  even  the  wool 
upon  the  backs  of  sheep. 

Balder  is  the  god  of  Benevolence  ;  the  principle  of  good.  Dream- 
ing on  a  certain  occasion  that  he  was  about  to  die,  he  recounted  his 
fears  to  Odin,  who  mounting  his  famous  horse,  descended  to  the  shades 
to  consult  the  prophetess,  and  there  learnt  the  fate  of  Balder.  Frigga, 
Odin's  queen,  when  informed  of  the  threatened  calamity,  demanded 
an  oath  from  all  things  living  that  would  not  injure  her  son  Balder. 
Unfortunately  she  omitted  a  young  tree  just  planted  near  Valhalla, 
which  was  so  small  as,  not  be  regarded  as  a  source  of  danger. 
Loki,  however,  the  principle  of  evil,  was  well  acquainted  with  what 
had  passed,  and  plucking  a  branch  from  the  neglected  tree,  reserved 
it  for  a  future  purpose.  One  day  when  the  assembled  gods  were 
playfully  pursuing  Balder  with  their  swords  and  lances,  Loki  placed 
the  fatal  branch  in  the  hands  of  the  blind  Hander,  who  laughingly 
rushed  toward  Balder  and  killed  him  on  the  spot.  At  this  misfor- 
tune a  cry  of  horror  resounded  through  the  world.  The  funeral  of 
Balder  was  conducted  with  great  pomp,  and  his  body  was  burnt,  to- 
gether with  that  of  his  wife,  and  bis  celebrated  war  horse.  All 
Nature  was  in  mourning,  and  even  Death  lamented.  Hauder  be- 
sought for  Balder  the  privilege  of  being  restored  to  life,  which  was 
assented  to,  provided  all  the  dead  and  living  would  weep  for  him. 
Odin  therefore  assembled  the  inhabitants  of  the  universe  to  join 
in  this  universal  lamentation.  The  whole  human  race  wept  for  the 
departed  god ;  the  very  stones  seemed  to  move  in  pity,  and  the 
mightiest  trees  bent  in  sorrow  at  his  fate.  One,  however,  bearing 
the  appearance  of  a  wrinkled  old  woman,  advanced,  whose  counte- 
nance was  joyous,  and  whose  eyes  refused  to  shed  a  tear.  It  was 
Loki,  who  had  thus  transformed  himself  to  escape  detection.  It 
was  his  act  alone  which  retained  Balder  in  the  realms  of  death,  and 
we  shall  hereafter  learn  the  vengeance  which  overtook  him. 
After  these  divinities,  we  must  mention  Vidar,  who  will  one  day 
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kill  the  great  wolf  Fenris,  Vali,  the  god  of  Archery,  Viler  t  the  patron 
of  skating,  and  Forsate,  who  appeases  quarrels  and  presides  in  ju- 
dicial assemblies. 

There  are  also  twelve  principal  goddesses,  among  whom  may  be 
mentioned  first,  Frigga,  the  wife  of  Odin,  who  divides  with  him  the 
souls  of  those  who  fall  in  battle.  Next  comes  Freya,  goddess  of 
Love,  who  like  Venus  has  given  her  name  to  one  of  the  days  of  the 
week  ;  Eyr,  the  great  nurse  of  the  celestials  ;  Grifione,  the  protectress 
of  virgins  ;  Lorna,  who  reconciles  lovers ;  Vara,  who  knows  the  past, 
and  Snowa,  who  protects  the  learned. 

Splendid  temples  were  erected  to  these  divinities,  and  bloody  sac- 
rifices smoked  upon  their  altars.  There  were  annually  three  great 
feasts,  in  summer,  autumn  and  mid- winter.  It  was  at  these  religious 
festivals  the  priests  slew  all  the  prisoners  of  war,  criminals  con- 
demned to  death,  multitudes  of  wild  boars  and  horses,  especially 
white  horses,  which,  as  in  Persia,  were  regarded  with  great  venera- 
tion. The  blood  of  these  victims  was  collected  in  reservoirs  of  stone 
or  brass,  and  scattered  by  the  priests  around  the  temple  and  over 
the  crowd.  The  palpitating  hearts  of  the  slain  were  then  given  to 
the  multitude,  immense  casks  of  beer  were  opened,  and  the  reli- 
gious festivals  too  often  degenerated  into  disgusting  orgies.  Each 
ninth  year  the  Scandinavians  held  a  still  more  solemn  assembly.  It 
is  asserted  by  Bishop  Ditbmar,  in  his  '  Chroniques  de  Merebourg/ 
that  on  one  of  these  occasions  ninety-nine  men  were  killed,  and  an 
equal  number  of  horses,  dogs  and  cocks  ! 

These  sacrifices  served  the  double  purpose  of  rendering  homage 
to  the  gods,  and  enabling  the  priests  to  form  prognostications  and 
foretell  events.  The  Scandinavians,  like  the  Romans,  had  a  species 
of  augury  in  which  they  placed  great  faith.  Indeed,  they  were  in 
all  respects  credulous  and  superstitious.  Amid  the  creeds  they 
professed  will  be  found  the  fatalism  of  the  Greeks,  the  Sabeism 
of  earlier  religions,  and  the  Fetism  of  the  most  ignorant  African 
races.  They  believed  in  destiny,  and  attributed  great  influence  to 
the  stars,  and  conjunctions  of  the  planets.  They  swore  by  stones, 
and  if  they  had  an  injury  to  avenge,  placed  the  head  of  a  horse  on 
a  pole  and  turned  it  as  an  evidence  of  hostility  in  the  direction  of 
their  enemy. 

The  same  peculiar  superstitions  can  be  traced  in  their  ideas  of  an 
hereafter.  Their  paradise  was  Valhalla,  which  could  be  entered 
by  five  hundred  gates.  It  contained  four  hundred  and  thirty-two 
thousand  warriors,  whose  daily  employment  was  the  renewal  of  the 
combats  they  had  fought  on  earth,  and  who,  clothed  in  armor,  were 
continually  tilting  with  each  other.  Those  who  were  wounded,  how- 
ever, in  these  celestial  tournaments  suffered  no  pain,  and  those  who 
died  apparently  beneath  the  blows  of  their  adversaries,  were  imme- 
diately restored  to  life.  The  end  of  each  day's  battle  was  the  signal 
for  the  arrangement  of  the  feasting  table,  and  the  elected  were  placed 
in  honorable  stations  near  the  gods.  Their  beverage  consisted  only 
of  milk  from  the  goat,  Heidrun,  and  unmixed  beer,  while  their  food 
was  the  smoking  members  of  a  wild  boar,  which  each  night  reap- 


pea  red  untouched.  Odin  is  stationed  in  their  midst,  though  he  neither 
eats  nor  drinks,  but  amuses  himself  by  presenting  his  portion  to  two 
wolves,  who  are  his  constant  attendants.  He  bears  also  on  his 
shoulders  two  ravens,  who,  traversing  the  earth  daily,  return  in  sea- 
son for  the  banquet,  and  whisper  to  him  the  intelligence  they  have 
collected.  The  banquet-table  of  Valhalla  is  attended  by  the  Val- 
kyries, who  are  females  of  superior  beauty  and  stature,  completely 
armed  and  managing  a  peculiar  lance  with  great  dexterity.  Tbay 
assist  at  all  battles,  and  march  around  the  fit-Id  of  death.  On  their 
heads  glitter  shining  helmets,  and  their  armor  is  without  a  spot. 
Their  furious  horses  are  represented  as  bounding  along  beneath 
them,  shaking  their  steel  bits  and  covering  the  earth  with  foam. 
They  also  mingle  with  the  combatants,  increase  their  courage,  pro- 
long the  battle,  and  at  evening  collecting  the  souls  of  the  brave  de- 
parted, bear  them  to  the  skies. 

The  hell  of  the  Scandinavians,  called  Hellat  is  situated  in  the  ex- 
treme north,  and  traversed  by  nine  rivers  whose  waters  are  dark  and 
turbulent.  It  is  surrounded  by  eternal  night,  and  its  approach  is 
winding  and  obscure.  When  Honnodr  descended  to  search  for  his 
brother  Balder,  he  journeyed  for  niue  nights  across  gloomy  and 
silent  valleys.  It  is  to  this  sad  abode  that  the  wicked  are  condemned, 
though  the  nature  of  their  punishment  is  not  related  in  the  Edda. 
The  abodes  of  the  condemned  are  represented  among  other  nations 
of  the  north  by  the  same  picture  of  darkness  and  silence.  It  is  a 
custom  of  the  Laplanders,  in  burying  their  dead,  to  place  a  tinder- 
box  by  the  side  of  the  departed,  that  he  may  light  himself  through 
the  gloomy  passages  leading  to  the  other  world.  A  Finnish  tra<  i 
relates  that  a  mother  was  mourning  the  death  of  her  little  child, 
when  the  decease  of  its  father  was  suddenly  announced  to  her,  '  It  is 
well/  she  exclaimed ;  '  he  is  strong,  and  can  carry  my  poor  infant  to 
the  land  of  the  departed  V 

The  Scandinavian  hierarchy  is  given  as  found  in  the  ancient 
Hdda.  Its  gods  may  be  considered  as  the  representatives  of  moral 
order ,  supreme  wisdom  and  justice.  But  opposed  to  all  this  we  find 
Loki  the  Principle  of  Evil.  He  is  the  Typhon,  the  Ahiran  of  this 
Mythology.  By  birth  he  belongs  to  the  perverse  race  of  the  giants, 
while  his  beauty  and  intelligence  assimilate  him  to  the  gods.  By  his 
vices  he  is  fitted  for  the  chief  of  the  infernal  spirits.  A  skilful 
Proteus,  active  and  insinuating  in  his  speech  and  manners,  he  un- 
dergoes all  possible  transformations,  adapting  his  ready  tones  to 
falsehood  and  deceit.  The  gods,  it  is  true,  avail  themselves  of  his 
services,  for  he  is  peculiarly  adroit,  yet  be  deceives  while  serving 
them,  and  his  hatred  is  implacable.  He  has  two  children  by  his  wife 
Signe,  and  by  his  intercourse  with  the  daughter  of  a  giant  is  the 
father  of  three  monsters,  the  great  Midgard  Serpent,  whose  folds 
encircle  the  earth,  Hela,  the  goddess  of  Death,  and  the  Wolf  Fenris. 
The  gods,  foreseeing  that  this  wolf  would  prove  their  enemy,  en- 
deavored, but  for  along  while  in  vain,  to  chain  him.  They  at  length 
formed  a  magic  cord,  light  and  fragile  in  appearance,  which  they 
desired  to  persuade  Fenris  to  wear  by  way  of  ornament,     ■  No/ 
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responded  the  wolf;  •  I  fear  treachery.  One  "of  you  must  guarantee 
£Ood  faith,  by  placing  his  hand  in  my  mouth,  while  I  make  trial  of 
it'  Tyer  consented  to  do  so,  and  paid  the  forfeit  with  his  hand,  but 
the  gods  succeeded  in  their  purpose.  The  chain  was  finally  secured 
to  a  huge  rock,  and  guarded  by  a  moveable  sword,  which  prevented 
the  monster  from  biting  his  fetters  in  pieces. 

Having  thus  triumphed  over  their  most  fearful  enemy,  the  gods 
next  determined  to  punish  the  crimes  of  Loki.  In  this  they  were 
also  baffled  for  a  long  period.  Fleeing  from  them,  he  constructed  a 
habitation,  open  on  all  sides,  from  which  he  could  discover  the  ap- 
proach of  his  pursuers,  and  generally  escaped  by  some  sudden  meta- 
morphose. On  one  occasion  he  changed  himself  into  a  salmon,  and 
took  refuge  in  a  river.  The  gods  fished  for  him  with  a  net,  and 
Thor  finally  seized  him  by  the  tail  at  the  moment  he  was  plotting 
some  new  transformation.  Chaining  him  between  two  rocks,  they 
placed  a  serpent  above  his  head,  which  covered  him  incessantly  with 
venom.  But  his  wife  Syne,  faithful  still  in  this  misfortune,  seated 
herself  by  his  side  -and  received  the  poison  in  a  basin  ;  when  how- 
ever this  is  filled,  and  she  rises  to  empty  its  contents,  the  venom  falls 
upon  the  body  of  Loki,  and  causes  such  convulsions,  that  he  tears 
himself  in  agony,  thus  producing  earthquakes. 

But  the  reign  of  the  gods  is  limited.  The  day  is  coming  when 
the  genii  of  evil,  bursting  their  fetters,  will  effect  the  destruction  of 
the  world.  This  period  will  be  announced  by  frightful  portents. 
Three  dreary  winters  will  succeed  each  other,  while  not  one  ray  of 
light  will  illume  the  sky ;  no  spring-flower  will  bloom  in  the  vallies  ; 
not  a  blade  of  grass  will  grow  upon  the  hills.  Famine  and  pesti- 
lence will  scourge  the  earth.  Hatred  will  divide  families,  and  bro- 
thers will  murder  each  other.  All  ties  of  affection  will  be  sundered. 
There  will  be  no  longer  a  domestic  hearth,  or  love  or  virtue.  Crime 
will  fasten  itself  on  the  souls  of  men  like  a  cancer,  and  those  who 
continue  just  will  sigh  for  the  quiet  of  the  tomb.  Suddenly  the 
earth  will  tremble  to  its  centre,  the  trees  be  uprooted  and  the  moun- 
tain broken  into  fragments.  The  stars  will  fall  from  heaven,  two 
wolves  will  devour  the  sun  and  moon,  and  the  universe  will  be, 
plunged  in  darkness.  The  ocean,  restrained  no  longer  in  its  bed  by 
the  hand  of  the  Creator,  will  overflow  the  globe,  and  upon  its  stormy 
waters  will  be  seen  approaching  the  ship  Nagelfar,  filled  with  giants 
seeking  out  the  dead.  The  Serpent  Mid  gar  d  will  lash  the  waves 
into  still  wilder  fury,  as  he  spits  his  venom  to  the  air.  The  wolf 
Fenris,  advancing  with  rage,  will  touch  with  one  jaw  the  heavens, 
while  the  other  rests  upon  the  earth.  Loki,  will  march  like  Anti- 
Christ  at  the  head  of  all  these  monsters,  and  Surtur  will  attend  him 
with  his  flaming  sword.  * 

From  the  outposts  of  the  celestial  fortress,  Heimdall  will  sound 
an  alarm  which  will  reecho  through  the  world.  Odin  will  hasten 
to  consult  the  well  of  Meimer,  while  the  gods  prepare  for  combat. 
Surtur  will  overcome  the  love-sick  Freyer,  who  has  parted  with  his 
sword.  He  will  destroy  the  serpent,  and  fall  himself  beneath  its 
venom.  The  wolf  Fenris  will  devour  Odin,  but  the  powerful  Vidar 
vol.  xxz.  14 
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with  an  iron  grasp  will  tear  his  jaws  asunder.  Loki  and  Heimdal 
will*  slay  each  other,  and  Surtur,  the  genius  of  fire,  will  embrace  the 
universe. 

The  world  will  pass  away,  as  represented  in  the  Apocalypse,  the 
Zendervesta  and  the  Vedas.  Its  inhabitants  will  perish  by  fire,  and 
the  race  of  gods  be  annihilated.  But  from  the  bosom  of  the  waters 
will  arise  a  new  world,  more  beautiful  and  fertile  than  the  former, 
and  Balder  will  revisit  it.  Vida  and  Vali  will  alone  outlive  the  gods. 
A  child  of  the  sun  will  light  up  this  new  universe  with  rays  still 
brighter,  and  the  human  family  will  be  renewed  as  the  descendants 
of  the  two  who  have  escaped  destruction.  To  Vahalla  will  succeed 
a  still  more  glorious  paradise,  and  Hela  will  be  replaced  by  a  new 
Hell,  The  sun,  blessed  by  the  gods,  will  cause  the  earth  to  bring 
forth  spontaneously,  and  eternal  spring  will  dawn  upon  the  world. 
The  gods  will  find  again  the  golden  tablets  of  the  *  Azers,'  and,  as- 
sembled in  council,  will  recall  the  past. 

Thus  closes  the  Scandinavian  Mythology ;  similar  in  its  features 
and  end  to  the  mysteries  and  belief  other  nations,  animated  with 
hopes  that  go  far  beyond  this  fleeting  world,  and  by  sorrows  which, 
too  great  for  endurance,  seek  the  destruction  of  a  realm  where  all 
men  suffer,  and  by  faith,  which  builds  upon  its  ruins  an  ideal  region 
pf  unending  bliss. 


THE       CONSUMPTIVE, 
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She  Ib  fading,  slowly  fading 

From  our  vision  now ; 
Death  a  cypress  wreath  is  braiding 

For  that  marble  brow  ; 
But  the  lingering  soul  still  gazes 

Through  that  dark  blue  eye, 
As  the  son,  departing,  blazes 

Through  the  western  sky. 

She  is  fading,  fading  slowly 

From  our  sight  away  ; 
In  the  cold  grave,  dark  and  lowly, 

She  must  soon  decay. 
On  that  cheek  the  red  is  flushing 

For  a  moment  brief, 
Like  the  hues  of  autumn  blushing 

On  the  falling  leaf. 

O'er  that  couch  where  friends  are  sighing, 

Death,  with  raven  wings, 
Like  a  commorant  is  flying, 

And  a  dirge  he  sings ! 
She  is  fading,  fading  slowly, 

Finished  is  her  course  ; 
In  the  church-yard,  dank  and  lowly, 

Lies  that  maiden's  corse ! 
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Flowers  of  the  Church-yard ! 

Ye  are  as  bright  of  hue 
At  sisters  that  in  greener  spots 
Quaff  drops  of  morning  dew : 
A  charm  to  the  home  of  Death  ye  gave, 
Springing  in  beauty  on  Childhood's  grave  \ 
Waving  your  heads  in  the  wind,  to  and  fro, 
Types  of  the  innocent  sleeper  below. 


Flowers  of  the  Church-yard  ! 

A  part  of  her  ye  seem 
Who  in  that  heavy  slumber  lies 
That  knows  no  pleasant  dream : 
I  saw  her  blue  eyes  in  your  violet  gems, 
The  grace  of  her  form  in  your  flexible  stems, 
In  diamonds  of  morn  on  your  petals  that  lay 
Her  tears,  that  the  sunshine  of  joy  chased  away. 


Flowers  of  the  Church-yard  ! 

Your  leaves  are  odorous  still } 
Ye  died  before  the  biting  frost 
Of  winter-time  could  kill : 
Though  vanished  our  lost  one  from  earth's  fading  bowers, 
Remembrance  of  her  is  like  fragrance  of  flowers ; 
She  dawned  on  our  vision,  a  creature  of  light, 
And  passed  ere  the  day  was  o'er-clouded  by  night 


Flowers  of  the  Church-yard ! 

Her  narrow  house  was  cold  ; 
Ye  sprang,  and  warmed  with  summer  tints 
The  damp  and  gloomy  mould : 
Thus  came,  when  the  path  of  existence  was  drear, 
Our  darling  the  hearth  of  our  homestead  to  cheer, 
But,  ah !  when  our  blossom  was  fairest  to  sight, 
Gnawed  the  worm  of  decay,  and  descended  the  blight  i 


Flowers  of  the  Church-yard ! 

Another  spring  will  wake 
A  painted  band  as  deep  in  dye 
Her  grave-couch  bright  to  make ; 
But,  ah !  never  more  will  our  threshold  be  crossed 
By  mortal  the  peer  of  our  loved  and  our  lost ; 
Darkened  earth  was  too  poor  such  a  treasure  to  own  — 
Heaven's  casket  is  meet  for  such  jewels  alone. 


THE      IDLEBERG      PATERS 


OUR      PuETS. 


Poetry  is  usually  associated  in  the  mind  with  rural  and  solitary 
scenes.  The  Muse,  as  though  the  roar  of  busy  cities  were  all  at 
discord  with  her  own  softer  measures,  flies  far  from  the  thronged 
haunts  of  men,  and  makes  her  home  on  the  mountain-top,  or  amid 
the  sublime  solitudes  of  the  sea,  or  in  some  secluded  valley,  where 
birds  and  brooks  and  verdure  and  flowers  furnish  her  most  conge- 
nial associations.  The  poet  seems  out.  of  place  in  the  busy  marts 
of  commerce,  where  the  warmest  impulses  of  the  heart  are  moulded 
into  conventional  forms,  and  naught  of  nature  is  seen,  save  here 
and  there,  in  random  spots  of  herbage,  with  stunted  trees  that  seem 
to  pine  for  their  native  solitudes,  while  even  the  boundless  heavens 
above  them  seem  contracted  within  the  dimensions  of  an  artificial 
sky-light.  But  when  in  scenes  remote  from  these  we  find  a  vale 
like  that  of  Tempe,  (and  there  are  many  such,  unchronicled,  still 
in  the  world,)  or  a  rude  hamlet  with  romantic  hills  and  streams 
about  it,  or  a  village  embowered  among  trees,  with  here  and  there 
a  taper  spire  pointing  toward  Heaven,  we  feel  that  there  a  poet 
should  have  been  born,  and  lived,  and  sung,  though  perhaps  in  rude 
numbers,  some  of  the  songs  that  Nature  taught  him  there. 

In  accordance  with  these  remarks,  reader,  you  would  most  cer- 
tainly expect  to  find  a  poet  at  Idleberg ;  otherwise  you  might  be 
sure  the  race  of  rhyming  geniuses  was  extinct,  and  the  world  must 
accommodate  itself  to  prosers  forever  after.  We  boasted,  not  long 
since,  a  pair  of  these  *  Sons  of  Song  j*  but  we  have  lost  them,  and 
I  will  tell  you  how  and  why  Idleberg  is  now  poetless* 

Do  not  smile  when  I  inform  you  that  one  of  our  poets  is  by  trade 
an  humble  cobbler.  In  the  land  which  gave  birth  to  Franklin  and 
Sherman  and  the  'Learned  Blacksmith,'  we  do  not  regard  the  tex- 
ture of  the  garment,  or  the  nature  of  the  calling,  if  the  man  be  the 
*  gold  for  a'  that/  Genius  is  no  respecter  of  persons,  or  if  it  be, 
chooses  moat  frequently  to  adorn  the  lot  of  the  humble  and  the  poor. 
I  shall  not  venture  to  decide  whether  the  wealth  she  confers  be  not 
more  enviable  than  all  the  splendors  of  adventitious  opulence. 

It  has  been  many  years  since  our  cobbler-poet  first  made  his  ap- 
pearance in  the  village.  He  came  originally  from  England,  whence 
in  a  freak  of  his  genius  he  eloped  with  the  object  of  an  early  and 
romantic  attachment.  He  reached  the  land  of  hie  adoption  almost 
penniless,  but  soon  found  employment  in  one  of  the  cities  on  the 
Atlantic  sea -board,  and  went  bravely  to  work.  He  had  the  misfor- 
tune, as  most  persons  regard  it,  to  be  born  a  poet,  and  the  Muse 
occupied  the  intervals  of  his  daily  toil.  He  became  a  welcome 
contributor  to  some  of  the  best  periodicals  of  the  day  j  and  I  have 
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seen  in  certain  old  numbers  of  the  *  Casket/  which  are  still  in  his 
possession,  some  of  his  original  poems,  which  possess  much  real 
merit.  Their  general  tone  is  one  of  sadness ;  and  they  are  full  of 
tender  recollections  of  his  childhood  and  his  fatherland,  and  of  vain 
repinjngs  on  account  of  the  adverseness  of  Fortune.  Too  often, 
however,  while  his  pen  was  busy,  the  implements  of  his  humble 
craft  lay  idle  on  his  bench,  and  the  impatient  customer  was  dis- 
missed with  a  request  to  '  call  again/  Then  came  poverty  -and 
want,  and  then  —  it  must  be  written  —  then  came  the  bottle,  with 
its  damning  poison,  to  sear  his  brain  and  feed  upon  his  life-blood. 
They  can  never  be  written  —  the  struggles  of  genius  with  po- 
verty and  all  adverse  allotments.  Yet  we  would  not  have  it  other- 
wise. The  obstacles  which  oppose  the  progress  of  meaner  minds 
are  but  the  teachers  of  the  great.  If  adversity  has  its  trials,  it  also 
has  its  rewards.  It  is  in  the  conflict,  and  not  in  repose,  that  the  eye 
brightens  and  the  arm  gains  strength.  Genius,  like  gold,  must  be 
tried  by  the  fire.  Our  Miltons  must  be  blind  to  external  nature  ere 
the  eyes  of  the  soul  can  behold  objects  of  truest  sublimity,  and  our 
Shakspeares  and  Johnsons  and  Goldsmiths  must  write,  for  bread, 
the  immortal  sentiments  which  opulence  would  have  concealed 
from  them  and  from  us  forever. 

Yet  there  are  those  who  would  quench  the  aspirations  of  the 
humble  and  the  gifted.  They  would  teach  him  that  *  man  can  live 
on  bread  alone/  while  his  better  nature  is  famishing.  But  it  is  often 
a  sublime  spectacle,  while  the  favorites  of  fortune  are  pursuing  the  * 
idle  pleasures  of  the  hour,  to  witness  the  noble  struggles  of  genius, 
surmounting  every  obstacle,  with  the  brave  word  '  Excelsior'  burst- 
ing from  his  lips.  I  confess  I  am  an  apologist  for  those  who,  de- 
spite adversity,  thus  seek  to  achieve  a  proud  destiny.  If  the  world 
is  to  grow  wiser  and  better,  to  these  the  noble  mission  is  allotted ; 
and  whether,  like  Johnson  from  the  garret,  or  Burns  from  the  plough, 
let  them  speak,  and  men  will  hear  them,  though  they  may  deny  them 
bread. 

Our  cobbler-poet  grew  poorer  every  day,  until  his  necessities 
drove  him  from  the  city  to  seek  employment  elsewhere.  From  city 
to  city,  from  town  to  town,  he  wandered,  in  obedience  to  the  whims 
of  his  fancy,  earning  a  scanty  living  meanwhile  by  toiling  at  his 
trade ;  and  after  several  years  of  this  erratic  life,  his  fortunes 
brought  him  hither.  Through  all  his  reverses  his  wife  clung  to  him 
with  all  the  tenderness  of  a  woman's  devotion.  If  her  lot  was  a 
hard  one,  she  bore  it  without  a  murmur ;  and  he  has  more  than 
once  assured  me  that  but  for  her  unflagging  sympathy  through  all 
his  misfortunes,  life  would  often  have  been  to  him  an  insupportable 
burthen. 

In  the  congenial  quiet  of  our  village  this  restless  *  son  of  genius' 
seemed  at  length  to  have  found  repose.  He  went  faithfully  to  work, 
and  in  his  leisure  hours  he  still  remembered  that  he  had  been  born  a 
poet.  His  Muse,  which  had  never  deserted  him,  held  delightful 
communion  with  him  in  the  shade  of  our  green  valleys  and  along 
our  murmuring  brooks.    His  little  shop  rang  with  the  hum.  of  in- 


dustry,  and  the  village  newspaper,  though  devoted  mainly  to  the 
more  important  topics  of  politics  and  agriculture,  was  often  embel- 
lished with  specimens  of  his  original  poetry.  The  man  who  so 
strangely  combined  the  rare  qualities  of  the  skilful  artisan  and  the 
ingenious  poet,  soon  became  the  '  lion*  of  the  town  ;  until,  flattered 
by  his  successes,  or  disheartened  by  some  unforeseen  disappoint- 
ment, he  soon  relapsed  into  his  old  ways,  and  left  us  to  mourn  over 
the  prostitution  of  his  genius.  Thus  he  lived  on  for  several  years, 
indulging  by  turns  the  various  promptings  of  his  eccentric  nature  \ 
now  pursuing  his  trade  with  busy  industry,  now  inditing  rhymes  for 
the  entertainment  of  the  town,  and  now  rioting  in  the  fumes  of  the 
bowl,  and  stalking  for  days  through  the  streets  like  a  madman. 

An  event  at  length  occurred  which  proved  an  omen  of  better 
days  for  our  poet.  Every  body  remembers  the  history  of  the 
Washingtonians.  Their  advent  to  the  village  found  our  hero  in 
the  height  of  a  protracted  *  spree/  He  listened  among  a  crowded 
auditory  to  the  history  of  one  who  had  been  redeemed  from  the 
mastery  of  the  bowl.  He  heard,  and  wept,  and  resolved ;  and  to 
the  astonishment  and  gratification  of  all,  was  among  the  first  to  sign 
the  '  pledge/ 

We  are  told  that  *  there  is  joy  in  Heaven  over  one  sinner  that 
repenteth/  There  is  similar  joy  sometimes  on  earth,  no  doubt,  for 
we  felt  it  in  the  hope  of  the  restoration  of  this  son  of  misfortune  to 
virtue  and  happiness.  Friends  who  had  long  been  estranged, 
thronged  about  him  ;  and  no  language  can  depict  the  new  life 
which  glowed  in  the  bosom  of  his  wife.  His  countenance,  once 
haggard  with  care,  grew  radiant  with  healthful  smiles.  His  fancy 
teemed  with  bright  thoughts  and  glowing  imagery  j  and  nature, 
though  long  veiled  in  clouds,  now  seemed  but  a  fairy  garden,  bloom- 
ing with  delights  to  minister  to  his  enjoyment,  and  furnish  themes 
for  his  rapt  contemplation. 

Our  regenerated  hero  was  not  content  to  share  alone  the  magical 
virtues  of  the  pledge  ;  but,  like  a  shipwrecked  mariner  who  has 
gained  the  shore,  lie  stood  aloft  to  wave  the  signal  of  hope  to  other 
victims  of  the  same  catastrophe.  His  burning  eloquence  always 
attracted  crowded  auditories,  and  I  have  seldom  been  more  moved 
by  human  words  than  while  listening,  as  I  have  often  done,  to  his 
stirring  harangues.  His  fame  soon  spread  far  and  wide,  and  he 
awoke,  almost  within  a  day,  from  a  life  of  obscurity  and  shame  to 
a  career  of  distinction  and  usefulness. 

He  soon  discovered  that  it  was  not  difficult,  by  systematic  efforts, 
to  combine  activity  in  his  humble  calling  with  the  assiduous  cultiva- 
tion of  his  mind.  With  increasing  competence  and  reawakened 
hopes  came  a  longing  for  the  comforts  of  Home ;  a  word  whose 
sacred  beauty  had  long  been  unknown  to  him.  He  purchased  a 
lawn  in  the  suburbs  of  the  village,  out  in  the  fresh  air  and  among 
the  forest-trees,  where  the  birds  would  come  and  sing  all  day  for 
him.  Here  he  erected  as  neat  a  cottage  as  poet  would  wish  to 
dwell  in.  His  garden  was  tastefully  designed,  and  decorated  with 
the  choicest  flowers.     His  wife  moved  cheerfully  about,  the  mistress 
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of  her  homestead,  singing  at  her  welcome  task.  As  they  were 
childless,  and  people  must  have  pets,  bis  premises  were  populated 
^vith  canaries  and  ring-doves  and  mocking-birds  and  English  rabbits 
and  Newfoundland  dogs.  His  little  parlor  was  appropriately  fur- 
nished, its  windows  overlooking  the  garden  and  the  lawn,  while  his 
library  was  supplied  with  many  choice  books,  especially  the  works 
of  his  favorite  poets.  So  that  with  books,  and  friends,  and  home, 
and  virtue,  and  contentment,  the  lot  of  the  humble  poet  seemed  one 
which  many  a  titled  monarch  might  well  have  envied. 

Would  that  we  could  leave  our  hero  here ;  but  the  victory,  alas ! 
was  not  complete.  If  he  who  after  years  of  anxious  toil  and  the 
most  lavish  expenditure  had  constructed  a  splendid  palace,  should 
suddenly  apply  thereto  the  incendiary  torch,  that  he  might  gaze  with 
rapture  as  the  flames  burst  from  the  roof  and  wreathed  themselves 
around  the  crumbling  columns,  he  would  be  justly  proclaimed  a 
madman  ;  yet  not  more  justly  than  our  unfortunate  son  of  genius. 
One  single  step  of  error,  in  an  hour  of  temptation,  led  to  another, 
until  friend  after  friend  abandoned  him,  and  the  fair  fabric  of  his 
hopes  was  levelled  to  the  dust.  The  flowers  drooped  in  his  garden ; 
his  canaries  died  of  starvation,  and  his  wife  soon  resumed  the  lan- 
guid, hopeless  gait  of  a  drunkard's  wife ;  and  the  more  recent  ex- 
ploit of  this  eccentric  son  of  the '  Sacred  Nine'  was  to  don  a  martial 
coat  and  plume,  shoulder  a  musket,  and  march  off  at  the  sound  of 
the  drum  to  wage  war  with  the  Mexicans. 

We  can  form  no  definite  anticipations  of  our  poet's  future  career. 
The  news  has  reached  him  of  the  sale  of  his  home  and  library,  and 
we  have  recently  seen  a  touching  poem  from  his  pen,  written  from 
beneath  the  walls  of  Monterey,  deploring  in  eloquent  language  the 
forfeiture  of  his  well-earned  treasures.  We  trust  that  the  stern 
realities  of  a  soldier's  life  have  restored  him  to  reason.  We  hope 
for  the  best,  and  with  good  reason  too ;  for  we  learn  that  as  he  sits 
by  the  camp-fire  or  paces  his  lonely  sentinel  path,  his  countenance 
is  beginning  to  brighten  with  hope,  and  he  speaks  with  confidence 
of  the  victory  he  has  gained  over  a  foe  far  more  formidable  to  him 
than  are  all  die  battalions  of  '  magnanimous'  Mexico. 

We  turn  to  a  brighter  picture;  the  career  of  our  other  poet 
When  I  forget  the  dearest  associations  of  my  school-boy  days,  I 
shall  cease  to  remember  him,  and  not  before.  Our  Alma  Mater 
presided  in  a  quaint  barn-like  edifice,  with  a  bull's-eye  at  either 
gable-end,  and  a  pigmy  steeple  on  the  roof  for  the  protection  of  a 
nondescript  instrument  of  music  that  jangled  like  a  cow-bell.  The 
building,  from  its  elevated  position,  commanded  the  view  of  an  ex- 
tensive campus,  dotted  with  shade-trees,  and  presenting  a  varied 
landscape  of  gentle  undulations  and  deep  ravines ;  and  purer  than 
the  waters  of  Helicon,  and  sweeter  than  the  nectar  of  the  gods,  was 
the  fountain  that  gushed  from  a  grotto  hard-by,  to  refresh  us  for  the 
difficult  task  or  the  manly  pastime. 

Those  trees,  with  their  bright  foliage  and  grateful  shade,  were 
om  own ;  for  each  tyro  had  transplanted  some  choice  shoot  from 
the  neighboring  wood,  and  felt  ever  after  a  kind  of  paternal  inte- 
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rest  in  its  growth  and  beauty.  It  has  little  to  do  with  my  story,  but 
I  shall  never  forget  the  holiday,  many  years  ago,  when  after  a  care- 
ful selection,  I  tore  a  stripling  elm  from  its  native  earth,  and  trans- 
planted it  deep  within  the  soil  of  our  campus.  It  was  my  first  essay 
in  horticulture,  and  yet  the  tree  thrived  as  though  all  the  dews  and 
sunshine  of  Heaven  had  been  appropriated  to  itself.  It  may  seem 
a  slight  thing  to  plant  a  tree  ;  yet  it  is  laboring  for  posterity:  The 
elm-tree,  planted  years  ago  by  a  thoughtless  tyro,  gives  every  pro- 
mise of  rapid  growth  and  majestic  beauty;  and  it  is  a  pleasing 
thought  to  me,  that  in  years  to  come,  troop  after  troop  of  joyous 
school-boys,  loitering  about  my  old  paths,  shall  admire  its  brilliant 
foliage,  and  rest  beneath  its  grateful  shade,  long  after  he  who 
planted  it  there,  and  now  writes  its  story,  shall  have  passed  away 
and  been  forgotten. 

It  was  among  such  sacred  associations  as  these  that  I  first  knew 
and  loved  the  poet.  We  were  '  chums,'  in  the  most  comprehensive 
sense  of  the  term.  The  accidents  and  incidents  of  school-boy  life 
were  shared  in  common.  The  tedious  hours  of  confinement  and 
recitation ;  the  welcome  holiday ;  the  exhilarating  pastime ;  the 
repose  from  study  and  from  play ;  ever  found  us  side  by  side,  and 
hand  in  hand.  He  confided  to  me  all  the  inmost  secrets  of  his  bo* 
som,  and  favored  me  with  a  perusal  of  all  his  verses.  Poetry  was 
as  much  indigenous  to  him  as  song  to  the  bird  or  fragrance  to  the 
rose.  The  works  of  the  great  poets  of  every  age  had  inspired  him 
with  their  own  noble  sentiments  and  lofty  aspirations.  The  judg- 
ment of  a  tyro  in  such  matters  is  of  course  imperfect ;  but  I  am  sure 
I  have  never  seen  more  palpable  traces  of  early-genius  than  in  the 
school-boy  rhymes  of  this  village  poet. 

As  I  have  said,  we  were  inseparable.  There  were  strange  wild 
hopes  and  fancies  in  those  two  young  heads  as  we  pored  over  our 
books,  or  sat  by  the  fountain,  or  wandered  through  the  wood.  The 
world  was  all  a  flowery  paradise,  and  human  hearts  were  full  of  love 
and  tenderness,  and  there  were  no  such  monsters  as  care  or  sorrow 
in  all  our  universe.  The  visible  creation,  with  its  sublime  land- 
scapes, its  gorgeous  sunsets,  its  rivers  and  its  lakes ;  the  ocean  yet 
unseen  and  inaudible  to  us,  yet  seen  and  heard  through  our  favorite 
poets,  as  a  familiar  thing,  with  all  its  billowy  expanse  and  its  cease- 
less roar ;  the  heavens,  in  their  noonday  glory  and  their  midnight 
sublimity  ;  all  these  seemed  to  our  young  eyes  and  hearts  the  handi- 
work of  Him  whose  name  is  Love,  and  whose  mandate  was  to  be 
grateful  and  enjoy. 

The  mind  of  man,  the  sublimest  creation  of  Deity,  was  a  fre- 
quent theme  of  our  musings.  Philosophy  led  us  to  explore  the  hid- 
den mysteries  of  nature  and  the  human  heart.  History  pointed  us 
to  great  battle-fields ;  to  heroes  and  statesmen  and  bards.  Poetry 
delighted  us  with  its  gorgeous  imagery,  its  noble  sentiments,  its  sub- 
lime pictures  of  the  heroic  and  the  beautiful.  And  thus  in  that 
young  and  dreamy  morning  of  life  we  communed  with  the  spirits 
of  the  great  and  the  good  of  all  ages.  We  wandered  in  fancy, 
hand  in  hand,  over  all  consecrated  ground.     We  sat,  humble  lis- 
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tenors,  at  the  feet  of  philosophers  and  bards.  We  paced  the  long 
corridors  of  temples,  whose  sole  vestiges  are  solitary  ruins,  and 
drank  at  bright  fountains,  whose  waters  have  been  dried  up  for 
centuries. 

Then  came  a  thirst  for  travel.  When  we  grew  to  be  men, 
though  it  seemed  to  be  far  off,  we  would  see  *  the  world.'  We 
would  visit  the  scenes  of  which  we  had  read  with  such  interest ;  we 
would  stand  where  the  heroes  of  antiquity  had  stood,  centuries  be- 
fore, and  hold  still  closer  communion  with  them  there.  Athens  and 
Rome,  with  their  sublime  ruins ;  and  Venice,  with  its  gondolas  and 
palaces  and  prisons ;  and  Italy,  with  its  time-worn  monuments  of 
art ;  and  Palestine,  with  its  sacred  city  and  its  accursed  sea.  All 
these  were  the  Meccas  of  our  dreams.  Such  were  our  visions ; 
vain  and  idle,  perhaps,  yet  full  of  unalloyed  happiness ;  and  when 
we  remember  those  days,  with  all  their  bright  hopes,  we  feel  that 
such  are  the  privileges  of  youth,  and  that  we  did  not  spend  an  hour 
amiss. 

A  radical  change  in  due  course  of  time  came  suddenly  over  my 
friend  the  poet;  whom,  for  want  of  a  bettor  name,  I  shall  call 
David.  The  incidents  of  a  single  day  diverted  the  entire  current 
of  his  thoughts,  and  exhibited  his  character  in  a  new  and  most  in- 
teresting light.  The  reader  will  perhaps  readily  imagine  the  ordeal 
to  which  I  refer. 

It  was  May-day,  and  a  queen  was  to  be  crowned  in  the  village. 
The  last  of  the  April  showers  had  fallen  on  the  demise  of  that  fickle 
month,  and  washed  the  face  of  Nature  as  bright  as  that  of  a  babe 
on  a  birth-day  or  a  christening.  The  village  glowed  in  all  its  gar- 
dens and  copses  and  orchards  with  foliage  and  flowers  of  every  hue. 
The  birds,  as  if  resolved  to  keep  the  holiday  too,  made  the  air 
bright  and  vocal  with  their  plumage  and  their  songs.  Every  breeze 
was  laden  with  perfumes,  and  in  almost  every  dwelling  of  this  pro- 
lific town  there  were  young  and  innocent  hearts  which  seemea  to 
have  gathered  freshness  and  purity  from  the  flowers  they  nurtured, 
and  to  beat  with  new  life  in  anticipation  of  the  festive  scene. 

The  genius  of  our  poet  had  been  called  into  requisition  some 
days  before,  to  contribute  to  the  pleasures  of  the  festivity.  It  was 
his  congenial  task  to  write  the  recitations  due  to  the  ceremony  of 
crowning  the  Queen  of  May,  and  he  had  been  busy  composing  ad- 
dresses for  Her  Gracious  Majesty,  and  all  the*  Seasons,  and  the 
Nymphs  and  the  Graces,  and  the* heathen  gods  and  goddesses. 

The  day  of  days  at  length  arrived.  -  Every  body  had  predicted 
for  a  month  previous  that  it  would  be  sure  to  rain  hard  on  May-day ; 
but  the  '  clerk  of  the  weather'  kindly  favored  the  sport,  and  show* 
cred  down  a  flood  of  sunshine  that  proved  every  body  to  have  been 
false  prophets.  The  excitement  had  become  intense  among  the  lit- 
tle ones,  who  were  to  aid  in  the  coronation ;  and  the  guardian- angels 
who  watched  over  innocence  at  Idleberg  on  the  night  before  the 
first  of  May,  must  have  been  sadly  perplexed  as  the  restless  fairies 
•tossed  to  and  fro  all  night,  conning  their  speeches  over  and  over 
until  they  had  well  nigh  forgotten  every  word  of  them,  and  spring- 
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irig  up  at  early  dawn  to  be  dressed  betimes  for  the  day.  Such 
starching  and  ironing  of  white  frocks,  that  should  have  been  ready 
the  day  before,  but  for  the  April  shower ;  such  running  to  the  shops 
for  ribbons  and  sashes ;  such  plaiting  of  hair  and  binding  of  wreaths 
and  bouquets,  with  mammas  and  nurses  and  waiting-maids  racing 
every  where  and  in  every  body's  way,  until  Idleberg  seemed  to 
have  awaked  from  the  slumber  of  ages  ;  and  the  old  grandmothers 
declared  that  all  the  young  people  had  gone  hopelessly  mad. 

The  appointed  hour  came  at  last,  though  all  the  time-pieces  did 
lag  hours  behind  their  time.  A  grove  within  the  village  suburbs 
had  been  selected  as  the  scene  of  the  mimic  coronation ;  and 
thither,  with  its  scores  of  bright  faces  and  beautiful  costumes,  the 
procession  moved  like  a  living  stream  of  flowers.  They  had  music, 
too,  from  the  amateur  band  of  the  village  ;  and  as  they  gathered 
about  the  scene  of  their  revels,  every  eye  bright  with  hope,  and 
every  countenance  beaming  with  innocence  and  joy,  I  thought  it  a 
vision  of  loveliness  such  as  I  had  never  before  witnessed. 

The  poet,  of  course,  was  there,  for  he  had  composed  the  little 
drama  of  the  day,  and  with  a  poet's  true  heart  he  loved  passionately 
such  pictures  of  youth  and  innocence.  He  listened  with  pride  as 
the  play  went  on,  and  when  the  Queen  of  the  day,  the  beautiful 

Lucy ,  arose  and  with  a  smile  whose  radiance  shamed  the 

beauty  of  the  crown  she  wore,  recited  the  address  to  her  loyal  sub- 
jects, he  gazed  and  heard  and  wondered  and  admired,  until  his 
heart  overflowed  with  all  the  rhapsodies  of  a  first  and  passionate 
love.  He  had  often  met  her  before  in  his  walks  about  the  village, 
and  had  as  often  been  pleased  casually  with  the  graces  of  her  per- 
son ;  but  there  was  something  in  the  associations  of  that  M  ay-aay, 
kindling  hope  and  love  in  every  breast ;  something  about  Lucy, 
which  marked  her  amid  all  that  bright  array  as  indeed  a  queen ; 
something  in  the  air  of  blushing  simplicity  with  which  she  repeated 
his  verses,  that  made  a  far  deeper  and  more  permanent  impres- 
sion on  the  poet's  heart. 

And  who  can  adequately  describe  the  first  love  of  a  poet  ?  Even 
with  us  mortals  of  coarser  clay,  who  can  write  nothing,  or  poor 
prose  at  best,  it  is  a  fierce  crisis  in  our  fates,  when  some  fair  god- 
dess of  the  earth  first  throws  her  spell  about  our  hearts,  and  takes 
us  captive  at  her  will.  Even  we  forget  all  things  else;  home, 
friends,  fame,  gold ;  all  that  we  once  aspired  after,  and  suffer  our 
entire  natures  to  be  imbued  with  the  all-absorbing  passion.  But 
who,  we  repeat,  can  describe  the  first  love  of  a  poet  f 

My  friend  at  once  threw  into  his  first  love  all  the  enthusiasm  of 
his  nature.  Books,  recitations,  grave  professors,  were  all  forgotten. 
All  that  science  and  philosophy  had  taught  him ;  all  that  ambition 
had  whispered  into  his  eager  ear,  were  discarded  as  inadequate  to 
fill  the  void  of  his  heart.  His  fierce  and  fiery  Pegasus,  from  climb- 
ing mountains,  and  leaping  wide  and  fearful  chasms,  and  breasting 
the  very  billows  of  the  sea,  was  now  content  to  amble  in  green  Tal- 
lies, and  drink  from  silver  brooks,  and  be  chained  with  wreaths  of 
flowers.    His  muse  knew  but  one  divinity — the  Queen  of  that 


1847.]  The  Idleburg  Papers.  113 

memorable  May-day.  Blame  not  the  poet,  if  in  his  first  love  he 
forgot  all  other  aspirations;  for  thus  he  studied  a  page  of  the 
heart's  history,  which  he  must  peruse,  before  all  its  mysteries  were 
reTealed  to  him. 

I  beg  the  reader  to  believe  that  the  real,  actual  name  of  the  neat 
cottage-like  dwelling  where  the  poet's  divinity  was  enshrined,  was 
and  is  no  other  than  '  Roseland.'  An  elder  sister,  somewhat  pre- 
disposed to  the  romantic,  had  thus  entitled  it,  years  before.  There 
were  winding,  shady  paths  all  through  the  orchard,  whose  thickly 
laced  boughs  intercepted  the  view  toward  the  village ;  and  in  the 
garden  there  were  green  banks  and  flower-beds,  and  rose-trees  in 
abundance.  Such  was  the  scene  of  their  frequent  interviews ;  and 
I  need  scarcely  add,  that  Lucy's  sensitive  heart  responded,  like  a 
well-strung  harp,  to  the  poet's  impassioned  wooing.  Here,  to  com- 
mon eyes,  the  gentle  girl  of  seventeen  nurtured  her  flowers,  and 
read  her  favorite  poets,  and  carried  with  her  ever  the  sweet  smile 
and  cheerful  air  of  youthful  innocence.  But  in  the  imagination  of 
her  lover  she  became  invested  with  all  the  attributes  of  a  divinity. 
He  found  combined  in  her  the  chasteness  of  Diana,  the  wisdom  of 
Minerva,  and  the  beauty  of  Venus.  Roseland,  with  all  its  contiguous 
acres,  seemed  imbued  with  her  presence.  If  he  walked  through 
the  garden,  the  hues  of  the  lily  and  the  rose  were  but  emblems  of 
her  charms,  while  all  the  birds  in  all  the  groves  were  vocal  with  her 
praise. 

I  do  not  wish  to  speak  with  aught  of  irony  of  my  friend's  first 
attachment,  but  merely  to  convey  an  impression  of  its  romantic 
intensity.  I  know  there  is  a  beautiful  and  sacred  reality  in  the  love 
of  pure  young  hearts.  I  know  that  then  the  world  wears  a  brighter, 
happier  aspect ;  that  life  is  lightened  of  its  cares  ;  that  smiles  and 
tears,  that  were  unknown  before,  come  to  tell  us  that  the  depths  of 
the  heart  have  been  probed  and  found  full  of  hidden  treasures. 
They  may  have  been  dreams  we  cherished  then  —  dreams  too  idle 
for  the  thought  of  cold  philosophy  ;  but  I  know  that  the  visions  of 
our  early  days,  that  came  and  faded  like  the  sunshine  on  the  cloud, 
like  the  cloud  and  the  sunshine  were  born  of  Heaven. 

Spring  and  summer  passed  away,  and  passed  on  lightning  wing 
with  our  lovers.  Their  constancy  became  proverbial ;  and  the  vil- 
lagers who  observed  them  as  they  wandered  together  through  the 
garden,  or  sat  side  by  side  in  the  village  church,  declared  that 
'Although  the  course  of  true  love  did  not  often  run  smooth,  surely 
that  match  had  been  made  in  Heaven.' 

But  I  should  have  been  writing  for  you,  reader,  a  very  common- 
place story,  if  it  were  to  terminate  in  a  wedding.  Quite  the  con- 
trary  is  the  fact,  I  assure  you.  In  due  time  the  lovers  quarreled, 
as  lovers  always  have  done  and  always  will  do.  Perhaps  it  was 
for  slight  cause ;  perhaps  for  none  other  than  an  imaginary  one ; 
but  when  the  bubble  had  reached  its  utmost  circumference,  pop  ! 
and  all  its  rainbow  colors  vanished  into  air ! 

And  what  became  of  the  dreamer  thus  suddenly  awakened  to  a 
reality  so  startling  1     Love,  ambition,  almost  hope  itself,  had  left 
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him,  and  pride  alone  remained.  He  awoke  from  his  vision  of  celes- 
tial beauty,  to  find  that  the  earth  and  the  sky  had  lost  their  roseate 
hue,  and  that  in  a  world  of  human  hearts  he  stood  alone.  He 
returned  with  resolute  ardor  to  his  long-neglected  hooks,  but 
science  had  lost  its  charms,  and  the  slighted  muse  refused  to  answer 
his  bidding.  The  friend  who  sympathized  with  him  most  deeply 
could  only  assure  him  that  such  paroxysms  were  usually  brief  in 
proportion  to  their  violence,  and  that  time,  from  the  bitterest  seeds 
of  disappointment,  often  produces  the  most  fragrant  and  healthful 
fruit. 

Let  not  the  hackneyed  or  the  heartless  smile  at  the  temporary 
discomfiture  of  the  poet.  He  was  passing  through  one  of  those 
crises  in  the  history  of  the  heart  which  serve  best  to  develope  the 
character.  It  is  in  the  sternest  conflicts  of  life,  kindling  anew  the 
energies  of  the  soul,  that  great  and  good  thoughts  are  born.  The 
poet  had  lived  thus  far  in  a  world  of  his  own  dreamy  imagination. 
Turning  from  the  visionary  past,  he  began  to  contemplate  the  stern 
realities  of  the  future,  and  found  that  life  has  its  trials  and  duties, 
to  be  met  with  patience  and  resolution ;  and  all  the  warmth  and 
benevolence  of  his  nature  glowed  in  his  countenance,  as  he  ex- 
claimed : 

4 1  have  been  a  cypher  in  the  midst  of  an  active  universe.  All 
things  else  seem  to  be  accomplishing  their  allotted  destiny,  while  I 
alone  am  nought.  My  life  has  been  a  dream  of  nothingness,  but  it 
shall  be  a  dream  no  longer.  I  have  lived  thus  far  for  the  gratifica- 
tion of  idle  whims  :  henceforth  my  ambition  and  my  happiness  shall 
be,  to  accomplish  some  good  for  others.  Pain,  disease  and  death 
are  every  where  abroad.  None  are  exempt  from  the  ills  of  mor- 
tality, and  science  will  teach  me  how  many  of  these  may  be 
arrested  or  averted.  I  will  yet  be  a  link,  however  feeble,  in  the 
chain  which  binds  man  to  his  fellows  ;  and  it  will  be  something  to 
have- lived  for,  if  the  pale  and  languid  cheek  shall  glow  with  health 
at  my  coming,  and  the  dying  man  arise  and  walk  abroad,  and  live 
to  bless  my  poor  skill  for  his  strength.' 

I  commended  my  friend's  benevolent  resolution,  and  bade  him 
4  GoD-speed  !'  The  period  of  his  academical  studies  expired  about 
this  time,  and  not  long  after  he  bade  adieu  to  the  home*  and  friends 
of  his  youth,  to  pass  some  years  in  the  pursuit  of  the  medical 
science  in  the  universities  of  Europe*  And  thus,  reader,  has  Idle- 
berg  become  poetless. 

The  poet  has  already  realized  some  of  th$;  longings  of  his  boy- 
hood. Now  and  then  a  letter  in  his  well-known  manuscript  reaches 
me  from  lands  beyond  the  sea.  He  has  acquainted  hifnself  with' 
many  of  the  travelled  haunts  of  the  old  world.  He  has  strolled 
along  the  boulevards  of  the  gay  capital  of  France  ;  he  has  stood  4n 
the  shadow  of  grim  St.  Mark's,  at  Venice,  and  joined  in'the.$nad 
mirth  of  the  Carnival;  he  has  wandered  along  the  Tiber,  at  Rctiift, 
and  mused  amid  the  ruins  of  the  Coliseum ';  and  I  wae  apprised  «f 
an  unexpected  degree  of  personal  notoriety  when  I  learned  from 
him  that,  in  the  exercise  of  a  tr*veHe^|teivilege,  be  had  written 
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the  names  of  the  friends  who  were  most  dear  to  him  near  the  sum- 
mit of  the  Leaning  Tower  of  Pisa. 

And  what  of  the  May-Queen,  the  poet's  first  love  ?  It  would 
doubtless  make  a  touching  story,  but  I  have  no  broken  hearts  to  tell 
of.  If  there  is  more  of  the  lily  and  less  of  the  rose  in  that  sweet 
face  than  were  seen  there  on  that  May-day,  years  ago  ;  if  her  fair 
blue  eyes  glow  with  less  of  merriment  and  more  of  thoughtful ness ; 
these  changes  serve  only  to  make  her  beauty  still  more  pure  and 
spiritual.  A  name  once  known  to  be  sacred  to  her  is  rarely  men- 
tioned in  her  presence  ;  yet,  as  she  has  sat  in  the  village  church,  or 
strolled  along  the  walks  of  her  garden,  I  have  sometimes  detected 
in  her  countenance  an  expression  which  I  cannot  define ;  an  earnest 
turning  of  the  gaze  upon  vacancy,  a  look  of  thoughtful  tenderness, 
which  told  me  that  sacred  remembrances  were  thronging  at  her 
heart.  1  know  full  well  how  the  poet's  fondest  thoughts  are  often 
employed ;  and  I  should  not  be  at  all  astonished,  though  mountains 
and  plains  and  the  wide  sea  now  divide  them,  if  there  were  yet, 
some  of  these  days,  and  '  somehow  or  other/  a  marriage  of  true 
and  tried  hearts  at  Roseland. 


SONG       OF       THE      GRAVE 


'Tbc&b  it  a  voice  from  the  tomb,  sweeter  than  tong.'— Washihotom  I&yivo. 


Comb,  come  to  the  grave,  ye  fainting  ones, 
With  the  burden  and  heat  of  life  oppressed  ; 

No  painful  toils  or  burning  suns 
Here  mar  the  weary  mortal's  rest 

O  haste  to  my  arms,  where  the  loved  and  lost, 
Whom  Memory  links  with  the  golden  past, 

No  more  on  the  billowy  waves  are  tost, 
But  sleep  secure  from  the  storm  at  last 

Come,  rest  where  your  tears,  pale  child  of  grief ! 

Their  channel  lose,  and  cease  to  flow ; 
Where  every  sorrow  finds  relief, 

And  hushed  is  the  plaintive  voice  of  wo. 

Here  close  your  eyes  to  each  scene  of  strife, 
Which  the  peaceful  heart  in1  the  world  annoys  ; 

Here  rest  awhile  from  the  fever  of  life, 
Its  transient  hopes  and  its  fading  joys. 

For  their  sleep  is  brief  whom  here  I  hind, 

And  trusting  for  life  in  the  God  of  Love, 
And  endless  awaking  ere  long  they  find 
In  the  realms  of  fadeless  light  above.  j.  clxxbht. 

»,  (N.  T.,)  June,  1*47. 
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1  U  B  I     AMOR,      IBI     FIDES. 


It      A      VSW     OOMTBlflUtOR- 


*  All  faith  from  human  hearts  is  fled/ 
I  to  that  gentle  lady  said : 
*  Faith  is  an  idle  dream,  I  see, 
I  '11  trust  in  none,  none  trusteth  me  1' 
And  I  was  moody,  she  was  still. 

Our  souls  were  out  of  tune, 
Because  I  spoke  such  words  of  ill 

That  summer  afternoon : 
My  lonely  heart  felt  sick  and  weak. 
The  gentle  lady  did  not  speak. 

So  silently  the  path  we  took 
Along  the  common,  by  the  brook, 
And  walked  together  by  the  shore, 
As  we  had  often  walked  before : 
The  sky  was  fair,  the  sands  were  white, 

Smooth  flowed  the  silvery  sea  ; 
1  watched  the  snowy  sea-gull's  flight, 

And  so  perhaps  did  she  ; 
And  now  the  sun  is  sinking  low, 
And  long  and  thin  our  shadows  grow. 

Methought  I  heard  the  ocean  moan 
In  sorrow  to  t?e  left  alone  ; 
And  I  rejoiced  that  sea  and  sky 
Should  be  bereaved  as  well  as  I. 
Our  homeward  path  we  could  not  miss $ 

Along  a  narrow  ledge, 
And  by  a  beetling  precipice, 

Close  to  the  water's  edge  ; 
A  rocky  eminence  and  gray, 
Familiar  with  the  ocean's  spray. 

The  ocean's  spray  that  o'er  it  dashed, 
By  strong  east  winds  to  madness  lashed  ; 
Striving  to  reach  the  wintry  stars : 
Kind  summer  sought  to  hide  the  scars 
Of  the  huge  rock's  misshapen  side 

With  light  fern's  feathery  nod, 
With  yellow  coltsfoot's  simple  pride, 

And  wealth  of  golden-rod : 
1  liked  in  that  stern  cliff  to  see 
A  kindred  scorn  and  savagery. 

Thus  went  we  in  the  evening  holy, 
Along  the  sea-line  pacing  slowly, 
When  sudden,  as  from  heaven  sent, 
And  free  from  earthly  element, 
Stood  on  the  crag  a  creature  fair, 
With  bearing  free  and  bold : 
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Like  wingg  of  angels  on  the  air 

His  curls  of  shining  gold  ; 
And  God  had  given  to  the  face 
A  wonderful  and  perfect  grace. 

Nothing  to  beautiful  before 
I  saw  and  shall  see  nevermore  ; 
And  I  were  loth  to  hear  again 
A  tone  so  full  of  stifled  pain  ; 
As  when  her  eyes  the  lady  raised. 

Her  hand  her  forehead  shading, 
And  under  that  fair  screening,  gazed 

Upon  the  sunset's  fading : 
And  knew  between  us  and  the  sun 
That  glorious  child,  her  own  —  her  one  ! 

His  gaze  was  on  the  distance  fixed, 
Where  skies  and  seas  their  azure  mixed  ; 
Perchance  his  stainless  childhood's  thought 
The  meaning  of  the  ocean  caught ; 
And  revelations  never  given, 

When  the  world's  vapors  dim 
Have  floated  between  us  and  heaven, 

Were  present  there  with  him ; 
And  the  deep  sea's  majestic  roll 
Filled  all  the  chambers  of  his  soul. 

Safe  stood  he,  while  no  downward  glance 
Broke  the  glad  tenor  of  his  trance ; 
For  lofty  thoughts  are  angel  bands, 
With  charge  to  bear  us  in  their  hands. 
'T  is  sens©  of  self  that  peril  flings 

Around  life's  lowly  peak, 
And  causes  mortal  shudderings 

As  in  that  infant  weak  ; 
No  more  the  seer  —  the  angel  bright, 
A  child  is  on  that  dizzy  height. 

There  rang  the  lady's  silvery  tone : 
'  Mamma  will  come,  my  love,  my  own ! 
Look  up  and  see  the  sky's  bright  hue, 
Until  mamma  can  see  it  too.' 
Alas !  ere  we  the  summit  gain, 

The  boy  will  lose  his  hold ! 
The  chilling  fingers  of  the  main 

Uncurl  those  locks  of  gold  ; 
And  Death  will  kiss  the  eyelids  fair 
Where  late  a  mother's  kisses  were  ! 

She  saw  that  I  could  climb  no  more, 
So  far  the  hoar  crag  jutted  o'er, 
Her  look  grew  strange  with  agony, 
And  hope  died  in  her  fading  eye. 
Still  the  white  lips  spoke  mild  and  clear : 

*  Stand  now  erect,  and  spring  !' 
The  child  without  one  pause  of  fear, 
...',.  Or  single  questioning, 

.  r; •■, .  -  •    .  Leaped  downward  to  her  glad  embrace, 

*-.,.-.    .  And  in  her  bosom  hid  her  face. 
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Wounded,  against  the  rocks,  I  found  her, 
A  happy  paleness  breathing  ronnd  her ; 
Half  like  a  woman,  dear  and  faint, 
Half  with  the  look  of  some  sweet  saint: 

Fondly  she  clasped  her  boy,  the  while 

Calm  tears  were  in  her  eyes ; 
Then  unto  me,  with  gentle  smile, 

She  said,  reproachful-wise, 
And  closer  clasped  that  cooing  dove, 
'  They  dwell  together—  Faith  and  Love !' 


A    QUESTION    IN    SINGLE    RULE    OF    THREE. 


RAIL-ROAD     CAR:    STAGE-COACH: 


Having  examined  in  a  previous  chapter  the  first  two  terms  of 
this  proposition,  and  being  greatly  refreshed  by  the  interval  of  rest 
enjoyed  since  that  remarkably  scientific  article  was  penned,  I  now 
recur,  with  renewed  vigor,  to  my  delightful  task,  and  will  endeavor, 
before  we  stop  again,  to  discover  the  correct  answer  to  the  question 
we  have  under  discussion. 

But  here  seems  to  be  a  suitable  occasion  for  indulging  in  a  few 
reflections  on  the  benefit  and  pleasure  to  be  derived  from  the  study 
of  mathematics.  As  a  means  of  mental  discipline  it  stands  unri- 
valled. It  trains  the  mind  to  correct  habits  of  thought,  and  prepares 
it  to  judge  with  accuracy  of  men  and  things.  The  mathematician 
is  fully  armed  and  accoutred  for  the  warfare  of  life,  offensive  and 
defensive. .  He  has  a  rule  for  every  thing.  His  life  is  but  an  illus- 
tration of  his  favorite  study.  He  eats  and  drinks  by  Addition,  sleeps 
by  means  of  Position,  marries  by  Compound  Fellowship,  and  rears 
a  family  by  Multiplication.  He  raises  himself  to  power  by  Involu- 
tion, and  has  his  teeth  extracted  by  Evolution.  In  choosing  a  pro- 
fession he  consults  Interest,  and  relies  upon  Practice  for  his  support. 
His  knowledge  of  Algebra  secures  him  the  reputation  of  a  man  of 
letters.  By  means  of  Geometry  he  can  demonstrate  an  impossi- 
bility, and  prove  any  side  of  a  subject  to  be  the  right  side.  Conic 
Sections  serve  to  amuse  him  in  his  leisure  hours,  and  he  resorts  to 
them  as  an  antidote*  for  low  spirits  :  they  are  comic-sections  to  him. 

The  mathematician  is  a  man  of  confidence,  of  unbounded  assu- 
rance ;  and  well  he  may  be,  for  he  is  founded  on  a  rock.  His  know- 
ledge is  certain.  The  results  at  which  he  arrives  in  his  investiga- 
tions are  inevitable.  He  does  not  deal  in  guesses  and  probabilities. 
He  does  not  spend  his  time  in  weighing  opposing  arguments  and 
conflicting  evidence.  He  is  not  called  upon  to  split  hairs  and  de- 
cide doubtful  points,  which,  when  decided,  are  still  doubtful.  He 
glides  with  grace  and  certainty  from  his  first  axioms  to  his  final  con- 
clusions, and  bids  defiance  to  the  wit  and  wisdom  of  the  whole 
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world  to  move  him  from  his  positions.  Herein  consists  the  peculiar 
advantage  which  the  mathematician  has  over  most  other  persons. 
They  may  be  mistaken,  deluded,  humbugged  and  bamboozled.  The 
wise  man  of  to-day  is  liable  to  be  proved  an  ignoramus  by  the  wise 
man  of  to-morrow.  What  in  one  age  and  country  is  called  philo- 
sophy and  religion,  is  condemned  in  a  later  age  or  different  coun* 
try  as  nonsense  and  superstition.  Those  departments  of  knowledge 
which  profess  to  deal  in  facts  only,  abound  in  errors  and  uncertain- 
ties. History  is  little  more  than  a  vast  fiction  founded  on  fact. 
Herodotus  and  Livy,  and  Hume  and  Gibbon,  are  first-cousins  to 
Waverley  and  Pickwick.  The  last  are  as  true  to  nature  as  the  first 
are  to  fact  In  each  case  either  the  warp  or  the  wool  is  spun  from 
the  imagination  of  the  writer.  The  historian  would  be  scarcely 
willing  to  swear  to  the  truth  of  what  he  writes.  He  will  stretch  a 
fact  in  order  to  fill  out  a  chapter,  and  mould  truth  into  well-turned 
periods.  History  introduces  us  to  Romulus*  and  Remus,  and  their 
nurse  the  wolf:  Fiction  makes  us  acquainted  with  Robinson  Crusoe 
and  his  man  Friday.  For  my  part  I  find  less  difficulty  in  digesting 
De  Foe,  than  I  do  in  swallowing  Livy. 

This  uncertainty  is  not  confined  to  history.  The  astronomer  is 
always  out  of  soundings,  and  wandering  in  nebulae  or  enveloped  in 
fogs  and  mists.  The  most  he  can  do  is  to  measure  a  few  of  the 
stars  nearest  him,  and  overawe  one  with  a  long  string  of  figures  in- 
dicating their  distance  from  the  earth.  And  he  exults  over  this,  and 
assumes  important  airs,  as  though  he  were  a  public  .benefactor ! 
What  matters  it  that  there  are  stars  so  far  distant  that  their  light  has 
never  reached  us  1  We  have  never  felt  the  want  of  them  ;  we  do 
very  well  without  them  ;  we  have  stars  enough  now,  and  to  spare* 
Who  cares  a  straw  about  the  distance  of  the  winking  celestials, 
whether  it  is  denoted  by  an  official  digit  flanked  by  ten,  or  by  a  hun- 
dred private  ciphers  ? 

Astronomers  are  well  enough  in  their  way.  I  would  not  injure 
them  nor  detract  from  the  praise  which  is  justly  due  them.  They 
are  entitled  to  considerable  credit  for  their  almanacs,  and  for  their 
accurate  statistical  tables  on  moonshine.  It  is  very  convenient  to 
know  when  the  sun  rises,  especially  if  one  is  never  *up  in  time  to 
witness  the  performance.  They  deserve  our  thanks  for  giving  us 
notice  when  we  may  expect  a  visit  from  a  comet,  and  when  to  pre- 
pare smoked-glass  for  viewing  an  eclipse.  But  of  what  earthly  bene- 
fit is  the  greater  part  of  their  discoveries  ?  What  have  they  done 
that  they  should  make  such  a  hubbub,  and  each  claim  the  honors  of 
an  apotheosis,  and  appropriate  to  himself  a  new  constellation  7  They 
build  observatories  and  run  out  their  long  tubes,  and  with  imperti- 
nent curiosity  squint  at  the  fair  face  of  the  upper  world  as  uncere- 
moniously as  a  peripatetic  exquisite  squints  through  his  eye-glass  at 
the  blushing  beauties  whom  he  meets.  Suddenly  one  of  them  ex- 
claims, '  Eureke  !  Eureke  P  What  now  1  What  have  you  found  ? 
Has  a  comet  run  off  the  traek  ?  Is  the  sun  getting  short  of  fuel  % 
Is  the  moon  unable  to  rise  1  Is  there  a  screw  loose  in  the  celestial 
machinery  1  O  no  j  nothing  of  the  kind.  But  he  has  discovered  a 
vol.  xxx.  16 


120  A  Question  in  Single  Rule  of  Three.         [August, 

new  spot  on  the  sun  ;  or  another  dimple  or  mole  or  wrinkle  on  the 
countenance  of  the  Queen  of  Night ;  or  he  has  been  skimming  the 
milky- way  and  gives  us  the  cream  of  his  observations  in  a  book  of 
figures  ;  or  he  thinks  the  Swan  is  within  shooting  distance,  or  that 
the  Great  Bear  moves  its  tail.  Indeed  !  And  what  of  it  ?  Will 
that  remedy  any  of  the  evils  that  flesh  is  heir  to,  or  prove  a  new 
source  of  pleasure  to  mankind  1  Does  it  enable  us  to  determine 
the  cause  of  the  potato-rot,  or  to  decide  the  vexed  question,  (  Will 
saltpetre  explode  V  Gentlemen  star-gazers !  be  not  too  greedy  of 
praise.  Do  not  attempt  to  monopolize  the  honors  which  belong  to 
others  as  well  as  to  yourselves.  Remember  that  man  frequently 
magnifies  the  importance  of  what  he  has  said  or  done,  and  fancies 
himself  the  centre  of  attraction  for  all  eyes.  Be  warned  by  the 
smile  excited  by  the  self-important  Chinese,  whose  maps  of  the  world 
are  mostly  covered  with  their  own  Flowery  Land,  making  a  mere 
border  of  the  remainder  of  the  earth. 

It  may  be  that  the  future  will  redeem  the  promises  of  the  past, 
and  that  astronomy  will  finally  make  itself  generally  interesting  by 
coming  to  particulars.  If  opticians  succeed  in  grinding  their  glasses 
so  as  to  bring  the  nearest  stars  within  a  stone's-throw  of  us,  then  we 
will  vote  them  bright  geniuses,  and  afford  them  some  substantial 
proof  of  our  admiration  at  their  skill  and  perseverance.  That 
would  be  indeed  a  triumph  of  science  and  art !  Then  we  should 
have  celestial  as  well  as  terrestrial  news.  Politicians  would  keep  a 
bright  look  out  for  changes  in  the  moon ;  we  should  obtain  our 
fashions  from  Venus  instead  of  Paris ;  war  news  would  come  from 
Mars  as  well  as  from  Mexico ;  circus-haunters  would  look  to  Saturn 
for  sports  of  the  ring ;  the  markets  would  be  equally  affected  by  the 
arrival  of  comets  and  steamers ;  telegraphic  communication  be 
established  with  Herschel ;  those  who  travel  on  meteors  would  be 
cautioned  not  to  fall  off,  and  shooting-stars  would  be  ordered  *  not 
to  shoot  this  way.' 

But  let  us  return  to  the  Mathematician.  He  sits  enthroned  far 
above  the  clouds  and  dim  obscurities  which  envelope  other  sources 
of  knowledge.  Whatever  he  knows,  he  knows  without  an  '  if  or 
'  perhaps/  There  can  be  no  later  discoveries  or  revolutions  or  im- 
provements which  shall  contradict  his  truthful  statements,  or  upeet 
the  results  of  his  labor.  All  things  else  may  change  and  pass  by 
degrees  from  youth  to  maturity,  and  from  vigor  to  decay.  The  day 
will  come  in  which  ( the  heavens  shall  be  rolled  up  as  a  scroll ;'  but 
the  day  will  never  come  in  which  two  and  two  can  be  any  thing  but 
four.  *  The  rolling  spheres'  may  roll  out  of  sight  and  out  of  ex- 
istence ;  solids  may  melt  to  liquids,  and  liquids  'flat  out'  into  plane 
surfaces,  and  then  evaporate  into  thin  air;  but  Euclid  and  Company 
will  survive  the  general  dissolution,  and  flourish  in  immortal  green- 
ness. 

I  trust  I  have  by  this  digression  excited  a  lively  interest  in  the 
mind  of  the  reader  in  the  subject  under  consideration.  I  flatter 
myself  that  I  have  in  some  measure  increased  his  desire  to  devote 
himself  to  mathematical  investigations  in  general,  and  to  the  ques- 
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lion  with  which  we  started  in  particular.  If  I  have  been  so  fortu- 
nate, then  am  I  amply  repaid  for  my  labor. 

What  is  the  fourth  term  of  our  proposition  1  I  am  convinced,  in- 
dulgent reader,  that  you  have  outstripped  me  in  this  ramble,  and 
have  arrived  at  the  conclusion  before  me.  To  deny  this  would  be 
to  question  your  mental  powers,  would  imply  a  doubt  as  to  your 
ability  to  give  a  shrewd  guess.  Far  be  it  trorn  me  to  be  guilty  of 
such  injustice.  I  am  sure  you  can  jump  from  one  stepping-stone 
in  an  argument  to  another  with  the  agility  which  characterizes  a  live 
Yankee.  Yes,  you  are  correct  in  your  supposition :  a  rail-road 
car  sustains  the  same  relation  to  a  stage-coach,  that  a  city  does  to  a 
village.  Nothing  can  be  more  obvious.  I  do  not  deem  it  neces- 
sary to  attempt  a  labored  defence  of  the  truth  of  this  statement :  a 
few  hints  will  be  sufficient. 

A  city  and  a  village  differ  otherwise  than  in  -magnificence.  Could 
you  by  some  ingenious  process  experiment  upon  a  village  ;  could 
yon  draw  out  its  streets  to  great  length,  and  expand  each  building 
until  the  modest  cottage  should  loom  up  a  stately  mansion,  and  the 
plain  church  should  swell  with  importance,  and  the  insignificant 
steeple  sprout  and  grow  into  a  rival  of  the  sky-piercing  pyramids 
of  Grrace  and  Trinity ;  and  could  you  then  inflate  the  inhabitants, 
until  the  men  should  find  it  necessary  to  strap  themselves  into  their 
boots  to  prevent  rising,  and  the  women  should  resemble  highly-deco- 
rated parachutes  but  just  descended  from  some  butterfly  excursion ; 
could  you  do'  all  this,  you  would  find  that  you  had  not  essentially 
changed  its  character.  It  would  be  a  village  still.  Or  clap  it,  if  you 
please,  into  a  microscope  of  great  magnifying  power,  still  you  do 
not  make  a  city  of  it.  On  the  other  hand,  reverse  the  process  and  turn 
the  small  end  of  your  optical  instrument  toward  a  city :  you  see  a 
city  still,  however  dwarfed  it  may  be  by  the  process.  The  difference 
between  the  two  is  mainly  owing  to  the  difference  in  population. 
The  size  of  the  buildings,  public  and  private,  the  elegance  of  the 
furniture,  or  the  wealth  and  style  of  the  inhabitants,  are  compara- 
tively of  little  importance,  and  are  of  small  account  in  giving  to 
etch  place  its  distinctive  character. 

In  order  to  understand  the  matter  fully,  it  becomes  necessary  to 
view  it  with  a  philosophic  eye.  Let  us  stand  back  a  short  distance, 
and  take  an  enlarged  and  scientific  view  of  the  subject. 

Many  divisions  of  mankind  have  been  made  by  learned  and  in- 
genious writers.  Some  have  classified  men  according  to  the  hue  of 
the  skin.  They  make  use  of  a  theoretical  prism,  and  give  us  the 
primary  colors  ranging  from  Caucasian  whiteness  to  Ethiopian  black- 
ness, and  nearly  corresponding  in  number  with  the  colors  of  the 
rainbow.  Again,  there  is  the  division  into  barbarous,  half-civilized, 
civilized,  and  enlightened.  Those  who  adopt  this  system  of  classi- 
fication usually  represent  the  country  where  they  live  as  the  grand 
centre  of  light  and  knowledge.  From  that  point  the  rays  of  civili- 
zation and  refinement  dart  forth  in  a  very  spirited  manner  into  the 
surrounding  gloom,  dazzling  the  nearest  neighbors,  making  it  quite 
cheerful  in  lands  more  remote,  and  affording  a  comfortable  twilight 
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to  many  distant  countries  ;  until  at  length,  through  fear  or  modesty, 
they  stop  on  the  borders  of  Ethiopia  and  South-Sea  Islands,  where 
the  natives  do  not  confine  themselves  to  a  vegetable  diet,  nor  follow 
our  fashions  in  the  style  of  their  garments,  but  eat  their  enemies 
and  dress  en  deshabille.  This  may  be  termed  the  great  I  and  little 
u  system.  It  has  been  generally  adopted  throughout  the  world  with 
some  modifications.  The  Jews  and  the  Chinese  have  but  two  classes; 
they  are  number  one,  and  all  others  are  but  Gentiles  or  '  outside- 
barbarians.'  Each  nation  considers  itself  superior  to  any  other,  and 
imagines  its  achievements  to  have  been  so  glorious  and  its  whole  ap- 
pearance so  peculiarly  brilliant,  that  it  is  a  great  eye-sore  to  its 
neighbors,  and  cannot  be  viewed  with  comfort  except  through  a 
smoked-glass.  We  have  heard  so  much  about '  this  enlightened  age' 
and  '  this  enlightened  country/  that  we  habitually  associate  in  our 
thoughts  an  absence  of  knowledge  with  an  absence  of  light.  We 
find  it  difficult  to  realize  that  the  sun  was  not  in  an  eclipse  during 
the  '  dark  ages/  or  that  the  '  dark  corners  of  the  earth'  are  not 
shrouded  in  a  London  fog  of  the  first  water. 

I  respecfully  decline  adopting  any  of  these  artificial  divisions, 
and  propose  one  which  I  think  simple,  just  and  striking.  Man  may 
be  viewed  in  three  aspects  or  phases :  First,  as  he  exists  in  the 
patriarchal  state,  where  the  family  relation  exists,  and  the  father  is 
the  ruler  of  the  household  :  Secondly,  as  a  member  of  a  little  com- 
munity, known  as  a  burgh,  borough,  huddle,  ville,  or  village ;  and 
lastly,  as  one  of  the  units  which  make  up  that  mass  of  humanity 
known  as  a  city.  The  patriarchal  state  is  the  oldest  and  most  im- 
portant of  the  whole.  Nature  and  revelation  and  common  sense, 
all  unite  in  sanctioning  the  relation  there  sustained.  The  patriarch 
derives  his  authority  from  the  highest  sources.  He  reigns  by  a  di- 
vine right  less  questionable  than  that  of  kings.  Some  six  thousand 
years  have  established  his  dynasty  in  power,  and. he  smiles  at  all 
attempts  at  revolt.  He  fears  no  usurpers.  He  is  fully  assured  that 
no  '  association/  (  community'  or  '  phalanx'  can  deprive  him  of  his 
honors  or  of  his  office. 

The  second  class  also  has  age  in  its  favor.  Villages  must  have 
sprung  up  when  the  world  was  quite  new.  Men  are  gregarious 
animals.  Instinct  leads  them  to  seek  each  other's  society.  Comfort 
and  interest  and  affection  collect  them  together.  Whether  they  live  in 
tents,  like  the  Arabs  ;  or  burrow  in  the  ground,  like  the  Aleutian 
Islanders ;  or  form  the  family  circle  within  inverted  earthen  bowls, 
like  the  Hottentots ;  or  erect  more  substantial  habitations  of  wood 
and  stone,  like  ourselves,  yet  we  find  them  universally  inclined  to 
huddle  together.  Villages  are  an  agreeable  necessity.  There  the 
men  can  pursue  their  different  occupations  to  advantage,  afford  each 
other  all  needed  assistance,  pass  their  leisure  hours  in  innocent 
amusements  or  in  discussing  the  news  of  the  day,  and  keep  up  a 
brisk  interchange  of  views  as  to  the  weather.  The  women  can 
comfort  and  advise  each  other,  visit  like  angels  of  mercy  the  bed  of 
suffering,  smooth  the  dying  pillow,  and  shed  a  tear  of  sympathy 
with  the  bereaved.     They  can  find  sufficient  food  for  their  curiosity, 
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and  dissect  the  character  of  their  neighbors  every  pleasant  after- 
noon. 

A  city  is  a  later  contrivance.  Nimrod  founded  the  first  of  which 
we  have  any  account.  We  are  informed  that  he  was  a  mighty 
banter,  bat  it  is  tolerably  certain  that  the  animal  he  hunted  was  a 
biped.  He  was  undoubtedly  a  cruel,  rapacious,  unprincipled  indi- 
vidual. He  considered  his  fellow-men  fair  game  on  which  to  dis- 
play his  skill  as  a  sportsman,  and  appropriated  their  valuables  to  his 
own  use  as  lawful  plunder.  Nineveh  was  his  strong-hold,  from 
which  he  issued  forth  to  despoil  the  surrounding  country.  There 
he  gathered  his  captives  and  stored  his  ill-gotten  wealth,  and  held 
his  beastly  orgies.  He  would  have  met  the  fate  he  deserved  had 
he  been  Hung  from  the  walls,  and  had  his  carcass  been  left  for  his 
dogs  to  fight  over ;  that  is  to  say,  if  he  had  any  dogs. 

Did  peace  and  temperance  bear  sway  on  earth,  cities  would  be 
greatly  reduced  in  number  and  size.  They  owe  their  existence,  in 
a  great  measure,  to  the  fears  and  passions  of  men.  Their  huge 
walls  are  built  and  made  to  bristle  with  armed  men,  because  vio- 
lence is  abroad  in  the  land.  They  are  resorted  to  as  places  of 
safety.  Multitudes  reside  there,  in  order  that  they  may  live  in 
luxury  and  splendor.  Cities  are  the  head-quarters  of  villains,  the 
lurking-places  of  small  rogues,  and  the  hot-beds  of  vice.  Not  but 
that  a  city  has  its  peculiar  advantages.  The  arts  flourish  there  in 
beautiful  perfection.  There  men  of  science  and  learning  '  most  do 
congregate.'  It  is  the  home  of  the  artist.  It  is  a  place  of  general 
resort  for  the  ingenious  and  skilful.  There  Wealth  and  Rank  as- 
sume their  haughtiest  airs,  and  Fashion  flaunts  in  her  gayest  colors. 
Marble  and  granite  leave  their  native  mountains,  and  rise  in  forms 
of  strength  and  beauty  by  the  thronged  streets.  The  domes  and 
turrets  and  steeples  lift  themselves  high  toward  heaven,  and  the 
cellars  go  down  quite  a  distance  in  an  opposite  direction.  The 
merchants  are  princes,  the  barbers  sharp  fellows,  and  the  -boot- 
blacks gentlemen  of  refinement  and  polish.  The  dandies  are  all 
that  a  tailor  could  wish,  and  are  perfectly '  killing.'  The  ladies  are 
blooming  and  beautiful  at  all  seasons  of  the  year ;  thanks  to  cos- 
metics, they  never  fade.  The  chief  objection  to  a  city  is,  that  the 
individual  is  swallowed  up  and  lost  sight  of  in  the  crowd.  He  can- 
not hope  to  be  eminent  in  such  a  multitude.  Unless  he  is  a  prodigy 
in  genius,  or  skill,  or  learning,  or  is  in  some  other  way  very  re- 
markable,, he  must  expect  to  remain  unknown  and  uncared-for  by 
the 'great  mass  of  the  citizens.  He  helps  to  swell  the  census,  and 
may  sometd&y  claim  a  paragraph  in  a  police  report.  Beyond  this 
he  may  ait.  aspire.  Like  the  celebrated  needle  in  the  hay-mow, 
no  one  looks  for  him,  and  his  good  points  and  sharpness  all  go  for 
nothing. 

How  different  is  the  village  !  There  no  one  is  so  high  as  to  be 
out  of  reach,  nor  so  low  as  not  to  be  seen.  Each  person  takes  the 
most  lively  interest  in  the  concerns  of  all  the  rest.  Every  turn  of 
the  weathercock  is  noticed.  The  dress  and  manners  and  business 
of  the  villagers  are  common  property,  and  legitimate  subjects  for 
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daily  discussion.  Living  in  a  village  is  like  living  in  a  glass  house ; 
it  is  very  pleasant,  but  occasionally  somewhat  embarrassing.  There 
are  things  that  one  would  rather  prefer  not  to  have  generally  known  ; 
as,  for  instance,  that  one  has  a  hole  in  one's  stocking,  or  a  wart  or 
mole  on  one's  shoulder,  or  that  one  has  proposed  and  been  rejected, 
or  has  been  dunved  and  could  not  pay.  But  unfortunately  secresy 
is  not  practicable.  Several  hundred  pairs  of  eyes  are  directed 
toward  you,  and  deception  or  mystery  is  out  of  the  question.  The 
true  course  is,  to  be  perfectly  frank  and  open  in  all  respects ;  to  do 
nothing  of  which  you  ought  to  be  ashamed,  and  then  hold  yourself 
open  for  inspection  at  all  times.  The  public  will  feel  flattered  by 
this  plain  acknowledgment  of  their  right  to  meddle  with  that  which 
does  not  concern  them,  and  may  think  proper  to  let  you  pass  with- 
out particular  notice. 

I  love  a  pleasant  village,  and  most  of  all  do  I  love  the  one  where 
I  was  born  and  where  I  spent  my  youth.  It  lies  far  away  among 
the  green  hills,  which  rise  around  it  like  an  amphitheatre.  As  the 
Mohammedan  always  worships  with  his  face  toward  his  holy  city,* 
so  does  my  heart  daily  turn  with  true  devotion  toward  my  native 
village.  Those  noble  hills  encompass  me  wherever  I  may  wander. 
They  always  rise  before  me,  as  does  Mont  Blanc  before  the  Swiss, 
or  Mount  Zion  before  the  Jew.  Memory  invests  the  place  with  in- 
terest. There  lived  the  friends  of  my  youth,  and  there  many  of 
them  still  remain.  There  was  my  home,  where  the  kindest  of  parents 
guided  my  unsteady  steps,  and  beloved  brothers  joined  me  in  my 
sports,  and  a  dear,  an  only  sister,  smiled  upon  us.  Alas !  within 
that  burying-ground  near  by  are  two  new-made  graves.  The  grass 
does  not  yet  cover  the  broken  earth,  nor  is  my  wounded  heart  yet 
healed  from  the  rude  strokes  of  death.  There,  side  by  side,  rest  a 
mother  and  a  sistefc  I  never  more  shall  hear  their  loved  voices ! 
They  cannot  smile  upon  me  as  of  old ;  they  do  not  hear  me  call  to 
them  ;  they  do  not  see  these  falling  tears !  Divinest  mother  1  I 
would  not  call  you  back  to  this  world  of  care  and  toil  and  suffering  : 

Sweet  be  thy  rest ! 
The  sighing  winds  shall  moan  around  thy  tomb, 
Trees  shall  watch  o'er  thee,  and  sweet  flowers  shall  bloom 

Above  thy  breast. 

Sister,  adieu ! 
And  when  grim  Death  shall  summon  me  away, 
O!  may  I  moulder  to  my  native  clay 

Nearest  to  you !  Qai.xzt.Moa. 
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A  flit  of  spirit ;  a  gleam  of  love ; 

A  spot  of  polar  white  ; 
A  tint  of  beauty  stain'd  above ; 

A  ray  of  summer  light.' 

A  still  small  accent  whispers  o'er, 

And  music  aids  the  birth  ; 
A  soul  of  glory  beams  before, 

And  WomjlK  walks  the  earth. 
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PASSING        AWAY. 


We  are  passing  away  —  passing  away 

To  the  far-off  spirit-land ; 
Like  autumn  leaves,  the  moody,  the  gay, 

A  many-sorrowed  band  ; 
We  are  passing  away  —  passing  away  ! 


We  are  passing  away — passing  away 
To  a  dim  and  shadowy  clime, 

Like  countless  bubbles  we  onward  stray 
Adown  the  stream  of  time  ; 

We  are  passing  away  —  passing  away ! 


We  are  passing  away  —  passing  away, 

And  yet  we  heed  it  not ; 
Our  fellow  bubbles  sink ;  we  play, 

Nor  mourn  the  lost  one's  lot ; 
We  are  passing  away  —  passing  away ! 


We  are  passing  away  —  passing  away  ! 

Our  suns  grow  brief  and  pale, 
Like  cheerless  suns  of  a  winter  day, 

That  rise  —  and  quickly  fail. 
We  are  passing  away  —  passing  away  ! 


We  are  passing  away  —  passing  away 

To  join  the  lost  and  fair, 
Who  on  the  verge  of  the  Bright  Land  stray, 

To  journey  with  us  there ; 
We  are  passing  away — passing  away ! 


We  are  passing  away  —  passing  away 
From  many  a  flower-hid  snare, 

Where  man  his  brother  leads  astray, 
And  leaves  him  weeping  there  ; 

We  are  passing  away — passing  away ! 


We  are  passing  away  —  pasnng  away, 
We  trust  to  a  brighter  clime  ; 

Let  us  rear  a  pile  that  shall  ne'er  decay, 
Beside  each  snare  of  Time, 

To  warn  those  who  follow  to  bear  away ! 
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T  H  *     BUFFALO. 

1  Twtck  twenty  leagues 
Beyoud  remotest  smoke  of  hunter's  camp* 
Roams  the  majestic  brute*  in  herds  that  shake 
The  earth  with  thundering  steps.' 


Four  days  on  the  Platte,  and  yet  no  buffalo  !  Last  year's  signs 
of  them  were  provokingly  abundant ;  and  wood  being  extremely 
scarce,  we  found  an  admirable  substitute  in  the  bois  de  vache,  which 
burns  exactly  like  peat,  producing  no  unpleasant  effects.  The 
wagons  one  morning  had  left  the  camp ;  Shaw  and  I  were  already 
on  horseback,  but  Henry  Chatillon  still  sat  cross-legged  by  the  dead 
embers  of  the  fire,  playing  pensively  with  the  lock  of  his  rifle,  while 
his  sturdy  Wyandot  pony  stood  quietly  behind  him,  looking  over  his 
head.  At  last  he  got  up,  patted  the  neck  of  the  pony,  (whom,  from 
an  exaggerated  appreciation  of  his  merits,  he  had  christened  '  Five 
Hundred  Dollar,)  and  then  mounted,  with  a  melancholy  air. 

'  What  is  it,  Henry  V 

*  Ah !  I  feel  lonesome  ;  I  never  been  here  before ;  but  I  see  away 
yonder  over  the  buttes,  and  /I own  there  on  the  prairie,  black  — ^  all 
black  with  buffalo  !' 

In  the  afternoon,  he  and  I  left  the  party,  and  set  out  in  search  of 
an  antelope  ;  until,  at  the  distance  of  a  mile  or  two  on  the  right,  the 
tall  white  wagons  and  the  little  black  specs  of  horsemen  were  just 
visible,  so  slowly  advancing  that  they  seemed  motionless ;  and  far 
on  the  left  rose  the  broken  line  of  scorched,  desolate  sand-hills.  The 
vast  plain  waved  with  tall  rank  grass,  that  swept  our  horses'  bellies ; 
it  swayed  to  and  fro  in  billows  with  the  light  breeze,  and  fair  and 
near  antelope  and  wolves  were  moving  through  it,  the  hairy  backs 
of  the  latter  alternately  appearing  and  disappearing  as  they  bounded 
awkwardly  along;  while  the  antelope,  with  the  simple  curiosity 
peculiar  to  them,  would  often  approach  us  closely,  their  little  horns 
and  white  throats  just  visible  above  the  grass  tops,  as  they  gazed 
eagerly  at  us  with  their  round  black  eyes. 

I  dismounted,  and  amused  myself  with  firing  at  the  wolves. 
Henry  attentively  scrutinized  the  surrounding  landscape ;  and  at 
length  he  gave  a  shout,  and  called  on  me  to  mount  again,  pointing 
in  the  direction  of  the  sand-hills*  A  mile  and  a  half  from  us,  two 
minute  black  specs  slowly  traversed  the  face  of  one  of  the  bare 
glaring  declivities,  and  disappeared  behind  the  summit.  *  Let  us 
go  !'  cried  Henry,  belaboring  the  sides  of  *  Five  Hundred  Dollar ;' 
and  I  following  in  his  wake,  we  galloped  rapidly  through  the  rank 
grass  toward  the  base  of  the  hills. 
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From  one  of  their  openings  descended  a  deep  ravine,  widening  as 
it  issued  on  the  prairie*  We  entered  it,  and  galloping  up,  in  a  mo- 
ment were  sun-Q^fltfed  by  the  bleak  desolate  sand-hills.  Half  of 
their  steep  sides  were  bare;  the  rest  were  scantily  clothed  with 
clumps  of  grass,  and  various  uncouth  plants,  conspicuous  among 
which  every  where  appeared  the  reptile-like  prickly-pear.  They 
were  gashed  with  numberless  ravines  ;  and  as  trie  sky  bad  suddenly 
darkened,  and  a  cold  gusty  wind  arisen,  the  strange  shrubs  and  the 
dreary  hills  looked  doubly  wild  and  desolate.  But  Henry's  face 
was  all  eagerness.  He  tore  off  a  little  hair  from  the  piece  of  buf- 
falo-robe under  his  saddle,  and  threw  it  up,  to  show  the  course  of 
the  wind.  It  blew  directly  before  us.  The  game  were  therefore 
to  windward,  and  it  was  necessary  to  make  our  best  speed  to  get 
round  them. 

We  scrambled  from  the  ravines,  and  galloping  away  through  the 
hollows,  soon  found  another  ravine,  winding  like  a  snake  among 
the  hills,  and  so  deep  that  it  completely  concealed  us.  We  rode  up 
the  bottom  o£  it,  glancing  through  the  shrubbery  at  its  edge,  till 
Henry  abruptly  jerked  his  rein,  and  slid  out  of  his  saddle.  Full  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  distant,  on  the  outline  of  the  farthest  hill,  a  long 
procession  of  buffalo  were  walking,  in  Indian  file,  with  the  utmost 
gravity  and  deliberation  ;  then  more  appeared,  clambering  from  a 
hollow  not  far  off,  and  ascending,  one  behind  the  other,  the  grassy 
slope  of  another  hill ;  then  a  shaggy  head  and  a  pair  of  short 
broken  horns  appeared  issuing  out  of  a  ravine  close  at  hapd,  and 
with  a  slow,  stately  step,  one  by  one,  the  enormous  brutes  came  into 
view,  taking  their  way  across  the  valley,  wholly  unconscious  of  an 
enemy.  In  a  moment  Henry  was  worming  his  way,  lying  flat  on 
the  ground,  through  grass  and  prickly  pears,  toward  his  unsuspect- 
ing victims.  He  had  with  him  both  my  rifle  and  his  own.  He  was 
soon  out  of  sight,  and  still  the  buffalo  kept  issuing  into  the  valley. 
For  a  long  time  all  was  silent :  I  sat  holding  his  horse,  and  wonder- 
ing wbat  he  was  about,  when  suddenly,  in  rapid  succession,  came 
the  sharp  reports  of  the  two  rifles,  and  the  whole  line  of  buffalo, 
quickening  their  pace  into  a  clumsy  trot,  gradually  disappeared  over 
the  ridge  of  the  hill.  Henry  rose  to  his  feet,  and  stood  looking 
after  them. 

1  You  have  missed  them,'  said  I. 

'  Yes/  said  Henry.  '  Let  us  go.'  He  descended  into  the  ravine, 
loaded  the  rifles,  and  mounted  his  horse. 

We  rode  up  the  hill  after  the  buffalo.  The  Herd  was  out  of  sight 
when  we  reached  the  top,  but  lying  on  the  grass  not  far  off  was  one 
quite  lifeless,  and  another  violently  struggling  in  the  death  agony. 

1  You  see  I  miss  him  !'  remarked  Henry.  He  had  fired  from  a 
distance  of  more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  yards,  and  both  balls  had 
passed  through  the  lungs  ;  the  true  mark  in  shooting  buffalo. 

The  darkness  increased,  and  a  driving  storm  came  on.  Tying 
our  horses  to  the  horns  of  the  victims,  Henry  began  the  bloody 
work  of  dissection,  slashing  away  with  the  science  of  a  connoisseur, 
while  I  vainly  endeavored  to  imitate  him.    Old  Hendrick  recoiled 
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with  horror  and  indignation  when  I  endeavored  to  tie  the  meat  to 
the  strings  of  raw  hide,  always  carried  for  this  purpose,  dangling 
at  the  back  of  the  saddle.  After  some  difficulty  we  overcame  his 
scruples ;  and  heavily  burdened  with  the  more  eligible  portions  of 
the  buffalo,  we  set  out  on  our  return.  Scarcely  had  we  emerged 
from  the  labyrinth  of  gorges  and  ravines,  and  issued  upon  the  open 
prairie,  when  the  prickling  sleet  came  driving,  gust  upon  gust, 
directly  in  our  faces.  It  was  strangely  dark,  though  wanting  still 
an  hour  of  sunset.  I'he  freezing  storm  soon  penetrated  to  the 
skin,  but  the  uneasy  trot  of  our  heavy-gaited  horses  kept  us  warm 
enough,  as  we  forced  them  unwillingly  in  the  teeth  of  the  sleet  and 
rain,  by  the  powerful  suasion  of  our  Indian  whips.  The  prairie  in 
this  place  was  hard  and  smooth.  A  flourishing  colony  of  prairie- 
dogs  had  burrowed  into  it  in  every  direction,  and  the  little  mounds 
of  fresh  earth  around  their  holes  were  about  as  numerous  as  the 
hills  in  a  corn-field ;  but  not  a  yelp  was  to  be  heard ;  not  the  nose 
of  a  single  citizen  was  visible  ;  all  had  retired  to  the  depths  of  their 
burrows,  and  we  envied  them  their  dry  and  comfortable  habitations. 
An  hour's  hard  riding  showed  us  our  tent  dimly  looming  through 
the  storm,  one  side  puffed  out  by  the  force  of  the  wind,  and  the  other 
collapsed  in  proportion,  while  the  disconsolate  horses  stood  shiver- 
ing close  around,  and  the  wind  kept  up  a  dismal  whistling  in  the 
boughs  of  three  old  half-dead  trees  above.  Shaw,  like  a  patriarchy 
sat  on  his  saddle  in  the  entrance,  with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth  and  his 
arms  folded,  contemplating,  with  cool  satisfaction,  the  piles  of  meat 
that  we  flung  on  the  ground  before  him.  A  dark  and  dreary  night 
succeeded ;  but  the  sun  rose,  with  a  heat  so  sultry  and  languid,  that 
the  Captain  excused  himself  on  that  account  from  waylaying  an 
old  buffalo  bull,  who  with  stupid  gravity  was  walking  over  the 
prairie  to  drink  at  the  river.  So  much  for  the  climate  of  the 
Platte ! 

But  it  was  not  the  weather  alone  that  had  produced  this  sudden 
abatement  of  the  sportsmanlike  zeal  which  the  Captain  had  always 
professed.  He  had  been  out  on  the  afternoon  before,  together  with 
several  members  of  his  party  ;  but  their  hunting  was  attended  with 
no  other  result  than  the  loss  of  one  of  their  best  horses,  severely  in- 
jured by  Lorel,  in  vainly  chasing  a  wounded  bull.  The  Captain, 
whose  ideas  of  hard  riding  were  all  derived  from  trans-atlantic 
sources,  expressed  the  utmost  amazement  at  the  feats  of  Lorel,  who 
went  leapiug  ravines,  and  dashing  at  full  speed  up  and  down  the 
sides  of  precipitous  hills,  lashing  his  horse  with  the  recklessness  of 
a  Rocky  Mountain  rider.  Unfortunately  for  the  poor  animal,  he  was 
the  property  of  R ,  against  whom  Lorel  entertained  an  un- 
bounded aversion.  The  Captain  himself,  it  seemed,  had  also  at- 
tempted to  '  run'  a  buffalo,  but  though  a  good  and  practised  horse- 
man, he  had  soon  given  over  the  attempt,  being  astonished  and  ut- 
terly disgusted  at  the  nature  of  the  ground  he  was  required  to  ride 
over. 

Nothing  unusual  occurred  on  that  day ;  but  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, Henry  Chatillon,  looking  over  die  ocean-like  expanse,  saw  near 
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the  foot  of  the  distant  hills  something  that  looked  like  a  band  of 
buffalo.  He  was  not  sure,  he  said,  but  at  all  events,  if  they  were 
buffalo,  there  was  a  fine  chance  for  a  race.  Shaw  and  I  at  once 
determined  to  try  the  speed  of  our  horses. 

*  Come,  Captain ;  we  '11  see  which  can  ride  hardest,  a  Yankee  or 
an  Irishman.' 

But  the  Captain  maintained  a  grave  and  austere  countenance* 
He  mounted  his  led  horse,  however,  though  very  slowly ;  and  we  set 
out  at  a  trot.  The  game  appeared  about  three  miles  distant.  As 
we  proceeded,  the  Captain  made  various  remarks  of  doubt  and  in- 
decision ;  and  at  length  declared  he  would  have  nothing  to  do  with 
such  a  break-neck  business ;  protesting  that  he  had  ridden  plenty 
of  steeple-chaces  in  his  day,  but  he  neveT  knew  what  riding  was 
till  he  found  himself  behind  a  band  of  buffalo  day  before  yesterday. 
'  I  am  convinced,'  said  the  Captain,  '  that  '  running*  is  out  of  the 
question.  Take  my  advice,  now,  and  do  n't  attempt  it*  It's  dan- 
gerous, and  of  no  use  at  all.' 

1  Then  why  did  you  come  out  with  us  %  What  do  you  mean  to 
dol' 

'  I  shall '  approach,' '  replied  the  Captain. 

'  You  do  n't  mean  to  '  approach'  with  your  pistols,  do  you  t  We 
have  all  of  us  left  our  rifles  in  the  wagons.' 

The  Captain  seemed  staggered  at  this  suggestion.  In  his  charac- 
teristic indecision,  at  setting  out,  pistols,  rifles, '  running'  and  *  ap- 
proaching* were  mingled  in  an  inextricable  medley  in  his  brain.  He 
trotted  on  in  silence  between  us  for  a  while;  but  at  length,  he 
dropped  behind,  and  slowly  walked  his  horse  back  to  rejoin  the 
party.  Shaw  and  I  kept  on  ;  when  lo !  as  we  advanced,  the  band 
of  buffalo  were  transferred  into  certain  clumps  of  tall  bushes,  dot- 
ting the  prairie  for  a  considerable  distance.  At  this  ludicrous  ter- 
mination of  our  chace,  we  followed  the  example  of  our  late  ally, 
and  turned  back  toward  the  party.  We  were  skirting  the  brink  of 
a  deep  ravine,  when  we  saw  Henry  and  the  broad-chested  pony 
coming  toward  us  at  a  gallop. 

Here's  old  Papin  and  Frederic,  down  from  Fort  Laramie!' 
shouted  Henry,  long  before  he  came  up.  We  had  for  some  days 
expected  this  encounter.  Papin  was  the  bourgeois  of  Fort  Laramie. 
He  had  come  down  the  river  with  the  buffalo-robes  and  the  beaver, 
the  produce  of  the  last  winter's  trading.  I  had  among  our  baggage 
a  letter  which  I  wished  to  commit  to  their  hands ;  so  requesting 
Henry  to  detain  the  boats  if  he  could  until  my  return,  I  set  out 
after  the  wagons.  They  were  about  four  miles  in  advance.  In  half 
an  hour  I  overtook  them,  got  the  letter,  trotted  back  upon  the  trail, 
and  looking  carefully,  as  I  rode,  I  saw  a  patch  of  broken,  storm- 
blasted  trees,  and  moving  near  them,  some  little  black  specks  like 
men  and  horses.  Arriving  at  the  place,  I  found  a  strange  assembly. 
The  boats,  eleven  in  number,  deep-laden  with  the  skins,  hugged  close 
to  the  shore,  to  escape  being  borne  down  by  the  swift  current.  The 
rowers,  swarthy  ignoble  Mexicans,  turned  their  brutish  faces  upward 
to  look,  as  I  reached  the  bank.     Papin  sat  in  the  middle  of  one  of 
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the  boats  upon  the  canvass-covering  that  protected  the  robes.  He 
was  a  stout,  robust  fellow,  with  a  little  gray  eye,  that  had  a  peculiarly 
sly  and  selfish  twinkle.  *  Frederic/  also,  stretched  his  tall  raw- 
boned  proportions  close  by  the  bourgeois,  and  '  mountain  men'  com- 
pleted the  group ;  some  lounging  in  the  boats,  some  strolling  on 
shore  ;  some  attired  in  gaily- painted  buffalo  robes,  like  Indian  dan- 
dies ;  some  with  hair  saturated  with  red  paint,  and  be-plastered  with 
glue  to  their  temples ;  and  one  be-daubed  with  vermillion  upon 
the  forehead  and  each  cheek.  They  were  a  mongrel  race ;  yet  the 
French  blood  seemed  to  predominate,  as  usual,  upon  the  prairies : 
in  a  few,  indeed,  might  be  seen  the  black  snaky  eye  of  the  Indian 
half-breed ;  and  one  and  all,  they  seemed  to  aim  at  assimilating 
themselves  to  their  savage  associates. 

I  shook  hands  with  the  bourgeois,  and  delivered  the  letter :  then  the 
boats  swung  round  into  the  stream  and  floated  away.  They  had 
reason  for  haste,  for  already  the  voyage  from  Fort  Laramie  had 
occupied  a  full  month,  and  the  river  was  growing  daily  more  shal- 
low. Fifty  times  a  day  the  boats  had  been  aground  :  indeed,  those 
who  navigate  the  Platte  invariably  spend  half  their  time  upon  sand- 
bars. Two  of  these  boats,  the  property  of  private  traders,  after- 
ward separating  from  the  rest,  got  hopelessly  involved  in  the  shal- 
lows, not  very  far  from  the  Pawnee  villages,  and  were  soon  sur- 
rounded by  a  swarm  of  the  inhabitants.  They  carried  off  every- 
•  thing  that  they  considered  valuable,  including  most  of  the  robes ; 
and  amused  themselves  by  tying  up  the  men  left  on  guard,  and 
soundly  whipping  them  with  sticks  ! 

We  encamped  that  night  upon  the  bank  of  the  river.  Among 
the  emigrants  there  was  an  over-grown  boy,  some  eighteen  yean 
old,  with  a  bead  as  round  and  about  as  large  as  a  pumpkin,  and 
fever-and-ague  fits  had  dyed  his  face  of  a  corresponding  color.  He 
wore  an  old  white  hat,  tied  under  his  chin  with  a  handkerchief:  his 
body  was  short  and  stout,  but  his  legs  of  disproportioned  and  ap- 
palling length.  I  observed^  him  at  sunset,  breasting  the  hill  with 
gigantic  strides,  and  standing  against  the  sky  on  the  summit,  like  a 
collossal  pair  of  tongs.  In  a  moment  after,  we  heard  him  scream- 
ing frantically  behind  the  ridge ;  and  nothing  doubting  that  he  was 
in  the  clutches  of  Indians  or  grizzly  bears,  some  of  the  party  caught 
up  their  rifles  and  ran  to  the  rescue.  His  outcries,  however/ proved 
but  an  ebullition  of  joyous  excitement;  he  had  chased  two  little 
wolf  pups  to  their  burrow,  and  he  was  on  his  knees,  grubbing  away 
liko  a  dog  at  the  mouth  of  the  hole,  to  get  at  them. 

Before  morning  he  caused  more  serious  disquiet  in  the  camp.  It 
was  his  turn  to  bold  the  middle-guard ;  but  no  sooner  was  he  called 
up,  than  he  coolly  arranged  a  pair  of  saddle-bags  under  a  wagon, 
laid  his  head  upon  them,  closed  his  eyes,  opened  his  mouth  and  fell 
asleep.  The  guard  on  our  side  of  the  camp,  thinking  it  no  part  of 
his  duty  to  look  after  the  cattle  of  the  emigrants,  contented  himself 
with  watching  our  own  horses  and  mules  :  the  wolves,  he  said,  were 
unusually  noisy ;  but  still  no  mischief  was  anticipated  until  the  sun 
rose,  and  not  a  hoof  or  horn  was  in  sight !     The  cattle  were  gone ! 
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While  Tom  was  quietly  slumbering,  the  wolves  had  driven  them 
away! 

Then,  R— ,  we  reaped  the  fruits  of  your  precious  plan  of  tra- 
velling in  company  with  emigrants  !  To  leave  them  in  their  distress 
was  not  to  be  thought  of;  and  we  felt  bound  to  wait  until  the  cattle 
could  be  searched  for,  and  if  possible,  recovered.  But  the  reader 
may  be  curious  to  know  what  punishment  awaited  the  faithless  Tom. 
By  the  wholesome  law  of  the  prairie,  he  who  falls  asleep  on  guard 
is  condemned  to  walk  all  day,  leading  his  horse  by  the  bridle,  and 
we  found  much  fault  with  our  companions  for  not  enforcing  such  a 
sentence  on  the  offender.  Nevertheless,  had  he  been  of  our  own 
party,  I  have  no  doubt  that  he  would  in  like  manner  have  escaped 
scot-free.  But  the  emigrants  went  farther  than  mere  forbearance : 
they  decreed  that  since  Tom  could  n't  stand  guard  without  falling 
asleep,  he  should  n't  stand  guard  at  all,  and  henceforward  his  slum- 
bers were  unbroken.  Establishing  such  a  premium  on  drowsiness 
could  have  no  very  beneficial  effect  upon  the  vigilance  of  our  senti- 
nels ;  for  it  is  far  from  agreeable,  after  riding  from  sunrise  to  sun- 
set, to  feel  your  slumbers  interrupted  by  the  butt  of  a  rifle  nudging 
your  side,  and  a  sleepy  voice  growling  in  your  ear  that  you  must 
get  up,  to  shiver  and  freeze  for  three  weary  hours  at  midnight. 

'Buffalo!  buffalo!'  It  was  but  a  grim  old  bull,  roaming  the 
prairie  by  himself  in  misanthropic  seclusion ;  but  there  might  be 
more  behind  the  hills.  Dreading  the  monotony  and  languor  of  the 
camp,  Shaw  and  I  saddled  our  horses,  buckled  our  holsters  in  their 
places,  and  set  out  with  Henry  Chatillon  in  search  of  them.  Henry, 
not  intending  to  take  part  in  the  chase,  but  merely  conducting  us  to 
the  game,  carried  his  rifle  with  him,  while  we  left  ours  behind  as 
incumbrances.  We  rode  for  some  five  or  six  miles,  and  saw  no  living 
thing  but  wolves,  snakes,  and  prairie-dogs. 
4  This  won't  do  at  all,'  said  Shaw* 
'  What  won't  do  V 

•  There  's  no  wood  about  here  to  make  a  litter  for  the  wounded 
man  :  I  have  an  idea  that  one  of  us  will  need  something  of  the  sort 
before  the  day  is  over.' 

There  was  some  foundation  for  such  an  apprehension,  for  the 
ground  was  none  of  the  best  for  a  race,  and  grew  worse  continually 
as  we  proceeded ;  indeed  it  soon  became  desperately  bad,  consisting 
of  abrupt  hills  and  deep  hollows,  cut  by  frequent  ravines,  not  easy 
to  pass.  At  length,  a  mile  in  advance,  we  saw  a  band  of  bulls. 
Some  were  scattered  grazing  over  a  green  declivity,  while  the  rest 
were  crowded  more  densely  together  in  the  wide  hollow  below. 
Making  a  circuit,  to  keep  out  of  sight,  we  rode  toward  them,  until 
we  ascended  a  hill,  within  a  furlong  of  them,  beyond  which  nothing 
intervened  that  could  possibly  screen  us  from  their  view.  We  dis- 
mounted behind  the  ridge  just  out  of  sight,  drew  our  saddle-girths, 
examined  our  pistols,  and  mounting  again,  rode  over  the  hill,  and 
descended  at  a  canter  toward  them,  bending  close  to  our  horses' 
necks.  Instantly  they  took  the  alarm  :  those  on  the  hill  descended ; 
those  below  gathered  into  a  mass,  and  the  whole  got  in  motion, 
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shouldering  each  other  along  at  a  clumsy  gallop.  We  followed, 
spurring  our  horses  to  full  speed ;  and  as  the  herd  rushed,  crowding 
and  trampling  in  terror  through  an  opening  in  the  hills,  we  were 
close  at  their  heels,  half  suffocated  by  the  clouds  of  dust  But  as 
we  drew  near,  their  alarm  and  speed  increased  ;  our  horses  showed 
signs  of  the  utmost  fear,  bounding  violently  aside  as  we  approached, 
and  refusing  to  enter  among  the  nerd.  The  buffalo  now  broke  into 
several  small  bodies,  scampering  over  the  hills  in  different  directions, 
and  I  lost  sight  of  Shaw  :  neither  of  us  knew  where  the  other  had 
gone,  for  we  were  drunk  with  the  chase.  Old  Pontiac  ran  like  a 
frantic  elephant  up  hill  and  down  hill,  his  ponderous  hoofs  striking 
the  prairie  like  sledge-hammers.  He  showed  a  curious  mixture  of 
eagerness  and  terror,  straining  to  overtake  the  panic-stricken  herd, 
but  constantly  recoiling  in  dismay  as  we  drew  near.  The  fugitives, 
indeed,  offered  no  very  attractive  spectacle,  with  their  enormous  size 
and  weight,  their  shaggy  manes  and  the  tattered  remnants  of  their 
last  winter's  hair  covering  their  backs  in  irregular  shreds  and 
patches,  and  flying  off  in  the  wind  as  they  ran.  At  length,  I  urged 
my  horse  close  behind  a  bull,  and  after  trying  in  vain,  by  blows  and 
spurring,  to  bring  him  along  side,  I  shot  a  bullet  into  the  buffalo 
from  this  disadvantageous  position.  At  the  report,  Pontiac,  swerved 
so  much  that  I  was  again  thrown  a  little  behind  the  game.  The 
bullet  entering  too  much  in  the  rear,  failed  to  disable  the  bull,  for  a 
buffalo  requires  to  be  shot  at  certain  particular  points,  or  he  will  cer- 
tainly escape.  The  herd  ran  up  a  hill,  and  I  followed  in  pursuit. 
As  Pontiac  rushed  headlong  down  on  the  other  side,  I  saw  Shaw 
and  Henry  descending  the  hollow  on  the  right,  at  a  leisurely  gallop : 
and  in  front,  the  buffalo  were  just  disappearing  behind  the  crest  of 
the  hill,  their  short  tails  erect,  and  their  hoofs  twinkling  through  a 
cloud  of  dust.  One  old  bull  seemed  hanging  behind  the  rest,  strug- 
gling vainly  to  keep  up  with  his  comrades.  As  my  horse  ran  past 
him,  within  about  twelve  yards,  I  fired  my  remaining  pistol,  oy  a 
thoughtless  impulse,  striking  him  in  the  rump,  too  high  for  mortal 
effect 

But  to  glance  back  at  my  friend  and  his  exploits.  Being  a  bold 
and  excellent  rider,  he  had  succeeded,  after  much  difficulty,  in  forc- 
ing his  active  little  horse  within  a  reasonable  distance  of  a  buffalo, 
and  firing  again  and  again,  he  at  length  disabled  him  ;  for  our  pis- 
tols, unless  aimed  with  extreme  precision,  were  of  too  small  calibre 
to  kill  at  a  single  shot.  This  was  the  old  bull  at  whom  I  fired,  igno- 
rant that  he  was  already  in  extremity.  At  that  moment,  I  heard 
Shaw  and  Henry  shouting  to  me  ;  but  the  muscles  of  a  stronger 
arm  than  mine  could  not  have  checked  at  once  the  furious  course  of 
Pontiac,  whose  mouth  was  as  insensible  as  leather.  Added  to  this, 
I  rode  him  that  morning  with  a  common  snaffle,  having  the  day  be- 
fore, for  the  benefit  of  my  other  horse,  unbuckled  from  my  bridle 
the  curb  which  I  ordinarily  used.  A  stronger  and  hardier  brute 
never  trod  the  prairie  ;  but  the  novel  sight  of  the  buffalo  filled  him 
with  terror,  and  when  at  full  speed  he  was  almost  incontrollable. 
Gaining  the  top  of  the  ridge,  I  saw  nothing  of  the  buffalo ;  they  had 
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all  vanished  amid  the  intricacies  of  the  hills  and  hollows.  Re-load- 
ing my  pistols,  in  the  best  way  I  could,  I  galloped  on  until  I  saw 
them  again  scuttling  along  at  the  base  of  the  hill,  their  panic  some- 
what abated.  Down  went  old  Pontiac  among  them,  scattering  them 
to  the  right  and  left,  and  then  we  had  another  long  chase.  About 
a  dozen  bulls  were  before  us,  scouring  over  the  hills,  rushing  down 
the  declivities  with  tremendous  weight  and  impetuosity,  and  then 
laboring  with  a  weary  gallop  upward.  Still  Pontiac,  in  spite  of 
spurring  and  beating,  would  not  close  with  them.  One  bull  at  length 
fell  a  little  behind  the  rest,  and  by  dint  of  much  effort,  I  urged  my 
horse  within  six  or  eight  yards  of  his  side.  His  back  was  darkened 
with  sweat ;  he  was  panting  heavily,  while  his  tongue  lolled  out  a 
mot  from  his  jaws.  Gradually  I  came  up  abreast  of  him,  urging  Pon- 
tiac with  leg  and  rein  nearer  to  his  side,  when  suddenly  he  did  what 
buffalo  in  such  circumstances  will  always  do ;  he  slackened  his  gal- 
lop, and  turning  toward  us,  with  an  aspect  of  mingled  rage  and  dis- 
tress, lowered  his  huge  shaggy  head  for  a  charge.  Pontiac,  with  a 
snort,  leaped  aside  in  terror,  nearly  throwing  me  to  the  ground,  as 
I  was  wholly  unprepared  for  such  an  evolution.  I  raised  my  pistol 
in  a  passion  to  strike  him  on  the  head,  but  thinking  better  or  it,  I 
fired  the  bullet  after  the  bull,  who  had  resumed  his  flight :  then 
drew  rein,  and  determined  to  rejoin  my  companions.  It  was  high 
time.  The  breath  blew  hard  from  Pontiac's  nostrils,  and  the  sweat 
rolled  in  big  drops  down  his  panting  sides ;  I  myself  felt  as  if 
drenched  in  warm  water.  Pledging  myself  (and  I  redeemed  the 
pledge)  to  take  my  revenge  at  a  future  opportunity,  I  looked  round 
for  some  indications  to  show  me  where  I  was,  and  what  course  I  ought 
to  pursue ;  I  might  as  well  have  looked  for  land-marks  in  the  midst 
of  the  ocean.  How  many  miles  I  had  run,  or  in  what  direction,  I  had 
no  idea ;  and  around  me  the  prairie  was  rolling  m  steep  swells  and 

S itches,  without  a  single  distinctive  feature  to  guide  me.  I  had  a 
ttle  compass  hung  at  my  neck ;  and  ignorant  that  the  Platte  at  this 
point  diverged  considerably  from  its  easterly  course,  I  thought  that 
by  keeping  to  the  northward  I  should  certainly  reach  it.  So  I  turned 
and  rode  about  two  hours  in  that  direction^  The  prairie  changed  as  I 
advanced,  softening  away  into  easier  undulations,  but  nothing  like 
the  Platte  appeared,  nor  any  sign  of  a  human  being ;  the  same  wild 
endless  expanse  lay  around  me  still ;  and  to  all  appearance  I  was  as 
far  from  my  object  as  ever.  I  began  now  to  consider  myself  in 
danger  of  being  lost ;  and  therefore,  reining  in  my  horse,  I  sum- 
moned the  scanty  share  of  woodcraft  that  I  possessed,  (if  that  term 
be  applicable  upon  the  prairie,)  to  extricate  me.  Looking  round, 
it  occurred  to  me  that  the  buffalo  might  prove  my  best  guides.  I 
soon  found  one  of  the  paths  made  by  them  in  their  passage  to  the 
river  :  it  ran  nearly  at  right  angles  to  my  course  ;  but  turning  my 
horse's  head  in  the  direction  it  indicated,  his  freer  gait  and  erected 
ears  assured  me  that  I  was  right. 

But  in  the  mean  time  my  ride  had  been  by  no  means  a  solitary 
one.  The  whole  face  of  the  country  was  dotted  far  and  wide  with 
countless  hundreds  of  buffalo.    They  trooped  along  in  files  and  eo- 
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lumns,  bulls,  cows  and  calves,  on  the  green  faces  of  the  declivities 
in  front.  They  scrambled  away  over  die  hills  to  the  right  and  left ; 
and  far  off  the  pale  blue  swells  in  the  extreme  distance  were  dotted 
with  innumerable  little  black  specs.  Sometimes  I  surprised  shaggy 
old  bulls  grazing  alone,  or  sleeping  behind  the  ridges  I  ascended. 
They  would  leap  up  at  my  approach,  stare  stupidly  at  me  through 
their  tangled  manes,  and  then  gallop  heavily  away.  The  antelope 
were  very  numerous;  and  as  they  are  always  bold  when  in  the 
neighborhood  of  buffalo,  they  would  approach  quite  near  to  look  at 
me,  gazing  intently  with  their  great  round  eyes,  then  suddenly  leap 
aside,  and  stretch  lightly  away  over  the  prairie,  as  swiftly  as  the 
swiftest  race-horse.  „  Squalid,  ruffian-like  wolves  sneaked  through 
the  hollows  and  sandy  ravines.  Several  times  I  passed  through 
villages  of  prairie-dogs,  who  sat,  each  at  the  mouth  of  his  burrow, 
holding  his  paws  before  him  in  a  supplicating  attitude,  and  yelped 
away  most  vehemently,  energetically  whisking  his  little  tail  with 
every  squeaking  cry  he  uttered.  Prairie-dogs  are  not  fastidious  in 
their  choice  of  companions ;  for  various  long,  chequered  snakes 
were  sunning  themselves  in  the  midst  of  the  village,  and  demure 
little  gray  owls,  with  a  large  white  ring  around  each  eye,  were 
perched  side  by  side  with  the  rightful  inhabitants.  The  prairie 
teemed  with  life.  Again  and  again  I  looked  toward  the  crowded 
hill-sides,  and  was  sure  I  saw  horsemen ;  and  riding  near,  with  a 
mixture  of  hope  and  dread,  for  Indians  were  abroad,  I  found  them 
transformed  into  a  group  of  buffalo.  There  was  nothing  in  human 
shape  amid  all  this  vast  congregation  of  brute  forms. 

When  I  turned  down  the  buffalo-path,  the  prairie  was  deserted 
again ;  only  a  wolf  or  two  glided  past  at  intervals,  like  conscious 
felons,  never  looking  to  the  right  or  left.  Being  now  free  from  anxi- 
ety, I  was  at  leisure  to  observe  minutely  the  objects  around  me ; 
and  here,  for  the  first  time,  I  noticed  insects  wholly  different  from 
any  of  the  varieties  found  farther  to  the  eastward.  Gaudy  butter- 
flies fluttered  about  my  horse's  head ;  strangely-formed  beetles,  glit- 
tering with  metallic  lustre,  were  crawling  upon  plants  that  I  had 
never  seen  before ;  multitudes  of  lizards,  too,  were  darting  like 
lightning  over  the  sand. 

I  had  ridden  to  a  great  distance  from  the  river.  It  cost  me  a  long 
ride  on  the  buffalo-path,  before  I  saw,  from  the  ridge  of  a  sand-hill, 
the  pale  surface  of  the  Platte  glistening  in  the  midst  of  its  desert 
valleys,  and  the  faint  outline  of  the  hills  beyond  waving  along  the 
sky.  From  where  I  stood,  not  a  tree  nor  a  bush  nor  a  living  thing 
was  visible  throughout  the  whole  extent  of  the  sun-scorched  land- 
scape. In  half  an  hour  I  came  upon  the  trail,  not  far  from  the 
river ;  and  seeing  that  the  party  had  not  yet  passed,  I  turned  east- 
ward to  meet  them,  old  Pontiac's  long  swinging  trot  again  assuring 
me  that  I  was  right  in  doing  so.  I  was  slightly  ill  on  leaving  camp 
in  the  morning,  and  six  or  seven  hours  of  rough  riding  had  fatigued 
roe  .extremely.  I  soon  stopped,  therefore ;  flung  my  saddle  on  the 
ground,  and  with  my  head  resting  on  it,  and  my  horse's  trail-rope 
tied  loosely  to  my  arm,  I  lay  waiting  the  arrival  of  the  party,  specu- 
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latin g  meanwhile  on  the  extent  of  the  injuries  Pontiac  had  received. 
At  length  the  white  wagon-coverings  rose  from  the  verge  of  the 
plain.  By  a  singular  coincidence,  almost  at  the  same  moment  two 
horsemen  appeared  coming  down  from  the  hills.  They  were  Shaw 
and  Henry,  who  had  searched  for  me  awhile  in  the  morning ;  but 
well  knowing  the  futility  of  such  an  attempt  in  such  a  broken  coun- 
try, had  placed  themselves  on  the  top  of  the  highest  hill  they  could 
find,  and  picketting  their  horses  near  them,  as  a  signal  to  me,  had 
lain  down  and  fallen  asleep.  The  stray  cattle  had  been  recovered, 
as  the  emigrants  told  us,  about  noon.  Before  sunset,  we  pushed 
forward  eight  miles  farther. 

*Cakp,  Jomx  8evxnth.— Four  men  are  mining ;  R  — ,  Lorel  and  two  emigrant*,     Tbey  Mt 
out  thia  morning  after  buffalo,  and  have  not  yet  made  their  appearance ;  whether  killed  or  toet,  we 
t  tell.' 


I  find  the  above  in  my  note  book,  and  I  well  remember  the  coun- 
cil held  on  the  occasion.  Our  fire  was  the  scene  of  it ;  for  the  pal- 
pable superiority  of  Henry  Chatillon's  experience  and  skill  made 
him  the  resort  of  the  whole  camp  upon  every  question  of  difficulty. 
He  was  moulding  bullets  at  the  fire,  when  the  Captain  drew  near, 
with  a  perturbed  and  care-worn  expression  of  countenance,  faith- 
fully reflected  on  the  heavy  features  of  Jack,  who  followed  close 
behind.  Then  emigrants  came  straggling  from  their  wagons  toward 
the  common  centre ;  various  suggestions  were  made,  to  account  for 
the  absence  of  the  four  men  ;  and  one  or  two  of  the  emigrants  de- 
clared, that  when  out  after  the  cattle,  they  had  seen  Indians  dogging 
them,  and  crawling  like  wolves  along  the  ridges  of  the  hills.  At 
this  the  Captain  slowly  shook  his  head  with  double1  gravity,  and  so- 
lemnly remarked  : 

'  It  's  a  serious  thing  to  be  travelling  through  this  cursed  wilder- 
ness ;'  an  opinion  in  which  Jack  immediately  expressed  a  thorough 
coincidence.  Henry  would  not  commit  himself  by  declaring  any 
positive  opinion : 

'  Maybe  be  only  follow  the  buffalo  too  far ;  maybe  Indian  kill 
him ;  maybe  he  got  lost ;  I  cannot  tell !' 

With  this  the  auditors  were  obliged  to  rest  content;  the  emi- 
grants, not  in  the  least  alarmed,  though  curious  to  know  what  had 
become  of  their  comrades,  walked  back  to  their  wagons,  and  the 
Captain  betook  himself  pensively  to  his  tent.  Shaw  and  I  followed 
his  example. 

*  It  will  be  a  bad  thing  for  our  plans,'  said  he,  as  we  entered, '  if 
these  fellows  do  n't  get  back  safe.  The  Captain  is  as  helpless  on 
the  prairie  as  a  child.  We  shall  have  to  take  him  and  his  brother 
in  tow  ;  they  will  hang  on  us  like  lead.' 

'  The  prairie  is  a  strange  place,'  said  I.  'A  month  ago  I  should 
have  thought  it  rather  a  startling  affair  to  have  an  acquaintance  ride 
out  in  the  morning  and  lose  his  scalp  before  night ;  but  here  it  seems 
the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world ;  not  that  I  believe,  however, 
that  R has  lost  his  yet.' 

If  a  man  is  constitutionally  liable  to  nervous  apprehensions,  a 
tour  on  the  distant  prairies  would,  I  believe,  prove  the  best  pre- 
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scription ;  for  though  when  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains  he  may  at  times  find  himself  placed  in  circumstances  of 
some  danger,  I  believe  that  few  ever  breathe  that  reckless  atmos- 
phere without  becoming  wholly  indifferent  to  any  evil  chance  that 
may  befall  themselves  or  their  friends. 

Shaw  had  a  propensity  for  luxurious  indulgence.  He  spread  his 
blanket  with  the  utmost  accuracy  on  the  ground,  picked  up  the  sticks 
and  stones  that  he  thought  might  interfere  with  his  comfort,  ad- 
justed his  saddle  to  serve  as  a  pillow,  and  composed  himself  for  his 
night's  rest.  I  had  the  first  guard  that  evening ;  so,  taking  my  rifle, 
I  went  out  of  the  tent.  It  was  perfectly  dark.  A  brisk  wind  blew 
down  from  the  hills,  and  the  sparks  from  the  fire  were  streaming 
over  the  prairie.  One  of  the  emigrants,  named  Morton,  was  my 
companion ;  and  laying  our  rifles  on  the  grass,  we  sat  down  toge- 
ther by  the  fire.  Morton  was  a  Kentuckian,  an  athletic  fellow, 
with  a  fine  intelligent  face,  and  in  his  manners  and  conversation  he 
showed  more  of  the  essential  characteristics  of  a  gentleman  than 
the  vulgar  and  ignorant  boors  who  float  on  the  scum  of  fashion  in 
some  of  our  eastern  cities.  Our  conversation  turned  on  the  pioneers 
of  his  gallant  native  state.  The  three  hours  of  our  watch  dragged 
away  at  last,  and  we  went  to  call  up  the  relief. 

R  ■  'b  guard  succeeded  mine.  He  was  absent;  but  the  Cap- 
tain, anxious  lest  the  camp  should  be  left  defenceless,  had  volun- 
teered to  stand  in  his  place  ;  so  I  went  to  call  him  up.  There  was 
no  occasion  for  it,  for  the  Captain  had  been  awake  since  nightfall. 
A  fire  was  blazing  outside  of  the  tent,  and  by  the  light  which  struck 
through  the  canvass,  I  saw  him  and  Jack  lying  on  their  backs,  with 
their  eyes  wide  open.  The  Captain  responded  instantly  to  my  call ; 
he  jumped  up,  seized  the  double-barrelled  rifle,  and  came  oat  of 
the  tent  with  an  air  of  solemn  determination,  as  if  about  to  devote 
himself  to  the  safety  of  the  party.  I  went  and  lay  down,  not  doubt- 
ing that  for  the  next  three  hours  our  slumbers  would  be  guarded 
with  sufficient  vigilance. 
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Many  will  chide  thee  for  thy  simple  art, 

Which  comes  to  us  in  far  too  modest  guise 

To  please  the  fancy  of  the  worldly-wise, 

Who  daily  throng  the  city's  busy  mart ; 

But  there  are  chords  within  each  gentle  heart 

That  are  not  moved  by  grander  harmonies, 

Yet  vibrate  at  the  touch  of  tones  like  these, 

Where  simple  earnestness  and  truth  have  part. 

Thy  sweet  strains  melt  upon  the  evening  air 

With  twilight  softness,  and,  unsought,  betray 

A  lurking  memory  of  what  was  fair 

In  sunnier  climes,  where  thy  young  feet  did  stray  ; 

And  I  will  thank  thee  for  them :  from  this  hoar 

Thy  welcome  lays  have  an  unwonted  power. 
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THE        8UNBEAM. 

A  Sunbeam  left  its  home  one  day 
Tired  of  wending  its  constant  way 

About  the  distant  earth ; 
Longing  a  little  while  to  stray 
To  lands  whose  smile  had  cheered  its  way 

E'er  since  they  both  had  birth. 

So  it  started  off  one  pleasant  morn, 

With  few  glad  mates,  of  the  same  ray  born, 

To  recreate  a  while. 
Greeting  in  joy  whatever  it  met, 
A  grateful  kiss  upon  all  it  set, 

And  got  from  all  a  smile  : 

'Till  soon  it  reached  the  joyous  earth, 
Who  hailed  it  with  a  song  of  mirth, 

As  it  chased  the  night  away  ; 
And  it  peeped  in  at  the  half-closed  cup 
Of  the  sleeping  flower,  and  woke  it  up 

To  joy  in  its  gentle  stay. 

Not  long  it  tarried,  but  sped  along 
To  wake  the  bird  to  its  morning  song, 

Who  carolled  aloud  his  glee ; 
Then  it  glanced  away  to  kiss  the  stream, 
Which  murmured  its  thanks  to  the  happy  beam 

As  it  glided  to  the  sea. 

And  so  it  hasted  along  all  day, 
Breathing  new  life  in  its  happy  way, 

Until  the  hour  of  noon ; 
Then  slowly  it  seemed  to  grow  tired  of  play, 
And  finally  darted  from  earth  away, 

To  gladden  the  rising  moon. 

M ethought  while  I  watched  the  fading  ray 
Now  longing  from  earth  to  escape  away,     ' 

Nor  longer  here  to  roam, 
That  the  good  man's  soul,  when  life's  sad  dream 
Hath  closed  in  death,  shall  like  that  beam 

Glad  seek  its  heavenly  home. 

And  like  the  earth  in  night's  dark  pall 
Mouraeth  the  beam,  that  good  to  all 

Here  ever  did  impart ; 
So  shall  the  world  the  loss  of  him 
Who  shed  upon  its  night  the  gleam 

Of  a  warm  and  sunny  heart. 

And  as  the  sunbeam  from  the  moon 
Still  casts  almost  the  light  of  noon 

Upon  the  gloomy  night, 
Thus  shall  the  good  man's  works  survive 
So  long  as  earth  itself  shall  live, 

In  mild  and  lasting  light 
btkattr,  (if.  r.,)  J«iy,  1847. 
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THE  OUTLAW  OF  THE  SACRAMENTO. 


Prospkro.  '  Fhir  encounter 

Of  two  tnoftt  rare  aftectiou*.' 


•  Would  that  the  Californian  character  were  as  lofty  as  the  Cali- 
fornian  mountains !'  exclaimed  I,  extending  myself  almost  breathless 
upon  the  loftiest  summit  of  the  chain  which  edges  the  Sacramento 
Valley. 

4  Not  so,'  returned  my  friend,  quietly;  'it  would  be  too  hard  to 
climb.' 

Harry  South  was  one  of  those  men  who  reveal  only  to  their  inti- 
mate friends  a  marked  peculiarity  of  character.     There  are  many 
such ;  all  indeed  may  be  really  so,  for  every  man  convinces  those 
who  know  him  best  that  he  possesses  a  true  and  full  individuality ; 
but,  more  than  any  other  of  my  acquaintance,  my  friend  managed 
to  mask  a  dreamy  poetical  imagination  and  a  glowing  heart  under 
the  appearance  of  a  mere  fashionable  and  high-spirited  man  of  the 
world.     His  wealth  and  connections  in  society  of  course  secured 
him  the  position  of  a  gentleman.     Nobody  suspected  him  of  being 
a  poet ;  yet  though  he  never  wrote  lines,  he  always  thought  poetry. 
Between  the  ages  of  fifteen  and  twenty-three  he  served  in  the  navy 
as  midshipman  and  lieutenant,  and  then  left  the  profession  to  suc- 
ceed to  a  valuable  estate,  and  consult  his  own  pleasure  by  travelling 
as  a  gentleman  at  ease.     At  Yerba  Buena  I  first  met  him,  and  our 
acquaintance  soon  warmed  into  friendship ;  so  that  before  many 
days  passed,  we  found  ourselves  travelling  together  on  a  half-hunt- 
ing, half  exploring  expedition  along  the  beautiful  Valley  of  the 
Sacramento.     Every  hour  revealed  some  new  trait  in  his  intense 
character.     A  peculiar  freshness,  not  of  inexperience,  but  the  vivid 
glance  that  never  dulls  by  often  looking,  seemed  to  form  his  ideas 
upon  every  subject,  and  made  especially  delightful  our  conversation 
upon  the  most  delightful  of  all  topics,  love  and  woman's  heart. 
Hitherto  untouched  by  the  gentle  passion,  he  had  set  up  for  himself 
an  ideal  model,  not  moulded,  as  he  was  wont  to  exclaim,  after  any 
form  of  material  clay,  but  one  which  rose  within  his  mind  in  dim 
yet  lustrous  beauty,  like  a  translucent  mist  before  the  dazzling  sun. 
Such  a  character  he  conceived  to  be  Miranda,  in  '  The  Tempest/ 
and  looked  upon  it  as  a  lovely  vision,  never  to  be  realized,  yet  ever 
before  him  with  delicious,  tantalizing  presence.     Indeed,  so  often 
did  he  rhapsodize  upon  Miranda,  that  before  two  days  had  elapsed 
I  became  heartily  sick  of  my  friend's  poetical  hobby,  and  sought 
every  occasion  to  draw  him  out  on  other  things.     In  this  way  we 
arrived  at  the  edge  of  that  immense  valley,  and  ascended  the  loftiest 
mountain  to  catch  a  far  view  of  the  scenery  around  us. 

'  Yes,'  said  Harry, '  it  would  be  too  hard  to  climb.    You  are  am- 
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bitious,  and  can  never  be  stationary ;  you  must  either  move  onward 
or  else  keep  out  of  sight.  If  I  were  disposed  to  compliment,  I 
might  say,  so  is  the  sun  ;  but  the  source  of  light  would  be  degraded 
by  comparison  with  a  merely  ambitious  man.  For  my  own  part,  I 
would  simply  '  take  the  goods  the  gods  provide  me,'  and  glide 
through  a  happy  life,  in  cultivating,  not  so  much  my  "paternal  acres,' 
for  I  confess  myself  no  farmer,  as  my  own  heart.  The  little  society 
I  would  have,  must  be  associates,  not  rivals  nor  inferiors.  But  you 
would  struggle,  and  prefer  rising  above  the  ignorant  weak  to  being 
surpassed  by  the  educated  strong.  This  is  your  country.  The 
Californians  are  too  indolent  to  strive  with  an  energetic  man,  and 
will  quietly  allow  him  to  ride  over  them,  provided  he  is  not  rough- 
shod. They  have  all  the  pride  of  Spaniards,  half  the  quick  intellect 
of  Frenchmen,  and  more  than  the  terrible  revengefulness  of  an 
Italian  bravo.  At  the  same  time,  the  laziest  Turk  that  breathes 
through  life  in  a  cloud  of  smoke,  would  open  his  eyes  at  these  lumps 
of  Californian  clay,  forever  asleep.  Look  from  this  mountain-top, 
and  say,  are  they  worthy  of  their  country  1  The  air,  that  breathes 
delicious  health  through  others'  veins,  enervates  them.  These  noble 
mountains,  that  we  love  to  climb  with  soul  as  well  as  body,  only 
arouses  in  them  a  lazy  horror  of  the  troublesome  ascent,  as  they 
stand  below,  dully  gazing  upward.  But,  by  Heaven  !  there  is  one 
below  us  who  is  not  gazing  upward  in  dulness  !  That  attitude  is 
entreaty  and  despair  itself.' 

I  sprang  to  my  feet  and  looked  over  the  edge  of  the  mountain. 
Beginning  at  the  spot  where  we  stood,  an  almost  perpendicular 
precipice  seemed  to  slide  down  full  six  hundred  feet,  and  then  ano- 
ther peak  rose  aloft,  leaving  between  a  little  valley  with  about  fifty 
yards  of  loose  rocks,  garlanded  with  verdure.  At  that  moment  I 
did  not  notice  a  rude  hunting-lodge  in  the  middle ;  my  attention 
was  wholly  fastened  on  two  human  beings  in  that  remote  place. 
One  of  them  was  very  tall,  gigantic  even,  for  a  Californian,  and  his 
herculean  limbs,  arrayed  in  the  hunter's  finery  of  his  nation,  be- 
spoke him  at  once  a  dangerous  neighbor  in  time  of  feud.  At  his 
feet,  in  an  attitude  of  exquisite  suffering,  kneeled  a  young  girl, 
lovely  even  in  the  distance ;  and  so  truthful  was  her  posture,  that 
we  almost  fanced  we  heard  a  pleading  voice,  broken  with  sobs  and 
tears.  Yet  the  hunter  stood  savage  and  immoveable,  looking  con- 
temptuously on  her  for  a  moment,  and  then  turning  away,  he  walked 
swittly  out  of  the  ravine. 

'  There  is  something  here  for  us  to  do,'  said  Harry,  firmly  and 
rapidly.  His  words  roused  me  from  a  gaze  of  wonder  at  that  sin- 
gular pantomime,  and  hastily  exchanging  glances,  we  seized  our 
rifles,  and  descended  the  mountain  in  silence. 

Some  hours  passed  before  we  could  force  our  way  through  the 
thick  underwood  down  the  more  gently  sloping  side,  or  skirt  along 
the  base.  Even  then  there  was  great  difficulty  in  searching  for  the 
narrow  gorge.  At  last,  however,  we  found  ourselves  near  the  cabin 
of  the  hunter,  but  our  steps  were  delayed  a  moment  by  a  huge  dog, 
the  Cerberus  of  these  regions,  which  rushed  upon  us  with  a  howl 
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that  sounded  as  if  the  triple-beaded  monster  of  old  had  opened  with 
every  throat  at  once.  Our  business  did  not  allow  of  such  obstacles, 
and  a  shot  from  one  of  our  revolvers  soon  stretched  him  upon  the 
grass.  We  entered  the  lodge.  In  one  corner  sat  the  fair  suppliant 
we  had  seen  before,  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  moaning  to 
herself  that  most  mournful  of  all  Spanish  exclamations :  *Ay  de  mit 
ay  de  mi!*  She  had  evidently  mistaken  our  shot  for  the  return  of 
the  Californian  hunter.  Harry  spoke  a  few  words  of  encourage- 
ment, but  at  the  first  sound  of  a  strange  voice  she  started  up  witb 
an  instinctive  scream,  and  then,  to  our  utter  amazement,  clasped 
each  of  us  in  her  arms  with  a  shower  of  tears,  and  a  broken  cry  of 
half-hysteric  joy. 

We  drew  back  at  this  strange  reception,  but  at  the  next  in- 
stant would  have  surrendered  a  year  of  our  lives  to  be  in  that 
delicious  embrace  again.  Strange  that  we  did  not  feel  it  at  the 
time,  but  when  the  first  astonishment  wore  off,  there  lingered  the 
idea  of  a  sensation  that  we  might  have  felt  and  remembered  to 
the  day  of  our  death.  But  the  girl  evidently  did  not  intend  to  re- 
peat the  salutation.  She  stood  wondering  at  her  repulse  as  much 
as  we  did  afterward,  but  with  better  reason.  It  was  a  common  and 
innocent  token  of  friendship  among  the  warm,  open-hearted  sex  of 
her  country,  and  she,  poor  thing,  saw  a  friend  in  every  stranger  at 
that  time.  She  seemed  about  seventeen,  and  her  form  exhibited 
a  rare  mingling  of  grace  and  voluptuous  symmetry  that  I  had  be- 
fore deemed  impossible.  All  Californian  senoritas  possess  the  lat- 
ter, but  it  is  united  with  a  spreading  luxuriance  of  limb  that  forma 
a  magnificent  contrast  to  the  sylph-like  airiness  of  some  other  climes. 
Here,  however,  the  two  were  so  connected  that  it  seemed  hard  to 
know  to  which  class  of  beauty  she  belonged.  At  that  time,  indeed, 
no  critical  thought  entered  my  head  ;  I  saw  before  me  only  the  Cali- 
fornian glancing  her  dark  eyes  on  us  in  fearful  hope,  and  wondered 
that  I  had  ever  thought  the  phrase  'billowy  bosom*  an  extravagant 
expression.  She  came  forward  again,  and  taking  a  hand  of  each, 
pressed  them  between  her  own,  saying  inquiringly,  and  with  inex- 
pressible softness  of  tone  :  '  Amigos  V  Then,  without  waiting  for 
an  answer,  she  hurried  on.  Her  father,  she  said,  was  a  wealthy 
planter  near  the  Sacramento  river,  herself  his  only  child.  A  young 
man,  the  companion  of  her  youth,  had  been  convicted  of  a  capital 
crime  and  sentenced  to  death  ;  but  a  few  days  before  the  execution 
lie  had  escaped,  and  was  supposed  to  be  lurking  near  the  mountains. 
He  had  once  been  an  unsuccessful  suitor  for  her  love,  and  his  flight 
relieved  her  from  the  load  of  fear  she  had  always  felt  of  his  charac- 
ter and  designs.  But,  two  days  since,  she  extended  her  evening 
walk  too  far,  and  suddenly  the  outlaw  stood  in  her  path  !  He 
•topped  for  no  vain  entreaties  ;  they  would  be  useless  ;  but  placed 
her  behind  him  on  a  swift  mustang,  and  fled  for  his  home  in  the 
mountains.  No  pause  or  rest  was  allowed ;  in  one  day  they  crossed 
the  valley,  and  stopped  at  last  before  his  cabin.  Here  he  lifted  her 
from  the  horse,  faint  with  terror,  fatigue  and  hunger,  and  leaving  a 
savage  hound  as  her  keeper,  he  had  just  started  forth  with  his  rifle 
in  search  of  game.     She  told  this  brief  story  simply  and  artlessly, 
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as  if  conscious  that  words  were  not  wanted  to  color  the  deed ;  and 
then  dropping  our  hands,  stood  before  us,  still  in  her  beauty  and 
distress. 

Excited  as  I  myself  was,  I  involuntarily  started  at  the  first  word 
of  Harry  South.  His  usual  calm  exterior  changed  into  an  expres- 
sion of  terrible  meaning,  and  even  then  I  saw  that  something  more 
than  mere  compassion  and  anger  agitated  any  friend.  What  he  said 
was  broken,  and  evidently  came  struggling  up  from  his  heart.  He 
promised  her  protection  and  safe  return,  and  without  wasting  words, 
urged  an  immediate  *departure. '  We  turned  to  go,  and  our  eyes  fell 
upon  the  gigantic  form  of  the  hunter,  terribly  lacerated,  and  drip- 
ping blood,  as  he  leaned  against  the  doorway  for  support.  He  ap- 
peared hardly  able  to  stand ;  but  the  dull  glassy  look  of  faintness 
in  his  eye  seemed  to  surround  a  fierce  gleam  of  foiled  malice.  A 
fearful  contest  was  going  on  between  his  wounded  bojdy  and  the 
unconquered  will  of  his  soul.  The  latter  prevailed  for  a  moment, 
as,  with  an  actually  blazing  eye,  he  raahed  toward  us,  raising  aloft 
his  clubbed  rifle.  The  blow  was  eiBily  warded  off,  and  the  ex- 
hausted desperado  fell.  5 

Never  did  I  fully  appreciate  the ;  womanly  loveliness  of  Clara, 
holding  the  head  of  dying  M  arm  ion  tyf  her  breast,  until  I  saw  the 
young  Californian  girl  strive  to  raisfc  her  enemy  and  stanch  his 
wounds.  We  soon  found  that  he  was  not  dead;  and  having  care- 
fully deposited  him  upon  a  rude  couch,  me  perplexing  question 
arose,  *  What  is  to  be  done  V  He  deserved  nothing  at  our  handa 
but  death,  yet  common  humanity  forbade  us  -even  to  leave  him  in 
that  dangerous  condition.  We  therefore  remained  there  full  four 
days,  while  he  was  balancing  between  life  and  death.  The  cause 
of  his  wounds  we  could  not  then  inquire,  though  they  were  evidently 
received  in  close  fight  with  some  wild  beast.  During  this  time,  I 
acted  as  hunter  and  purveyor  of  food  ;  the  Californian,  of  course, 
was  the  nurse  ;  and  Harry,  equally  of  course,  elected  himself 
surgeon.  ■* 

From  what  the  hunter  afterward  said,  it  appeared  that  he  had 
wandered  some  distance  up  the  mountain  in  search  of  wild  sheep, 
or  '  broad-horns/  and  suddenly  found  himself  in  close  vicinity  to  a 
grizzly-bear;  almost  the  only  animal  which  the  bold  western  hunter 
fears  to  meet.  It  is  nearly  impossible  for  one  to  kill  it ;  rifle-balls 
bury  themselves  in  its  body,  and  seem  but  to  increase  its  ferocity. 
Knowing  that  the  eye  was  the  only  part  open  to  a  mortal  wound, 
be  calmly  waited  until  the  fierce  monster  was  just  about  to  rush 
upon  him,  and  then  fired  with  deliberate  aim.  Vain  hope  !  The 
bear  moved  a  little  at  that  instant,  and  received  the  bullet  in  its 
thick  skull.  It  was  staggered  at  first,  but  instantly  recovering  itself, 
it  seized  the  hunter  in  a  terrible  embrace.  Nothing  but  his  calm- 
ness of  nerve  saved  him  then.  Torn  and  breathless  as  he  was, 
while  the  monster's  hot  breath  was  yet  upon  him,  and  the  foam 
ground  from  those  frightful  jaws  flew  into  his  face,  he  drew  the 
long  slender  dagger,  worn  by  Californians  for  a  bunting-knife,  and 
applying  it  with  steady  grasp  to  the  eye,  drove  it  suddenly  up  to 
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the  haft.  Both  fell  together,  hut  that  deadly  thrust  had  saved  him. 
The  animal's  struggles  were  short,  and  the  hunter  arose,  fearfully 
mangled,  hut  still  alive.  He  tottered  hack  as  well  as  he  could,  and 
arrived  only  to  find  new  enemies  in  his  own  home. 

At  the  end  of  four  days,  the  question,  *  What  shall  we  do  V  was 
as  perplexing  as  ever.  The  hunter  was  fast  recovering  ;  too  fast 
indeed  for  our  own  wishes,  for  we  could  not  expect  him  tranquilly  to 
relinquish  his  prize  ;  and  it  was  accordingly  determined  by  the  coun- 
cil of  peace  to  leave  him  secretly,  after  placing  within  his  reach 
provision  enough  to  last  him  several  days.  The  next  morning  saw 
us  five  leagues  distant. 

During  the  journey,  I  had  few  opportunities  of  learning  the  cha- 
racter of  our  fair  companion.  She  was  mounted  upon  the  same  mus- 
tang which  had  carried  her  before,  and  Harry  walking  by  her  side, 
kept  up  incessantly  a  low-toned  conversation,  so  that  I  took  the  hint 
and  led  the  way.  At  the  close  of  the  first  day  we  bivouacked  in  true 
hunting  style,  and  making  up  a  hasty  couch  for  the  Californian  girl, 
laid  ourselves  upon  the  soft  moss  in  silence.  I  was  just  falling  into 
a  gentle  doze,  when  a  single  word  from  my  friend  awoke  me. 

'  Strange !' 
i  €  That  you  have  found  your  tongue  at  last  1     What  else  V 

*  Why,  I  never  thought  to  ask  her  name.' 

'  Perhaps  I  can  inform  you.' 

'  You  !  How  did  you  learn  it  1  What  is  it  V  exclaimed  he,  eagerly 
rising. 

'  What  can  it  be,  but  —  Miranda  V  said  I,  mischievously. 

' '  No  more  of  that,  Hal !' '  he  replied  with  a  manly  blush.  '  But 
yet,'  added  he,  more  earnestly,  '  she  is  Miranda  in  truth.  In  a  few 
words  she  unveils  her  whole  soul.  So  innocent,  so  child-like,  and 
yet  so  womanly.     I  could  say  to  her  with  Ferdinand  : 

'  Full  many  a  lady 

^  I  have  eyed  with  best  regard ;  and  many  a  time 
The  harmony  of  their  tongues  bath  into  bondage 
Brought  my  too  diligent  ear ;  for  several  virtues 
Have  I  liked  several  women ;  never  any 
With  so  full  a  soul,  but  some  defect  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  noblest  grace  she  owned, 
And  put  it  to  the  foil ;  but  you,  O  you, 
So  perfect  and  so  peerless,  are  created 
Of  every  creature's  beet.' 

Her  beauty  and  distress  more  than  interested  me  at  first,  and  since 
that — why  should  I  not  confess  it  1  —  our  conversation  has  showed  me 
a  fresh,  noble  soul,  and  has  actually  —  not,  as  I  was  about  to  say, 
made  a  fool  of  me,  but  a  wiser  and  happier  man.' 

'  Happier !  I  may  congratulate  you,  then.  But  her  old  lover,  he 
will  of  course  recover,  and  he-  is  a  Californian.  They  stab  in  the 
dark.' 

'  True  ;  but  a  Californian  practices  gratitude  as  well  as  revenge. 
I  hardly  know  which  he  feels  toward -us.  We  probably  saved  him 
from  a  lingering  death,  but  at  the  same  time  robbed  him  of  some- 
thing more  than  life.    Let  us  mention  him  no  more.     He  is  a  dark 
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shadow  in  my  path,  but  thank  heaven !  behind  me.  I  fear  him 
not     Strange  that  I  never  thought  to  ask  her  name !' 

With  this  soliloquy,  he  turned  over  and  I  went  to  sleep. 

The  second  day  gave  me  no  better  opportunity  than  the  first  for 
examining  more  minutely  into  the  character  of  our  fair  friend. 
Harry  was  still  her  constant  cavalier,  and  I  sometimes  fancied  that 
his  treatment  in  excluding  me  might  be  aptly  termed  by  the  same 
word.  But  situated  as  he  was,  it  was  a  point  of  honor  to  give  him 
exclusive  possession  of  her  company,  especially  as  we  expected 
soon  to  reach  her  home.  Still,  as  I  occasionally  glanced  backhand 
marked  her  free,  artless  bearing,  or  heard  the  musical  murmur  of 
her  laugh,  I  could  hardly  help  envying  Harry,  and  his  place  by  her 
side.  Toward  the  close  of  the  afternoon  we  left  the  valley  and  as- 
cended the  first  hill  beyond.  When  the  summit  was  gained,  a  faint 
outcry  of  joy  from  our  companion,  as  she  pointed  toward  a  large 
hacienda,  about  half  a  mile  distant,  showed  that  she  recognized  her 
home.  We  stopped  and  were  almost  instantly  seen  by  a  straggling 
slave,  who  ran  to  the  hacienda,  and  in  a  few  moments,  a  gray-headed 
old  man  spurred  toward  us  at  full  speed,  with  a  crowd  of  servants 
following  him. 

•My  father!' 

'  You  have  another  friend  to  welcome/  said  a  deep  voice  at  our 
side,  and  the  tall  form  of  the  outlaw  stepped  from  behind  a  rock. 

€  I  have  waited  for  you  here,'  he  continued,  with  singular  calm- 
ness. *  Your  companions  I  might  have  waylaid  and  shot  down  be- 
fore this,  but  they  once  spared  and  even  saved  my  life,  when  I  ex- 
pected death  from  them.  I  cannot  recover  you  without  injury  to 
them,  and  now,  at  this  our  last  meeting,  I  come  with  one  request. 
By  the  memory  of  our  childish  days,  by  the  depth  of  my  love  for 
you,  grant  it !     Let  me  see  you  alone  for  the  last  time  —  forever !' 

I  hesitated  ;  but 

'  It  cannot  be,  Herman,'  murmured  faintly  by  the  girl,  and  '  It 
must  not  be,'  more  authoritatively  from  Harry  South,  decided  the 
matter. 

'  Then  what  I  have  to  say,  I  willsay  before  witnesses.' 

He  paused,  and  his  fingers  worked  convulsively  upon  the  barrel  of 
the  rifle  on  which  he  was  leaning. 

'  Why  have  I  left  my  retreat  and  followed  you  thus,  while  fever 
ran  in  ray  veins,  and  my  wounds  opened  at  every  step  1  Need  I  tell 
you  1  'T  is  the  same  cause  that  curbed  my  proud  nature  in  boyish 
days  ;  the  same  that  drove  me  forth,  the  same  that  gained  you  but  to 
lose  all.  Need  I  tell  you  now  ]  You  shrink,  and  well  you  may. 
Forgive  me  ;  the  days  of  violence  have  passed,  and  you  will  seek 
peace  from  another.  I  must  not  live  to  see  this  ;  I  have  come  now 
to  bid  you  farewell,  and  to  terminate  the  existence  which  torments 
me.     Farewell !  I  commend  you  to  the  Holy  Virgin.' 

He  held  his  open  hand  toward  her  for  a  moment,  then  suddenly 
raised  his  rifle  and  fired.     I  caught  her  in  my  arms  —  dead ! 

A  maddened  scream  actually  convulsed  my  friend.     He  instantly 
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recovered  himself,  and  with  frightful  slowness,  presented  his  rifle  and 
deliberately  covered  the  outlaw's  heart. 

'  Fire  !'  cried  he,  baring  his  broad  breast ;  '  you  save  me  from  self- 
murder,  which  would  be  hateful  to  God,  and  in  her  sight!' 

1  No,'  replied  Harry,  lowering  his  weapon,  '  thou  Satan  of  fallen 
angels,  I  will  not  murder  you.  Wounded  though  you  are,  you  shall 
have  an  equal  chance  for  life,  but  we  cannot  both  live.  Imagine  the 
ground  to  be  duly  measured,'  he  added  with  a  mocking,  ghastly  smile. 

He  took  a  pair  of  pistols  from  his  belt  and  handed  me  one.  I 
received  it  mechanically,  and  gave  it  to  the  Californian.  They  stood 
opposite  each  other.  I  counted,  and  at  the  last  word  there  was  a 
single  explosion. 

The  outlaw  held  his  pistol  in  the  same  position  as  before.  He 
tottered,  and  pressing  one  hand  upon  his  bosom,  staggered  to  the 
body  of  his  victim. 

'  Let  me  die  here,  by  her  side  !'  he  cried  as  he  fell..  Then  look- 
ing up  to  Harry  with  a  horrible  smile, '  It  was  a  poor  shot ;  I  thought 
you  were  a  better  marksman.'  He  raised  the  pistol  to  his  head  and 
pressed  the  trigger. 

Though  years  have  passed,  I  never  can  forget  that  scene ;  the 
body  of  that  lovely  being,  stretched  beside  her  gigantic  outlaw  lover; 
my  noble  friend  gazing  on  them  with  life-long  agony  in  his  look, 
and  in  the  distance,  a  gray-haired  father  hastening  to  his  child  ! 
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Not  for  me,  not  for  me 
Is  the  voice  of  laughter  now ! 

Not  for  me,  not  for  me 
Is  the  lover's  tender  vow : 

Woman's  love  and  revelry 

Are  not  for  me ;  no,  not  for  me! 

Not  for  me,  not  for  me 

Are  the  wreaths  that  friendship  weaves ; 
Not  for  me,  not  for  me 

Is  the  homage  that  deceives ; 
Summer  friends  and  flattery 
Are  not  for  me ;  no,  not  for  me ! 

Not  for  me,  not  for  me 

Sounds  ambition's  thrilling  call ; 
Not  for  me,  not  for  me 

Wealth,  to  buy  a  splendid  pall ; 
Brilliant,  envied  misery 
Is  not  for  me ;  no,  not  for  me ! 

But  for  me,  but  for  me 

Life  unnoticed,  life  alone ; 
And  o'er  me,  and  o'er  me 

Dying,  but  a  simple  stone, 

Telling  « One  has  ceased  to  be !' 

A  clod  the  sole  remains  of  me. 
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STANZAS 

A9DBM8BD   TO  ▲   FAIR    FRIISD    WHO    HAD    ASXXD   *  TO  BE   FOKOXTEK.' 

Forgive  thee !     Does  the  harp  that  '0  lain 

Unwakened  by  thy  gentle  fingers 
In  anger  yield  a  harsher  strain 

When  on  it  next  their  pressure  lingers  ? 

Forgive  thee !    What  should  I  forgive  ? 

Does  the  bright  sunshine  ask  from  flowers 
That  only  in  its  presence  live, 

Pardon  for  intervening  showers  ? 

Then  for  the  doubt  that  o'er  thy  mind 

Passed,  like  the  cloud  'twixt  earth  and  heaven, 

Should  'st  thou  seek  pardon,  and  not  find 
That  thou  already  wert  forgiven  ? 

Turn  but  thy  pleading  eye  on  me, 
With  one  kind  look  each  fault  redeeming, 

And  all  save  love  alone  will  be 

Forgotten  in  its  glorious  beaming.  ,.  0.  w< 


THE   ENAMEL  OF  THE   HEART. 


'  L'experience  du  moiide  brine  le  cceur,  ou  lo  broiiae.' 


Were  we  required  to  express  in  a  single  sentence  the  distinguish- 
ing characteristic  of  Shakspeare,  we  could  not  more  thoroughly 
sift  his  excellence  to  its  original  elements  than  by  saying,  that  with 
him  thought  is  all  essence,  and  the  style  of  its  expression  suggestive. 
Truth  appears  here  in  its  undiluted  form.  Ideas,  like  '  gems  of 
purest  ray,'  are  scattered  along  his  pages,  with  a  profuseness  that 
bespeaks  an  exhaustless  mine.  They  glow  with  the  fervor  of  con- 
densation ;  they  shine  with  the  lustre  of  intensity.  The  thought  com- 
prehended in  half-a-dozen  words  would  elsewhere  furnish  matter 
for  as  many  pages.  Our  age,  for  instance,  is  certainly  infected  with 
the  '  cacoethes  scribendi,'  but  along  with  the  disease  is  associated  a 
wonderful  costiveness  of  ideas.  Ramification  supplies  the  defici- 
ency, and  thought  is  presented  us  in  a  milk-and-water  style,  with 
the  strength  and  often  the  purity  of  Truth,  impaired  by  dilution. 
Sickened  to  loathing  with  such  matter,  we  turn  with  pleasure  to  the 
'strong  meat'  of  Shakspeare,  on  which  the  mind  may  feed  with  pro* 
fit,  and  be  satisfied.  The  ramification  now  takes  place  in  our  own 
minds.  New  beauties  unfold  themselves  on  closer  inspection. 
Though  unmeaning  words  may  appear  on  the  surface,  like  Le  Sage's 
student  at  the  epitaph,  pry  after  a  hidden  treasure,  and  success  will 
crown  you  with  a  reward  even  greater  than  the  *  soul  of  a  miser.' 
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Let  the  mind  have  full  play  to  fill  out  half-developed  ideas,  and  fol- 
low up  loose  hints,  and  you  will  strike  on  rich  veins  of  thought,  that 
less  wealthy  intellects  would  be  less  prodigal  of.  But  we  are  be- 
trayed into  an  eulogy,  where  the  intention  was  only  to  mention  an 
author,  half-a-dozen  of  whose  lines  have  furnished  food  for  reflec- 
tion. 

Hamlet,  the  philosopher-prince,  enters,  with  his  friend,  the  grave- 
yard at  Elsinore,  and  indulges  his  half-misanthropic  melancholy  by 
stopping  to  ponder  on  the  novel  scene  before  him  ;  of  a  merry  tune 
and  merry  words  proceeding  from  one  engaged  in  the  strangely  in- 
consistent occupation  of  digging  a  grave : 

Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  bui<ioeF8  ?    He  siof*  at  grave-making ! 

Horatio.   Custom  hath  made  it  id  him  a  property  of  easiness. 

Ham.   T  is  e'en  so !    The  hand  of  little  employment  hath  the  daintiest  sense. 

Let  us  change  this  scene  from  the  church-yard  to  the  civilized 
world ;  make  the  indifferent  old  sexton  impersonate  the  abstract 
man  of  society  in  its  eighteen  hundredth  and  odd  year ;  and  substi- 
tute for  the  reflective  prince  Miss  Jane  Porter's  '  Mysterious  Stran- 
ger' just  arrived  on  this  globe  of  ours  from  some  distant  inhabited 
planet ;  need  we  put  different  or  more  natural  language  in  the 
mouths  of  the  several  actors  1  '  Hath  this  man  no  feeling  of  his 
business  V  might  our  visitor  exclaim,  as.  after  being  duly  apprised  of 
all  the  realities  pertaining  to  human  life  and  human  destiny,  he 
looks  around  him  in  vain  to  observe  their  natural  effect.  Informed 
of  facts  whose  import  causes  his  own  heart  to  quake  with  awe  and 
stagger  under  responsibility  ;  yea,  so  terrible  as  well  nigh  to  banish 
reason  from  her  throne,  and  drive  the  mind  to  madness ;  he  feels  it 
is  a  solemn  thing  to  live  in  this  world  of  ours.  But  this  man  that 
represents  his  kind,  how  bears  he  such  soul-moving  truths  ?  A 
smile  is  on  his  lips,  a  levity  is  in  his  words,  and  his  thoughts,  could 
they  be  seen  as  plainly,  would  relate  to  not  one  of  those  subjects  so 
interesting  to  the  stranger.  '  He  sings  at  grave-making,'  continues 
our  imaginary  actor,  as  he  looks  on  the  scene  we  have  pictured. 
Ah  !  he  is  a  child  of  Nature,  over  whom  Art  has  not  yet  been  set 
for  a  step-mother,  to  teach  him  by  her  craft  to  despise  the  ministra- 
tions of  our  true  parent,  and  by  her  insinuating  address  to  benumb 
the  sensibilities  of  the  heart,  and  pervert  the  vision  of  the  mind. 
Custom  hath  not  yet  made  it  in  him  a  '  property  of  easiness'  to  con- 
template with  a  smile  the  dread  realities  of  life.  His  mind,  of  little 
employment  in  such  matters,  hath  a  daintier  sense  of  them  than 
theirs  who  have  been  born  into  this  'world's  artificial  system/  and 
know  not  how  little  in  its  present  condition  and  character  is  natural, 
and  how  much  is  but  the  interpolation  of  a  distorted  mind  and 
blunted  sensibilities. 

Conceive,  like  Hawthorne,  of  a  new  Adam  and  Eve  landed  into 
the  midst  of  a  busy  metropolis  !  Could  they  recognize  as  the  in- 
heritance they  had  bequeathed  to  their  posterity,  this  soil  that  is 
now  covered  with  the  miniature  works  of  man,  the  puzzling  con- 
trivances of  human  design,  and  that  glitters  with  the  '  pomp  and  vain 
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circumstance'  of  civilized  life,  instead  of  the  verdure  and  furniture 
of  Nature  1  Could  they  recognize  as  the  air  that  once  was  fragrant 
with  the  aroma  of  ten  thousand  flowers,  and  conveyed  to  their  ears 
the  sounds  only  of  a  joyous  animate  creation,  this  present  atmos- 
phere, foul  with  the  belchings  of  artificial  throats,  and  loaded  with 
the  buzz  of  business  1  Would  it  not  be  difficult  in  them  too,  to  dis- 
cover that  they  beheld  their  legitimate  descendants  in  the  actors  in 
the  strange  scene  before  them  1  Imagine  the  first  roan  Adam  fol- 
lowing with  his  invisible  presence  these  his  sons,  one  by  one,  day 
after  day,  in  hopes  that  haply  he  may  find  one  with  whom  his  spirit 
may  claim  kindred.  As  they  'come  in  and  go  out'  in  their  daily 
business,  he  finds  naught  that  runs  parallel  with  his  own  experience. 
They  discourse  of  matters  to  him  a  mystery ;  they  are  engaged  in 
occupations  whereof  he  knew  nought  during  his  sojourn  here.  But 
imagine  our  common  father  gifted  with  the  power  of  '  discerning 
the  thoughts  and  intents  of  the  heart,'  and  vain  indeed  is  bis  pilgrim- 
age to  meet  a  child  of  his  own  kin  and  kind.  Many  are  found  to 
have  sold  their  hearts  as  a  price  for  worldly  goods ;  others  have  driven 
the  same  bargain  cheaper  by  merely  disposing  of  a  part  of  this 
pearl,  and  supplying  the  deficiency  with  a  base  artificial  alloy  j  while 
by  far  the  greater  part  have  only  rubbed  away  its  light  enamel  qfsen- 
nbility,  by  contact  with  a  world  that  furnishes  so  much  occasion  for 
its  use.  It  is  the  case  with  some,  that  this  precious  jewel  has  de- 
generated into  a  mere  muscle,  that  serves  only  the  purposes  of  an 
even  circulation  of  the  blood,  but  has  no  part  in  giving  a  healthy  tone 
to  the  moral  system. 

Discoveries  like  these  cause  this  Man  of  Nature  to  inspect  more 
narrowly  those  about  him  ;  and  such  appears  to  be  the  almost  con- 
stitutional difference  between  them  and  himself,  that  he  fancies  all 
wear  spectacles  with  glasses  more  or  less  colored,  which  possess  the 
remarkable  property  of  changing  the  apparent  desirableness  of  ob- 
jects, making  things  in  themselves  good  to  appear,  when  seen  through 
this  medium,  repulsive ;  while  it  covers  with  charms  objects  that 
to  Adam's  eye  were  either  disgusting  from  their  nature,  or  at  least 
indifferent  from  their  short-lived  existence.  He  could  not  fail  re- 
marking, moreover,  the  nature  of  these  glasses  in  directing  the  vision 
solely  to  near  objects,  while  those  beyond  the  horizon  of  three-score 
years  and  ten,  made  with  some  no  image  whatsoever  on  the  mind's 
retina,  and  even  with  the  farthest-sighted,  possessed  none  of  that 
vivid  distinctness  which  would  undoubtedly  have  been  the  case  had 
they  looked  merely  with  the  eyes  of  Nature,  unassisted  by  Art. 

But  why  continue  farther  these  imaginary  illustrations,  when  we 
have  but  to  consult  our  own  experience  in  »rder  to  realize  the  fact  ? 
Whence  comes  it,  that  to  believe  with  the  mind  is  not  synonymous 
with  believing  with  the  heart j  that  speculative  assent  is  different 
from  confiding  faith  ?  Or  why  is  not  the  knowledge  of  what  is  right 
or  politic  invariably  accompanied  with  corresponding  action  ] 

Whatever  may  be  the  philosophical  division  of  the  immaterial 
part  of  man,  yet,  avoiding  the  *  jargon  of  the  schools,'  certain  it  is 
that  we  all  naturally  adopt  a  distinction  between  two  of  its  compo- 
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nent  parts,  the  understanding  and  the  heart.  In  this  view  the  heart 
is  regarded  as  the  spring  of  all  action ;  the  understanding  itself 
does  not  cause  action,  but  only  mediately,  by  first  operating  upon 
the  former.  Now  belief  is  simply  an  act  of  the  understanding,  viz : 
its  assent.  So  far  considered,  it  is  a  lifeless  principle ;  but  when 
this  belief  acts  upon  the  heart,  then,  and  then  only,  can  it  lead  to 
any  of  the  activities  of  humanity.  We  refer  not  to  religion  alone, 
but  to  all  the  concerns  of  life,  when  we  say  that  the  belief  then  be- 
comes faith.  This  being  the  case,  the  thought  occurs, '  Should  there 
not  be  a  constant  concurrence  between  the  intellect  and  the  heart, 
so  that  the  decisions  of  the  one  may  cause  the  decisions  of  the 
other  V  Also,  *  Why  this  process  is  ever  interrupted  V  The  ques- 
tions may  be  answered  by  contemplating  the  nature  of  that  ma- 
chinery by  which  the  force  of  an  assenting  or  rejecting  understand- 
ing is  communicated  to  the  heart. 

The  connection  between  the  two  consists,  as  it  were,  in  cog- 
wheels, of  which  the  sensibilities  present  the  cogs,  and  by  their  means 
alone  can  truth  gain  a  handle  on  the  feelings.  In  this  world,  where 
the  five  senses  are  so  many  avenues,  hourly  trodden  by  applicants 
for  our  sympathy  and  emotion,  such  is  the  incessant  use  of  this 
machinery,  that  these  cogs  become  each  day  more  and  more  worn 
away.  On  subjects  where  they  have  been  most  exercised  they  dis- 
appear entirely ;  and  the  wheel  of  the  intellect  has  been  known  to 
whirl  around  for  years,  and  yet  that  of  the  heart  be  perfectly  inac- 
tive. Nor  is  this  *  wear  and  tear*  of  the  sensibilities  at  all  dimin- 
ished when  vicious  passions  are  allowed  to  run  wild  in  the  heart, 
and  consequently  exert  all  the  violence  of  opposition  to  disturb  the 
machinery  of  nature.  Few  cogs,  indeed,  can  long  stand  such  un- 
natural pressure  as  this.  Of  a  texture  nice  and  delicate,  rather 
than  strong  and  enduring,  they  give  way  before  the  contrary  force; 
and  could  we  look  into  the  internal  constitution  of  many  around 
us,  we  should  see  the  melancholy  picture  of  a  heart  stripped  of  all 
feeling,  as  catches  for  the  propagation  of  force  from  the  intellect. 
But  is  it  supposed  that  in  such  cases  all  is  quiet  and  peaceful  within  t 
Ah,  no  !  A  new  power  has  arisen,  that  by  a  different  connection 
whirls  around  the  poor  heart  with  a  continually  increasing  momen- 
tum, which  it  is  hopeless  for  the  mind's  opposition  ever  effectually 
to  resist. 

Let  us  then  guard  these  sensibilities  as  the  '  apple  of  the  eye ;' 
suffering,  in  the  first  place,  no  erroneous  decision  of  the  understand- 
ing to  grate  upon  the  healthy  play  of  the  system,  and  in  the  second 
place,  chaining  off  at  a  distance  from  resisting  its  natural  connec- 
tion of  parts,  those  evil  passions  that  feed  on  the  heart.  Consistency 
with  truth  requires  that  we  should  no  sooner  believe  than  feel,  and 
no  sooner  see  what  actually  exists  around  us  than  act  according  to 
nature  (i.  e.,  our  sensibilities,)  in  view  of  it.  The  question  whether 
opening  all  these  doors  of  sensitiveness  would  allow  the  entrance  of 
the  most  pleasure  or  pain,  is  a  foreign  consideration  here;  where 
truth  is  at  stake. 

To  conclude,  then :  it  appears  that  man  can  love,  follow,  and  lire 


847.]  Stanzas:    Tea.  149 

)y  the  truth  only  so  long  as  he  preserves  the  sensibility-enamelled 
surface  of  the  heart  bright  and  polished,  so  as  to  mirror  forth  in  his 
life  the  reflections  of  his  intellect. 


•**,  1817. 


'  No  rtches  I  covet,  no  pleasures  I  wont. 

Ambition  la  r-otbitig  ro  m«  ; 
But  one  thing  T  beg  ot  kind  Fortune  to  giant. 

For  brmmki  ut.  a  good  cup  of  tea!'  Impiioved  Rcadino. 


Let  others  quaff  their  sparkling;  wine, 

And  praise  its  roseate  hue, 
Nor  think,  though  mirth  is  in  the  cup, 

There  's  madness  in  it  too  ; 
Be  mine  the  humbler  task  to  sing, 

Neglected  herb !  of  thee, 
Whose  nectar-draughts  no  poison  bring* 

Invigorating  Tea ! 

In  vain  some  envious  minds  have  sought 

An  idle  tale  to  frame, 
With  base,  malicious  meaning  fraught, 

To  sully  thy  fair  fame ; 
They  say,  when  maiden  ladies  meet 

In  groups  of  two  or  three, 
They  find  a  dish  of  scandal  sweet, 

Washed  down  with  cups  of  Tea  ! 

They  tell  not  how  the  married  man, 

When  with  a  friend  he  sups, 
Comes  reeling  home  with  noisy  voice, 

Uproarious  in  his  cups ; 
While  quietly  his  lady  wife 

Sits  sipping  her  bohea, 
Nor  finds  a  cause  for  angry  strife 

In  twenty  cups  of  Tea ! 

The  social  circle  gathers  round, 

While  fiercely  roars  the  storm ; 
Thy  fragrant  breath  perfumes  the  air, 

The  toast  is  buttered  warm ; 
The  board  is  spread,  a  goodly  show 

Of  tempting  viands  see, 
And  kindly  hearts  still  kindlier  grow 

Beneath  the  power  of  Tea ! 

Though  many  strive,  with  envious  spite, 

To  write  thy  virtues  down, 
So  long  as  Woman  owns  a  tongue, 

She  11  trumpet  thy  renown ; 
Some  gratitude  we  ought  to  show 

Those  wonderful  Chinese, 
'  To  whose  unwearied  skill  we  owe 

The  luxury  of  Teas.  sew**  Pt»»** 
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THE     TWO     DEVILS: 

OH  THE  SATAN  OP  MILTON  AXP  LUCIFER  OP  BYRON  COMPARED. 


'  Look  here  upon  this  picture  end  on  that ; 
The  counterfeit  prenentnieiit  of  two  brothers.'  Shakiveau. 


It  has  long  been  a  question  among  critics,  whether  Satan  or 
Adam  be  the  hero  of  '  Paradise  Lost.'  We  are  almost  inclined  to 
think  it  is  Satan.  Adam  does  not  appear  until  the  fourth  book,  and 
plays  throughout  a  decidedly  secondary  part.  As  a  parallel  to  this, 
it  may  be  urged  that  the  hero  of  the  Iliad  is  kept  in  the  back-ground 
until  the  poem  is  far  advanced ;  but  the  case  is  very  different. 
Achilles,  though  *  out  of  sight/  is  by  no  means  out  of  mind;  nor  is 
Agamemnon  or  Hector,  though  occupying  the  fore-ground,  ever  per- 
mitted to  stand  out  in  such  bold  relief  as  to  hide  him  from  us,  or 
leave  us  in  any  doubt  as  to  who  is  the  real  hero.  Satan,  on  the  con- 
trary, is  always  prominent ;  it  is  Satan's  adventures  that  interest  us ; 
it  is  Satan's  fortunes  that  we  follow ;  and  in  short,  whether  it  was 
so  intended  or  not,  it  is  to  Satan  that  we  involuntarily  give  all  the 
honors  of  the  hero-ship. 

But  be  that  as  it  may,  the  Satan  of  '  Paradise  Lost'  is  a  very  ex- 
traordinary personage ;  and  our  present  object  is,  not  to  discuss  the 
subject  here  adverted  to,  but  to  inquire  how  far  the  character  there 
given  him  is  consonant  with  our  ideas  of  the  Evil  One,  as  gathered 
from  the  pages  of  inspiration ;  and  to  compare  it  with  that  of  Luci- 
fer, in  Byron's  mystery  of  '  Cain.' 

Milton  receives,  and  certainly  deserves,  great  credit  for  having 
formed  the  character  of  Satan  so  infinitely  superior  to  the  vulgar 
and  debasing  notions  which  prevailed  in  his  time  concerning  Jum. 
The  reason  of  this  difference  probably  is,  that  Milton  drew  his  ideas 
of  that  personage  from  the  sacred  Scriptures,  and  not  from  the  idle 
legends  of  superstition. 

Throughout  the  Scriptures  he  is  represented  as  a  spiritual  crea- 
ture, of  marvellous  power  and  most  appalling  wickeaness,  subject 
to,  yet  waging  continual  war  against,  the  Almighty  Ruler  of  die 
universe.  In  a  well-known  passage  of  Job  he  is  described  as  '  go- 
ing to  and  fro  in  the  earth,'  and  receiving  power  to  tempt  the  ser- 
vants of  Gtod,  to  a  certain  extent.  In  another  passage,  in  one  of  die 
historical  books,*  he  appears  in  the  same  character,  but  under  cir- 
cumstances of  far  greater  sublimity.  Ahab,  Ring  of  Israel,  and 
Jehoshapbat,  Ring  of  Judah,  having  joined  their  forces  to  take 
Ramoth-Gilead  from  the  Syrians,  send  to  inquire  of  the  Lord  whe- 
ther they  should  advance  or  not ;  and  four  hundred  prophets,  time- 
servers  and  flatterers  of  Ahab,  tell  them  boldly  to  *  Go  up,  for  the 
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Lord  will  deliver  it  unto  their  hands.9  Jehoshaphat,  however,  mis- 
trusting these  prophets  and  their  message,  insists  on  seeing  Micaiah, 
the  son  of  Imlah,  whom  he  knows  to  be  a  servant  of  God.  Micaiah 
comes ;  and  after  some  parleying,  thus  in  sublime  simplicity  de- 
scribes a  vision  he  had  seen  : 

'  I  saw  the  Lord  sitting  on  his  throne,  and  all  the  host  of  heaven 
standing  by  Him,  on  his  right  hand  and  on  his  left ;  and  the  Lord 
said :  *  Who  shall  persuade  Ahab,  that  he  may  go  up,  and  fall  at 
Ramoth-Gilead  V 

1  And  one  said  on  this  manner,  and  another  said  on  that  manner. 
And  there  came  forth/a  spirit  and  stood  before  the  Lord,  and  said  : 
4 1  will  persuade  him.' 

'  And  the  Lord  said  unto  him,  '  Wherewith  V  And  he  said,  '  I 
will  go  forth,  and  I  will  be  a  lying  spirit  in  the  mouth  of  all  his 
prophets.'  v 

'  And  He  said  :  '  Thou  shalt  persuade  him,  and  prevail  also  :  go 
forth,  and  do  so.'  ' 

Who  could  this  '  lying  spirit'  be,  but  he  who,  in  the  language  of 
the  Bible,  '  when  he  speaketh  a  lie,  speaketh  of  his  own ;  for  he  is 
a  liar,  and  the  father  of  it.' 

In  many  other  instances  we  find  the  same  characteristics  shadowed 
forth  :  in  the  temptation  of  our  Saviour  we  see  a  striking  example 
of  the  great  power  accorded  to  the  arch-enemy  ;  and  in  the  subse- 
quent exclamation  of  our  Lord  :  '  I  beheld  Satan  as  lightning  fall 
from  heaven,'  we  have  an  image  of  the  highest  and  most  startling 
sublimity.  It  is  indeed  in  all  cases  the  terrible  sublimity  of  evil ; 
there  is  nothing  in  it  of  the  great,  the  glorious,  the  beautiful,  or  the 
good.  Still,  the  sublime  is  there  ;  and  the  soul  is  involuntarily 
lifted  up,  and  filled  with  a  strange  and  dreadful  awe,  as  it  contem- 
plates this  mighty  impersonation  of  evil,  this  '  spiritual  wickedness 
in  high  places.' 

No  wonder,  then,  that  Milton,  with  all  these  images  before  his 
lofty  mind,  should  have  drawn  a  character  very  different  from  the 
grotesque  and  ridiculous  representations  of  the  monkish  legend  and 
the  nurse's  tale.  How  far  he  has  been  true  to  his  model,  we  shall 
soon  see.  But  we  will  first  pause  to  discuss  for  a  moment  the  mystery 
of  '  Cain.' 

'  Cain'  is,  we  grieve  to  say,  a  blasphemous  production  ;  but  it 
must  be  borne  in  mind  that  the  blasphemy  is  put  into  the  mouth  of 
the  arch-fiend  himself,  and  of  one  who  was  his  willing  slave  ;  and  * 
that  in  the  other  characters  of  the  poem,  faith,  humility,  and  the 
love  of  God,  are  exhibited  in  as  vivid  colors  as  the  circumstances 
would  permit. 

We  are  certainly  far  from  being  a  worshipper  of  Byron,  but 
we  think  it  is  but  right  to  give  him  his  due.  That  he  prostituted  a 
great  and  glorious  genius  to  the  very  worst  of  purposes,  is  a  fact  as 
undoubted  as  that  he  possessed  it ;  but  still,  in  judging  him,  we  are 
bound  to  deal  impartially.  The  burden  of  his  actual  sins  is  heavy 
enough ;  we  need  not  seek  to  add  to  it.  We  would  fain  hope  that 
he  chose  this  subject  because  it  suited  the  peculiar  bias  of  his  dark 
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mind,  and  not,  as  some  suppose,  with  the  deliberate  intention  of 
uttering  blasphemy. 

In  this  remarkable  poem  is  displayed  great  diversity  of  character. 
Gain  is  a  thoroughly  Byronic  hero ;  a  sort  of  antediluvian  Childe 
Harold ;  moody,  discontented,  and  rebellious :  Abel  is  pious,  mild 
and  amiable  ;  Adam,  grave  and  patriarchal ;  Eve,  ardent  and  im- 
petuous; Zillah  is  all  softness,  and  Adah  is  all  love.  Their  dif- 
ferent characteristics  are  finely  exemplified  in  Cain's  answer  to 
Lucifer's  inquiry  of  '  whether  he  dared  look  on  death  V 

'My  father 
8eys  he  is  something  dreadfnl,  and  my  mother 
Weeps  when  he 's  named ;  and  Abbl  lilts  his  eves 
To  Hearen ;  and  Zillah  easts  hers  to  the  earth, 
And  sighs  a  prayer ;  and  Adah  looks  at  me, 
And  speaks  not.' 

We  may  observe,  en  passant,  that  Adah,  the  wife  of  Cain,  is,  in 
our  opinion,  the  sweetest,  loveliest,  and  most  womanly,  of  all  By- 
ron's female  characters. 

In  the  first  scene,  Cain,  having  refused  to  join  in  the  devotions  of 
his  family,  is  left  alone  ;  and  beginning  to  indulge  in  evil  thoughts, 
is  immediately  joined  by  Lucifer.  After  conversing  with  him  for 
some  time,  and  artfully  increasing  his  impious  rage  against  God, 
and  hatred  of  every  thing  and  every  body,  the  fiend  promises  to 
gratify  his  insatiable  thirst  for  knowledge,  by  showing  him  some  of 
the  mysteries  of  the  unseen  world,  on  condition  that  he  will  fall 
down  and  worship  him.  This  Cain  refuses  to  do ;  but  the  devil, 
speaking  truth  for  once,  tells  him  he  has  already  done  so  in  refusing 
to  bow  down  to  God. 

Lucifer  then,  in  the  character  of  *  Prince  of  the  Powers  of  the 
Air,'  carries  Cain  away  into  the  Abyss  of  Space,  and  shows  him 
worlds  on  worlds  revolving  in  their  appointed  spheres;  bearing 
him  onward  and  onward  till  the  earth  which  he  left  dwindles  away 
to  a  little  star,  twinkling  in  the  boundless  firmament,  and  finally 
disappears  altogether.  Cain  still  desiring  to  see  more,  Lucifer 
next  transports  him  to  Hades,  that  poetical  purgatory,  where  those 
who  reject  the  naked  Scripture  doctrine  of  heaven  and  hell,  are 
pleased  to  put  the  spirits  of  the  departed  ;  not  subjected,  as  in  the 
Romish  purgatory,  to  the  purifying  influence  of  fire,  but  floating 
about,  in  the  dim  blue  ether,  in  a  passive,  but  it  would  seem,  pro- 
bationary state.* 

After  showing  him  many  imaginary  things  here,  and  instilling  the 
most  deadly  poison  into  his  mind,  the  arch-enemy  takes  him  oack 
to  the  earth,  and  leaves  him,  more  moody,  more  dissatisfied,  more 
rebellious  than  ever. 

Soon  after  his  return,  Abel  meets  him,  and  persuades  him,  with 
great  difficulty,  to  join  him  (Abel)  in  offering  a  sacrifice  to  God. 
The  manner  in  which  the  two  brothers  make  their  offerings  is 
highly  characteristic.     Abel,  kneeling  down  by  his  altar,  pronoun- 

*  Stbawoi  as  it  appears,  this  wild  chimera  finds  iu  serious  believers  and  supporters^,  erea  in  this 
enlightened  age,  and  among  the  enlightened  of  the  age. 
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There  are  many  writers,  (Byron,  Bulwer,  and  Eugene  Sue,  for  in- 
stance,) who  excel  in  the  delineation  of  bad  characters,  but  fall 
miserably  off  in  attempting  to  describe  good  ones ;  a  fact  which, 
whatever  it  may  say  for  the  author,  says  marvellously  little  for  the 
man.  And  for  aught  we  know,  it  may  be  owing  entirely  to  the  dif- 
ferent characters  of  the  men,  that  the  Lucifer  of  Byron,  as  compared 
with  the  Satan  of  Milton,  is  by  so  much  the  •  better  devil.' 

In  conclusion,  it  is  but  justice  to  Milton  to  remember,  that  Satan 
was  drawn  before  Lucifer ;  and  that  in  forming  the  copy,  it  was  com- 
paratively easy  to  avoid  the  faults  visible  in  the  original.  Iota. 


PAIR        OF        SONNETS 


PARSONS. 


AT       THE        OFKRA. 

To  hear  sweet  music  when  the  heart  is  lonely 
Is  a  sad  pleasure :  to  survey  the  crowd 
Of  brilliant  women,  but  behold  them  only 
As  one  in  musing  eyes  a  passing  cloud ; 
To  list  the  plaudits,  oft-received  and  loud, 
When  those  we  love  are  absent  from  our  side  ; 
To  hear  Italian  ladies,  though  endowed 
With  every  charm  elaborate  art  may  boast, 
When  none  is  near  to  whom  we  can  confide 
Our  secret  sense  of  rapture,  is  at  most 
A  wearisome  delight :  last  night  I  spent 
In  Music's  dome ;  but  like  a  sullen  ghost,  . 
A  marble  ear  to  the  dead  chorus  lent, 
Unmoved  by  all— show,  voice,  or  instrument 


IN       THE       COUNTRY. 

In  grove  and  garden,  all  the  afternoon, 

With  no  companion,  save  my  thought  of  thee,     * 

I  walked,  and  mark'd  in  every  shrub  and  tree, 

And  in  the  robin's  melancholy  tune, 

The  slender  promise  of  a  lingering  June 

Kept  back  by  sullen  vapors  from  the  sea : 

Then  to  my  heart  I  whispered :  '  Oh  !  if  she 

Who  makes  my  sunshine  were  but  here,  how  soon 

Her  smile  would  send  new  life  to  these  wan  flowers ! 

How  the  glad  pressure  of  her  foot  would  be  ' 

Felt  by  the  herbage ;  how  her  look  of  glee 

Would  brighten  up  this  churlish  clime  of  ours, 

And  give  all  nature,  as  she  gives  to  me, 

More  joy  than  western  winds  or  summer  showers.' 


LITERARY     NOTICES. 


Thc  Writings  of  Georgk  Washington  ;  bein*  his  Correspondence,  Addresses,  Messages,  sad 
other  Papers,  Official  and  Private.  From  Original  Manuscripts :  with  a  Life  of  the  Author,  Notes, 
Illustrations,  etc.    By  Jabkd  Sparks.    New-York :  Hajlfib  and  Brothers. 


We  have  already  mentioned  that  Messrs.  Harper  and  Brothers  had  in  the  < 
of  publication  a  new  and  beautiful  reissue  of  this  immortal  work,  forming  twelve 
superb  octavo  volumes,  embellished  by  portraits,  maps,  etc.,  and  issued  at  leas  than 
one-half  its  original  price.  We  again  counsel  our  readers  forthwith  to  seiie  the 
chance  of  securing  so  rich  a  literary  treasure  to  grace  their  libraries,  now  thai  the 
acquisition  can  be  made  at  so  slight  a  sacrifice.  Who  that  has  the  least  spark  of 
patriotism  would  refrain  from  so  desirable  a  possession  ?  The  extent  to  which  Wash- 
ington was  identified  with  the  country  is  unexampled  in  the  relations  of  individual 
man  to  the  community.  During  the  whole  period  of  his  life  he  was  the  thinking 
part  of  the  nation.  He  was  its  mind ;  it  was  his  image  and  illustration.  This  ex- 
traordinary nature  of  Washington's  capacities ;  this  impossibility  of  analyzing  and 
understanding  the  elements  and  methods  of  his  wisdom ;  have  led  some  persons  to 
doubt  whether,  intellectually,  he  was  of  great  superiority :  but  the  public,  the  < 
munity,  never  doubted  the  transcendent  eminence  of  his  abilities.  Neither  i 
tune,  nor  disappointment,  nor  accidents,  nor  delay,  nor  the  protracted  gloom  of  years, 
could  avail  to  disturb  the  public  trust  in  him.  It  was  apart  from  circumstance ;  H 
was  beside  the  action  of  caprice  ;  it  was  beyond  all  reasoning,  and  above  all  changeable 
feeling.  It  was  founded  on  nothing  extraneous ;  not  upon  what  he  had  said  or  done, 
but  upon  what  he  was.  They  saw  something  in  the  man,  which  gave  them  assu- 
rance of  a  nature  and  destiny  of  the  highest  elevation ;  something  inexplicable,  but 
which  inspired  a  complete  satisfaction.  We  feel  that  this  reliance  was  wise  and 
right  It  is  agreed  that  the  war  of  American  independence  is  one  of  the  most  ex- 
alted and  honorable  and  difficult  achievements  related  in  history.  Its  form  was  con- 
tributed by  many,  but  its  grandeur  was  derived  from  Washington.  His  character 
and  dignity  gave  effect  to  the  irregular  and  often  divergent  enthusiasm  of  others. 
His  energy  combined  the  parts  ;  his  intelligence  guided  the  whole ;  his  perseverance 
and  fortitude  and  resolution  were  the  inspiration  and  support  of  aH.  In  looking  bock 
over  that  period  his  presence  seems  to  fill  the  whole  scene  ;  his.  influence  predomi- 
nates throughout ;  his  character  is  reflected  from  every  thing.  What  but  the  most 
eminent  qualities  of  mind  and  feeling;  discretion  saperhuman;  readiness  of  inven- 
tion and  dexterity  of  means  equal  to  the  most  desperate  aflairs ;  endurance,  self- 
control,  regulated  ardor,  restrained  passion,  caution  mingled  with  boldness,  and  all  the 
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contrarieties  of  moral  excellence,  could  have  expanded  the  life  of  an  individual  into 
a  career  each  as  his?  If  we  compare  him  with  the  great  men  who  were  his  eon- 
temporaries  throughout  the  nation,  in  an  age  of  extraordinary  personages,  Washing- 
ton was  unquestionably  the  first  man  of  the  time  in  ability.  Review  the  correspon- 
dence of  General  Washington,  that  sublime  monument  of  intelligence  and  integrity  $ 
scrutinize  the  public  history  and  the  public  mea^f  that  era,  and  you  will  find  that 
in  all  the  wisdom  that  was  accomplished  or  was  assembled,  Washington  was  before 
every  man  in  his  suggestions  of  the  plan,  and  beyond  every  one  in  the  extent  to 
which  he  contributed  to  its  adoption. 


Hittobt  or  the  Conquest  o»  Psstr,  with  *  Preliiainary  View  of  th«  Civilization  of  the  Incis, 
By  Wiliaau  H.  Prkscott.    In  two  volunea.    New-York :  Hasps*  and  B&othxkj. 

The  English  have  had  but  three  great  historical  writers,  Gibbon,  Hume,  and  Rob- 
betson,  who  were  contemporaries ;  and  the  French  had  none  until  within  the  last 
century,  when  their  new  school  arose  under  the  lead  of  Voltaire.  History  is  the 
noblest  domain  of  literary  art,  and  the  one  in  which  the  first  order  of  excellence  is 
most  rarely  attained.  Such  writers  as  Presoott,  Irving  and  Bancroft  could  scarcely 
have  been  expected  in  the  first  age  of  a  nation,  and  that  they  have  arisen  in  ours, 
warrants  the  most  sanguine  hopes  of  our  intellectual  advancement  The  merits  of 
these  writers  are  recognized  throughout  the  world.  They  are  all  of  the  first  rank  for 
research,  abilities,  arid  artistic  execution  ;  and  among  them  Prebcott  is  confessedly 
preeminent  Since  the  appearance  of  his  admirable  book  on  the  conquest  of  Mexico, 
ho  has  been  elected  a  Corresponding  Member  of  the  Institute  of  France  and  of  the 
Royal  Academy  of  History  at  Madrid,  and  the  most  celebrated  scholars  of  all  na- 
tions have  been  liberal  in  their  praises  of  his  learning,  genius  and  integrity.  He  now 
occupies  a  place  on  the  highest  seat  in  the  temple  of  literary  fame  which  is  reached 
by  the  living.  , 

'  The  Conquest  of  Peru'  is  one  of  the  most  romantic  episodes  in  the  history  of  the 
world.  Like  the  conquest  of  Mexico,  it  opened  to  the  eyes  of  Europeans  a  world  of 
strange  and  peculiar  beauty.  The  stories  of  the  country's  splendor,  its  arts,  manners 
and  institutions,  seemed  more  like  Arcadian  or  Utopian  dreams  than  narrations  of 
fact  Deep  as  were  the  Incas  in  spiritual  darkness,  destitute  of  a  divine  revelation* 
ignorant  of  the  cumulative  discoveries  of  the  Egyptians,  Greeks  and  Romans,  the 
reader  who  follows  the  conqueror  Pisano  and  his  bands  of  cEurchmen  through  the 
pages  of  Mr.  Prescott  will  hardly  fail  to  regard  them  as  superior  in  civilization  and 
moral  elevation  to  their  invaden,  or  to  contemplate  the  inroad  of  the  Spaniards  into 
their  beautiful  country  with  such  emotions  as  are  awakened  by  the  stories  of  the  in- 
cursions of  the  Goths  into  ancient  Italy.  If  we  read  Mr.  Prrbcott'b  book  upon  the 
civilization  of  the  Incas  as  the  production  of  an  imaginative  and  speculative  philoso- 
pher, it  would  be  to  us  not  less  Attractive  than  the  master-pieces  of  Browne  and 
Sidney.  Persuaded  of  its  perfect  truth,  it  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  chapters  in 
history  or  ethnology.  The  account  of  the  war,  with  all  (he  atrocities  which  accom- 
panied and  succeeded  it,  is  admirable  for  its  graphic  power  and  just  proportion :  it  is 
at  engaging  as  such  a  work  can  be  ;  and  while  free  from  the  wrangling  didacticism 
of  most  hktorians,  it  is  so  written  as  to  leave  on  the  mind  an  enduring  impression  of 
the  great  moral  lessons  such  incidents  should  teach. 
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Of  the  typography,  etc.,  of  these  volumes,  it  is  proper  to  make  a  few  observation*. 
The  paper  is  equal  to  that  used  in  the  most  sumptuous  gift-books  of  the  European 
publishers,  and  the  type  is  large,  clear  and  beautifully  finished.  Tbey  are  highly 
creditable  to  the  great  house  from  which  we  receive  them,  and  show  that  they  are 
ready  to  clothe  in  fitting  dress  works  of  the  first  order  of  merit 


Reminiscences  of  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge  and  Robert  Southet.    By  Joseph  Cottle. 
In  one  volume,    pp.  378.    New- York :  Wiley  and  Putnam. 

We  take  this  to  be  a  book  proceeding  from  the  senile  pen  of  a  man  '  honest  as  the 
skin  between  his  brows  ;'  a  '  good  man,  who  would  be  talking/  But  truth  to  say,  he 
has  certainly  made  up  a  very  interesting  volume,  consisting  mainly  of  letters,  written 
to  him  in  the  confidence  of  friendship  by  men  of  great  intellect,  who  have  left  perma- 
nent foot-prints  on  the  sands  of  time.  We  are  sorry  to  say,  that  he  shows  Coleridge 
to  have  been  a  horrible  victim  to  intemperance  and  opium.  On  this  point,  the  testi- 
mony is  but  too  abundant  The  obligation  to  make  public  the  acknowledgment  of 
these  facts  by  Coleridge  himself,  Mr.  Cottle  says,  was  imperative.  (  Concealment 
would  have  been  injustice  to  the  living  and  treachery  to  the  dead ;'  for  the  letters 
were  dictated  by  the  solemn  voice  of  conscience,  reproving  the  writer  for  the  sins  be 
had  committed  against  himself,  his  children  and  his  God.    The  following  is  an  extract : 

'Conceive  a  poor  miserable  wretch,  who  for  many  yean  has  been  attempting  to  beat  off  pain  by 
a  constant  recurrence  to  the  vice  that  reproduces  it  I  Conceive  a  spirit  in  hell,  employed  in  tracing 
out  for  others  the  road  to  that  heaven  from  which  his  crimes  exclude  him!  In  short,  conceive  what* 
ever  is  most  wretched,  helpless  and  hopeless,  and  you  will  form  as  tolerable  a  notion  of  my  stmt  as 
it  is  possible  for  a  good  man  to  have. 

*  I  used  to  think  the  text  in  St.  James,  that  *  he  who  offended  in  oae  point,  offends  in  all/  very 
harsh :  but  now  I  feel  the  awful,  the  tremendous  truth  of  it.  In  the  one  crime  of  opium,  what  crime 
have  1  not  made  myself  guilty  oft  Ingratitude  to  my  Maker  !  and  to  my  benefactors — injuries! 
and  unnatural  cruelty  to  s*y  poor  ehUdr en, /—self-contempt  for  my  repeated  promise —say,  too 
often,  actual  falsehood  I' 

Mr.  Coleridge,  in  the  same  letter,  earnestly  entreats  that  his  wretchedness  and  its 

guilty  cause  might  be  made  public,  that  good  might  accrue  from  his  direful  example. 


Seventeen  Hundred  and  Seventy-six,  on  the  War  or  Independence  :  a  complete  History 
of  the  Anglo-Americans.   In  one  volume,    pp.  510.   New-York :  Edward  Walker,  Fulton-stroas. 

The  enterprising  and  patriotic-spirited  publisher  of  this  exceedingly  beautiful 
volume  will  surely  find  that  he  has  not  misjudged,  in  believing  that (  a  book  in  one 
volume,  well  written,  and  embracing  a  faithful  chronicle  of  events  which  accom- 
plished the  laying  of  the  foundation-stone  of  this  great  republic,  would  be  invaluable 
to  the  present  and  future  generations.'  He  has  certainly  spared  no  expense  in  the 
preparation  of  the  work.  All  the  engravings  were  expressly  made  for  it ;  and  we 
would  invite  particular  attention  to  the  appendix,  which  contains  documents  and  in- 
formation that  the  present  generation  are  but  slightly  familiar  with  ;  while  the  work, 
in  its  general  mechanical  appearance,  will  be  found  well  worthy  the  patronage  of 
the  American  people.  The  volume  begins  with  the  period  of  the  union  of  the  colo- 
nies against  the  French,  and  ends  with  the  inauguration  of  Washington.  Its  nu- 
merous engravings,  by  Mr.  Benson  J.  Lobbing,  reflect  great  credit  upon  the  skill  and 
care  of  that  capable  artist ;  as  does  the  entire  work,  indeed,  alike  upon  editor,  pub- 
lisher, illustrator  and  binder.    Its  extensive  sale  must  soon  become  a  '  fixed  fact' 
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Death  of  Mb.  CConnell  at  Genoa. — We  derive  the  following  account  of  the 
death  of  Mr.  O'Connell  at  Genoa,  and  his  funeral  obsequies  in  the  Church  Delia 
Vigne,  at  that  capital,  from  a  letter  of  our  correspondent,  C.  Edwards  Lester, 
United  States  Consul,  addressed  to  the  Editor  on  the  twenty-sixth  of  May :  '  On 
the  evening  of  the  sixth  of  the  present  month/  writes  Mr.  Lester,  '  the  Irish  orator 
landed  at  Genoa,  to  pass  a  day  on  his  way  to  Rome.  At  any  period  he  would  have 
been  received  in  Italy  with  every  demonstration  of  respect,  for  he  is  here  regarded 
as  the  protector  and  advocate  of  eight  millions  of  oppressed  Catholics,  in  a  distant 
and  beautiful  island,  which  has  been  sanctified  by  the  faith  and  made  dear  by  the 
sufferings,  the  poetry  and  the  wit  of  its  people.  But  at  the  present  time  an  unusual 
number  of  circumstances  would  have  conspired  to  give  to  his  journey  through  Italy 
the  appearance  of  a  triumphal  progress.  During  the  last  six  months  the  journals  of 
Italy  have  been  filled  with  the  sufferings  of  Ireland ;  and  when  the  name  of  that 
devoted  country  is  heard  by  an  Italian,  he  lifts  his  eyes  to  Heaven  and  thanks  his 
patron  saint  that  he  was  not  born  under  British  sway.  To  be  a  British  subject  was 
once,  in  their  estimation,  to  be  born  to  rule,  to  conquer,  and  to  be  free  ;  now,  to  be 
a  Briton  is  to  die  by  the  lingering  tortures  of  famine.  Sad  indeed  must  be  the  state 
of  Ireland,  when  an  Italian  thanks  God,  or  even  a  saint,  that  he  is  not  born  there. 
Beside,  O'Copinell  was  dying  on  the  eve  of  a  great  day  for  Italy  and  for  the  Irish 
people.  While  his  soul  was  passing  to  the  future  state,  the  bells  of  all  the  churches 
of  Italy  were  ringing  their  holy  chimes  to  call  the  pious  and  the  humane  to  their 
altars,  at  the  command  of  Pius  IX.,  to  offer  their  prayers  and  their  alms  for  the  re- 
lief of  that  distant,  suffering  people.  In  Genoa,  at  least,  it  was  known  that  the 
peat  Catholic  Liberator  was  dying ;  and  when  the  population  of  the  city  streamed 
op  in  dense  masses  to  the  churches,  in  obedience  to  the  command  of  the  Pontiff  of 
Some,  they  seemed  like  solemn  processions  for  the  souls  of  the  departed. 

'  O'Connell's  health  felt  the  first  shock  one  year  ago.  (I  receive  all  my  informa- 
tion from  his  youngest  son,  who  was  with  his  father  on  his  journey,  and  closed  his 
eyes  when  he  was  dead.)  In  the  early  part  of  winter  he  began  to  fail  so  rapidly, 
that  his  friends  were  alarmed,  and  they  prevailed  on  him  to  visit  Italy ;  believing 
that  in  a  serener  climate  he  would  again  recover  in  some  measure  his  former  vigor. 
Attended  by  his  youngest  son,  his  family  physician,  an  Irish  bishop,  and  his  most  con- 
fidential servants,  he  set  out  for  Italy.  But  the  journey  was  deferred  too  long.  He 
was  taken  down  in  Lyons,  and  it  was  feared  be  would  not  be  able  again  to  leave  bis 
tol.  zxi.  21 
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bed.  But  through  the  aid  of  a  skilful  French  surgeon,  he  recovered  partially,  after 
a  long  illness.  It  was  now  thought  best  for  him  to  return  to  Ireland  ;  but  he  had 
set  his  face  toward  the  south,  and  he  said  he  wished  to  see  Rome  ;  and  if  he  must 
die  away  from  home,  to  die  in  the  capital  of  Christendom,  where  the  great  and  good 
Prus  IX.  had  renewed  the  mild  pure  sway  of  the  early  successors  of  the  Apostles. 
He  came  on  to  Marseilles,  and  embarked  on  a  steamer  for  Genoa.  His  son  thought 
him  again  too  feeble  to  risk  the  fatigues  of  the  voyage ;  but  O'Connell  hoped  at 
least  to  be  able  to  see  the  dome  of  St.  Peter,  and  he  would  go  on.  There  is  some- 
thing touching  and  almost  sublime  in  this  same  desire,  which  so  many  great  men 
have  expressed  when  they  felt  themselves  dying.  In  those  last  days  of  life,  when 
every  thing  else  external  grows  dim,  how  often  has  the  wish  arisen  to  die  in  sight  of 
that  gorgeous  temple,  which  fancy  brought  so  near  to  the  soul !  With  O'Connexl, 
who  felt  that  life  was  coming  to  a  hurried  close,  it  was  a  natural  feeling.  He  knew 
that  he  could  not  live  to  reach  Ireland  again  ;  and  when  the  scenes  of  this  life  began 
to  fade  from  his  vision,  his  heart  turned  toward  the  Eternal  City,  which,  to  the  true 
Catholic  O' Con nell  was,  after  the  Hill  of  Calvary,  the  most  holy  spot  on  earth. 

'  He  was  rapidly  failing  when  tho  steamer  arrived  at  Genoa.  It  was  necessary 
for  him  to  get  repose,  and  he  was  taken  to  the  Hotel  Feder,  which  stands  near  the 
water.  It  was  known  that  he  was  coming,  and  an  immense  crowd  gathered  to  wel- 
come him  with  acclamations.  But  when  they  caught  a  sight  of  his  pale  cheek,  as 
he  was  borne  along  in  the  arms  of  his  attendants,  the  crowd  received  him  in  respectful 
silence,  and  every  head  was  uncovered.  He  passed  a  comfortable  night  at  the  hotel : 
the  vessel  waited  to  take  him  on  to  Rome,  and  it  was  his  intention  to  go.  I  had  had 
the  fortune  to  know  O'Connell  many  years  before  ;  I  had  been  honored  by  his  hospi- 
tality and  kindness,  and  I  ventured  to  call  at  his  hotel,  but  with  little  expectation  of 
seeing  him.  I  sent  up  my  card  and  inquired  after  his  health.  He  sent  back  a  mes- 
sage that  he  would  be  glad  to  see  me  in  a  few  moments.  He  entered  the  room  into 
which  I  had  been  shown,  dressed  for  going  on  board  the  steamer.  He  was  leaning 
infirmly  on  the  top  of  a  large  cane :  his  step  was  feeble,  and  his  form  was  wasted 
away.  Familiar  as  his  countenance  had  once  been  to  me,  I  could  recognize  nothing 
but  the  eye  of  the  man  I  had  seen  before.  But  he  still  stood  erect  He  extended  to 
me  his  emaciated  hand  for  a  moment,  and  said  a  few  kind  words.  I  left  the  room 
with  a  sad  feeling,  which  I  can  hardly  describe.  I  saw  the  lines  of  death  clearly 
written  on  his  face.  It  was  evident  that  his  body  was  dead ;  but  his  indomitable 
spirit  still  held  a  feeble  sway  over  the  lifelees  form  it  had  ruled  so  long.  As  I  joined 
the  friend  I  had  left  in  the  hall  below,'  I  told  him, '  O'Connell  never  will  see  Rome.' 
In  an  hour  or  two  he  began  to  fail  rapidly  ;  but  every  thing  was  prepared  for  going 
on  :  the  steamer  was  waiting;  it  was  still  hoped  he  would  revive.  But  he  bad  ral- 
lied for  the  last  time.  For  more  than  seventy  years  his  heroic  spirit  had  never  yielded ; 
but  the  time  had  at  last  come  for  body  and  spirit  to  give  way.  He  laid  himself  down 
on  his  bed,  saying : 

1  '  Well,  it  is  God's  will  I  shall  never  see  Rome  !  I  thought  I  should  live  to  get 
there.    I  am  disappointed ;  but  I  feel  ready  to  die.    It  is  all  right.' 

1  At  teu  o'clock  that  night  tho  steamer  which  had  hoped  for  the  honor  of  car- 
rying the  great  Irishman  to  Rome,  was  told  he  could  not  go,  and  she  went  on  her 
way.  In  a  day  or  two  it  became  certain  that  his  life  was  drawing  rapidly  to  an  end. 
He  seemed  (so  his  physician  told  me)  to  have  suffered  from  no  particular  form  of  dis- 
ease :  it  was  a  gradual  sinking  —  a  slow  giving  away  of  strength.    Consequently  he 
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suffered  very  little  pain ;  while  his  consciousness,  and  even  the  brilliancy  of  his  intellect, 
con  tinned  undiramed  to  the  very  last  moment.  He  conversed  with  perfect  calmness 
about  all  the  members  of  his  absent  family ;  his  children,  his  grand -children,  and 
his  friends ;  about  suffering  Ireland,  and  the  life  to  come.  He  not  only  expressed  his 
fullest  conviction  of  the  truth  of  the  Christian  religion,  but  conversed  with  luminous 
and  cheerful  serenity  of  the  principles  of  Christianity,  and  often  repeated,  in  a  variety 
of  forms,  his  unshaken -confidence  of  salvation  through  the  merits  of  Christ.  He 
was  deeply  affected  in  thinking  and  speaking  of  the  call  of  the  Pontiff  on  all  the 
Catholics  of  the  Christian  world  to  present  their  prayers  and  offerings  up  for  Ireland 
during  this  period  of  her  calamity  ;  and  the  fact  that  this  noble  call  had  gone  forth 
from  Pius  IX.,  was  one  of  the  reasons  why  he  had  felt  so  earnest  a  desire  to  die  in 
Rome. 

'  He  was  constantly  attended  by  his  two  physicians,  the  vicar  of  the  church  of 
the  parish,  and  his  own  bishop.  No  office  that  medical  skill  could  suggest,  nor  conso- 
lation that  religion  could  lend,  was  wanting  to  the  dying  man.  He  lingered  till  the 
night  of  the  fifteenth,  when  he  seemed  to  be  rapidly  sinking.  The  last  offices  of  the 
Church  were  then  administered.  While  the  prayers  were  being  read,  he  clearly  ut- 
tered the  responses ;  and  as  these  solemn  rites  ended,  he  closed  his  eyes  serenely 
with  a  half  smile.  Those  who  stood  by  his  bed,  and  were  gazing  on  his  countenance, 
did  not  know  that  he  was  dead  till  the  surgeon  announced  it.  And  just  at  that  mo- 
ment] from  more  than  an  hundred  thousand  domes  and  spires,  were  ringing  the  solemn 
chimes  in  answer  to  the  summons  of  Pius  IX.,  and  from  unnumbered  altars  was 
going  up  to  Heaven  a  vast  cloud  of  incense  for  the  afflicted  and  stricken  country  of 
that  heroic  spirit  which  was  passing  away. 

1  His  body  was  at  once  embalmed,  and  laid  in  the  magnificent  church  Delle  Vigne, 
where  preparations  were  made  for  celebrating  his  last  funeral  obsequies.  The  invi- 
tations issued  were  limited  to  foreign  consuls,  for  whom  seats  were  prepared  in  an 
area  around  the  coffin.  The  British  Consul  had  refused  to  offer  his  services  on  this 
occasion,  or  even  his  attentions  to  O'Connell,  while  he  was  dying  in  a  strange  land ; 
although  such  proffers  came  in  from  several  royal  princes  and  men  of  the  greatest 
distinction  then  in  Genoa.  It  was  consequently  my  good  fortune  to  occupy  the  post 
he  was  expected  to  do,  and  I  was  proud  of  the  honor  of  showing,  as  far  as  this  act 
could  do,  the  respect  of  my  nation  for  the  illustrious  man.  All  Europe,  however, 
(except  England,)  and  indeed  I  may  say,  the  world,  was  represented  at  that  funeral, 
for  I  believe  every  other  foreign  consul  was  there.  The  coffin  was  raised  on  a  plat- 
form fifteen  feet  high,  thirty  feet  in  front  of  the  main  altar.  It  was  covered  with  a 
vast  pall  of  black  velvet,  to  which  was  attached  a  large  cross  of  crimson,  embroi- 
dered in  gold.  Around  this  pile  were  gleaming  forty  massive  wax  tapers.  Forty  other 
tapers  were  burning  on  the  main  altar,  and  the  twelve  altars  of  the  twelve  chapels 
of  the  church  were  also  illuminated.  The  church  was  dressed  in  mourning,  and  the 
Mats  of  the  altar  around  the  coffin  were  spread  with  velvet  and  damask,  embroi- 
dered in  fine  gold.  The  vast  edifice  was  crowded  by  a  silent  and  solemn  multitude. 
The  bell  struck  the  meridian,  (the  twentieth  of  May,)  and  the  obsequies  began  with 
the  introduction,  on  the  organ,  of  that  sublime  service  with  which  the  imposing  cere- 
monies of  the  Catholic  Church  dismiss  the  souls  of  believers  to  the  eternal  world. 
The  altar  was  surrounded  with  a  numerous  company  of  priests  and  prelates,  adorned 
in  their  richest  robes.  Forty  singers,  attached  to  the  church,  were  also  ranged  round 
the  altar,  and  behind  it  stood  some  of  the  best  vocal  and  instrumental  musicians  ia 
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Italy.  The  soft  deep  notes  of  the  organ  rolled  down  the  pillar'd  aisles,  and  broke 
in  solemn  reverberations  among  the  lofty  frescoed  arches,  touched  by  the  hands  of 
a  master.  As  the  different!  parts  came  in,  the  bass,  the  tenor  and  the  soprano,  the 
effect  was  electrical ;  but  when  at  last-  the  chorus  commenced,  with  every  voice  in 
that  great  company  of  singers,  and  the  heavy  bass  of  the  organ  blended  the  sounds 
together,  even  the  congregation,  accustomed  as  they  were  to  such  scenes,  swelled  the 
familiar  strains  ;  and  it  hardly  required  the  aid  of  fancy  to  imagine  that  the  death 
anthem  must  have  awoke  the  soul  of  the  mighty  sleeper. 

'  The  service  lasted  about  an  hour.  No  eulogium  was  pronounced  on  the  Geeat 
Liberator,  and  none  was  needed.  For  half  a  century  he  had  himself  been  uttering 
words  of  fire.  He  had  mingled  in  the  strife  of  all  the  elements  of  a  nation's  life  and 
progress ;  he  had  been  the  soul  of  all  her  struggles  for  freedom ;  above  all,  of  her 
struggles  for  the  holy  rights  of  conscience.  And  now,  when  the  champion  of  '  free- 
dom to  worship  God'  had  finished  his  labors,  he  was  borne  to  one  of  the  most  gor- 
geous temples  of  the  church  he  had  battled  for,  in  the  land  where  her  proudest 
trophies  are  gathered,  to  receive  all  the  magnificence  of  her  divine  honors.  He  had 
during  a  long  life  warred  for  that  church,  in  a  distant  island  ;  for  a  suffering  and  a 
poor  people,  against  haughty  and  oppressive  foes  and  prelates,  who  scorned  hie  faith 
and  derided  his  religion ;  undismayed  by  numbers,  unintimidated  by  power,  with  hie 
heart  beating  for  liberty  and  his  country,  and  his  eye  turned  toward  the  dim,  distant 
dome  of  St.  Peter-  Does  it  seem  strange,  then,  that  while  the  sleeper  lay  there  in. 
the  midst  of  this  scene  of  triumph,  and  the  glorious  strains  of  his  death-anthem,  sung 
by  the  prelates  of  that  mighty  Rome  who  had  watched  his  heroic  struggles  from  her 
golden  sea,  were  rolling  through  the  arches  above  him,  that  this  triumphant  psan 
should  have  stirred  the  dust  of  the  sleeper  ?  Could  O'Connell  himself  have  cast 
his  eye  down  into  futurity,  from  the  other  end  of  the  vista  of  life,  would  eve*  atf 
ambition  have  demanded  a  prouder  triumph  ? 

(  Such  were  the  honors  offered  to  the  dust  of  O'Connell  ;  such  the  tribute  which 
a  distant  but  generous  nation  rendered  to  greatness  and  to  truth.  The  vast  crowd 
which  had  choked  the  piazza  before  the  church,  and  every  avenue  leading  to  it, 
slowly  dispersed.  For  many  hours  they  stood  gazing  silently  and  solemnly  upon  the 
gorgeous  pile  which  contained  his  coffin.  As  the  shadows  of  evening  gathered  around 
the  city,  and  wrapped  the  temple  in  darkness  and  silence,  save  that  far  up  the  aisle 
the  great  lamp  that  is  forever  kept  burning  before  the  image  of  the  Virgin  sent  its 
tiny  star-light  through  the  gloom,  a  company  of  priests  bore  the  coffin  into  a  private 
chapel ;  and  there  the  great  Agitator  rests  quietly  after  his  labors.  On  the  return 
of  his  son  from  Rome,  he  will  proceed  by  sea  to  England  with  the  ashes  of  his  father, 
and  commit  them  to  the  keeping  of  his  expecting,  weeping  and  grateful  countrymen.' 

'  Men,'  adds  our  correspondent, '  will  differ  widely  in  regard  to  the  character  and 
virtues  of  O'Connell  ;  but  little  is  hazarded  in  saying,  that  there  has  been  no  man 
in  Europe,  since  the  time  of  Napoleon,  who  has  held  so  direct  and  mighty  a  sway 
over  the  minds  of  so  many  men.'  This  may  be,  and  doubtless  is,  true ;  but  is  it  not 
also  true,  that  having  accomplished  the  great  measure  of  Catholic  Emancipation, 
Mr.  O'Connell'b  public  efforts,  so  far  as  any  thing  specific  or  tangible  may  be  pre* 
dicated  of  them,  ceased  altogether  to  be  effective  ?  The  good  he  was  to  achieve  for 
Ireland  seemed  farther  to  recede  as  his  promises  were  renewed  and  strengthened; 
and  all  his  ( monster-meetings,'  which  shook  Ireland  and  England  to  their  centres, 
were  bat  sound  and  fury,  signifying  and  resulting  in— nothing. 
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« Poffk*  Hopkins'  and  International  Copt-eight. — We  are  obliged  to '  The  Age' 
weekly  journal  for  its  capital  exposition  of  the  literary  merits  and  responsibility  of 
the  author  of  '  Puffer  Hopkins'  and  other  '  writings,' ( various'  in  kind  but  one  in 
quality,  which  have  been  printed,  though  scarcely  published,  by  sundry  once-entrap- 
ped book -sellers  hereabout ;  and  especially  fjor  its  correction  of  an  insinuated  falsehood 
in  a  letter  from  (  Puffer'  to  (  Douglas  JerroltTs  Newspaper'  touching  the  course  of 
this  Magazine  in  relation  to  the  international  copy-right  question ;  a  letter  in  which 
1  Hopkins'  informs  the  acute  editor,  upon  whom  he  has  stolen  a  march,  that  *  he 
almost  succeeded  in  getting  an  international  copy-right  law  tacked  on  to  the  Oregon 
treaty ;  that  he  has  corresponded  with  Mr.  Buchanan  upon  the  subject ;  and  in  short, 
almost  promises  that  he,  the  identical '  Hopkins/  will  yet  get  the  matter  arranged 
satisfactorily.    The  unsophisticated  readers  of  Jerrold's  paper  will  take  him  for  a 
senator  of  the  United  States  at  least,  perhaps  Mr.  Webster  in  disguise  !'    '  The  Age* 
certainly  does  this  Magazine  no  more  than  justice,  and  adds  nothing  but  the  truth, 
when  it  says :  •  It  is  needless  to  inform  people  in  this  country  that  the  cause  of  inter- 
national copy-right  has  never  had  a  more  consistent  friend  than  the  Knickerbocker  ; 
bat  it  may  be  as  well  to  tell  Douglas  Jerrold,  that  the  '  innumerable  slanders  all 
over  the  United  States  against  Hopkinb,'  of  which  he  complains,  are  either  sneers 
at  his  pretentious  imbecility  in  literary  matters,  or  reviews  of  the  drivelling  mimicry 
which -he  calls  *  original  writing.'    A  man  who  can  excite  neither  envy  nor  admira- 
tion is  pretty  secure  against  slander.'    The  Knickerbocker  was  the  very  earliest 
advocate  of  copy-right  in  the  United  States :  it  has  enlisted  in  its  support  soma  of  the 
most  eminent  statesmen  in  the  Republic ;  and,  to  say  nothing  of  its  Editor's  efforts, 
those  who  have  written  upon  the  subject  in  its  pages,  have  been  men  whose  reputa- 
tion and  talents  entitled  them  to  public  respect ;  such  writers  as  Washington  Irving, 
Sanderson,  author  of  ( The  American  in  Paris,'  Hon.  James  K.  Paulding,  the  late 
Willis  Gatxord  Clark,  Hon.  R.  H.  Wilde,  and  other  gentlemen  of  kindred  ability. 
All  this  it  is  quite  unnecessary  to  mention  to  any  general  reader  in  America ;  while 
the  fact  has  recently  been  made  sufficiently  apparent,  as  we  understand,  from  a  source 
authentic  alike  at  home  and  abroad,  in  the  proper  quarter  on  the  other  side  of  the 
water.    The  advocacy  by  '  Puffer  Hopkins'  of  an  international  copy-right  law,  on 
the  ground  that  it  was  a  necessary  measure  to  protect  such  *  various  writings'  as  his 
own  —  writings  which,  when  printed,  inevitably  drop  dead-born  from  the  press,  and 
from  the  promised  publication  of  some  of  which,  American  publishers  have  found  it 
quite  impossible  to  buy  themselves  off,  even  by  the  proffered  payment  of  much  cash 
in  hand  to  the  *  author1  — such  advocacy,  we  say,  has  been  instrumental  in  producing 
a  temporary  indifference  to  the  subject,  on  the  part  of  several  of  the  earliest  and 
most  influential  friends  of  the  international  copy-Bjjht  measure ;  yet  in  despite  of  this, 
we  predict  that  the  period  will  soon  arrive,  when  an  international  copy-right  law  will 
secure  to  the  writers,  in  both  countries,  of  '  books  which  are  books,'  a  remuneration 
commensurate  with  their  deserts  and  the  demand  for  their  literary  labors.    But  this 
event  cannot  help  such  writers  as  Mr.  Mathews.    '  Publishers  and  editors  on  this 
side  the  Atlantic,'  it  is  well  remarked  by (  The  Age,' '  have  been  taught  by  bitter  ex- 
perience to  eschew  all  connection  with  the  fatal  Puffer.'    The  faithful  portrait 
which  ensues,  of  that  dreadful  humbug,  (the  word  is  not  delicate,  but  that  it  is  most 
appropriate,  *  nobody  can  deny,')  is  drawn  by  one  who  is  as  well  acquainted  with  Jer- 
iold  as  he  certainly  is  with  the  literary  merits  and  standing  of  (  Puffer  Hopkins:' 
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'  Ambition  may  be,  as  the  poet  says,  '  the  last  infirmity  of  noble  minds,'  but  it  it  alto  frequently 
the  first  and  everlasting  infirmity  of  imbecility.  What  ridiculous  desires  does  ambition  create  in 
feeble  minds!  We  know  a  man  who  aspires  to  become  famous  for  wearing  fashionable  boots ;  we 
know  another,  who  seeks  to  gain  renown  by  slovenliness;  one  who  aspires  to  celebrity  by  surpass- 
ing his  fellows  in  the  gout;  one  or  two  who  fritter  away  the  energies  of  thoir  immortal  souls  in  cul- 
tivating whiskers ;  and  one,  (ouly  one,)  who  courts  notoriety  by  committing  absurdities,  has  an  in- 
sane passion  for  being  lampooned,  and  apparently  fongs  for  a  martyrdom  of  squibs  and  sneers.  If 
we  regard  the  author  of  '  Puffer  Hopkine'  as  the  victim  of  some '  jack-o'-lantern'  destiny,  that  con- 
tinually misleads  him,  we  shall  feel  more  pity  for  his  cruel  and  ridiculous  doom  than  disgust  at  his 
inevitable  follies.  What  but  the  stern  compulsion  of  a  relentless  fate  could  prompt  this  gentleman's 
insane  persevere nco  in  aspiring  to  be  recognized  as  a  literary  man,  for  instance? — or  urge  hia  to 
tax  his  sapless  mind  with  the  arduous  duties  of  wet-nurse  to  that  sturdy  bantling,  the  National  Lite- 
rature ?  True, '  Hopkins,'  inspired  by  the  demon  of  small  envy,  who  teaches  him  to  call  petulant 
feebleness  *  patriotism,'  and  dignify  his  weak  spleen  as  '  nationality,'  has  enriched  the  national  lite- 
rature with  some  slobbery  imitations  of  Dickens  ;  he  also  wrote  an  address  to  Congress,  an  unique 
specimen  of  tho  squalid  in  composition,  in  which  gaping  vanity  is  masked  as  quaintness,  till  hex- 
cited  the  scorn  of  the  nation,  and  has  made  tho  name  of  its  author  a  by-word  for  ridicule.*  We  be- 
lieve, too,  that  he  has  dabbled  in  every  thing,  from  a  farce  to  an  epic,  desperately  seeking  (and 
always  receiving)  critical  damnation,  iu  all  its  varieties.  But  all  has  not  made  him  acknowledged 
as  a  literary  roan ;  on  the  contrary,  he  is  the  dread  of  publishers,  the  horror  of  editors,  and  the  ta- 
booed of  all  good  fellows.  Neither  is  he,  an  we  have  heard  him  called, '  a  man  of  one  idea;'  he  has 
not  one  idea;  he  is  the  victim  of  a  petty  delusion,  the  slave  of  a  querulous  antipathy.' 

Since  the  foregoing  was  placed  in  type,  the  '  New -York  Evening  Mirror9  daily 
journal  publishes  the  letter  above  alluded  to,  and  adds : 


'  This  letter  was  not  written  by  any  literary  man  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  who  has  any  c 
tcr  to  lose ;  for  surely  no  person  would  be  guilty  of  making  such  gross  mis-statements  who  put  aay 
valuo  whatever  upon  his  reputation  as  a  writer  or  a  man  of  honor.  The  letter  is  a  tissue  of  false- 
hoods. Wo  will  let  all  tho  rigmarole  pass  about  Mr.  Buchanan  and  the  Oregon  treaty,  merely  men- 
tioning that  the  sole  power  to  puis  an  international  copy-right  law  rests  with  the  Congress  and  the 
President  of  the  United  States,  and  that  Mr.  Polk  and  Mr.  Buchanan  could  no  more  'adjust'  the 
matter  by  negotiation  thuu  they  could  make  a  tariff  to  suit  themselves.  There  is  hardly  a  literary 
man  in  the  Union,  nor  a  respectable  periodical,  that  has  not  advocated  an  international  copy-right 
law ;  aud  for  the  writer  of  this  letter  to  attempt  to  represent  himself  as  a  persecuted  individual  on 
account  of  his  advocacy  of  tho  cause,  is  the  most  monstrous  absurdity  that  could  be  conceived.  Bat 
the  whole  motive  of  the  letter  leaks  out  at  last  in  tho  ridiculous  accusation  made  against  the  editor 
of  the  Knickerbocker  Magazine.  Now  it  is  proper  that  Douolas  Jerrold  should  be  told  he  has 
been  made  a  cat's-paw  by  his  New-York  correspondent,  who  has  used  him  to  scratch  the  face  of  aa 
innocent  party.  The  simple  truth  is,  that  the  Knickerbocker  has  been  the  most  indefatigable  and 
consistent  advocate  of  international  copy-right  iu  the  country.  Tne  Editor  of  that  Magasine  was 
among  the  first,  if  not  the  very  first,  who  brought  the  subject  distinctly  before  the  public ;  and  during 
the  past  ten  years  he  has,  with  entire  singleness  of  purpose,  advocated  tho  measure  in  his  own  way, 
on  the  sole  and  lofty  ground  of  justice  to  the  foreign  author.  He  has  never  published  a  paragraph 
against  the  measure,  nor  against  any  of  iu  friends ;  but  on  the  contrary,  has  opened  1i is  pages  to  tM 
admission  of  articlos  in  favor  of  the  measure,  from  all  quarters,  and  has  been  assisted  in  the  noMe 
work  of  enlightening  the  public  mind  on  the  question  by  some  of  the  ablest  writers  in  the  country. 
We  cannot  answer  for  the  Knickerbocker  as  to  tho  charge  of  its  circulating  slanders  against  the 
writer  of  the  letter,  because  we  kuow  not  who  he  may  be  ;  but  all  who  know  any  thing  about  this 
oldest  of  our  literary  Magazines,  know  very  well  that  it  is  not  accustomed  to  slander  any  body.  It 
is  very  certain  that  the  Knickerbocker  has  slandered  nobody  for  defendiug  the  rights  of  the  foreign 
author;  and  one  of  the  imputations  of  this  anonymous  letter-writer  having  been  proved  destitute  of 
truth,  wo  may  safely  believe  the  others  to  bo  of  the  same  character.' 

The  editors  of  *  The  Age1  are  gentlemen  of  education,  possessing  talents,  wit  and 
humor.  One  of  them  was  one  of  the  first  editors  of  Punch  ;  and  both  are  as  favor- 
ably known  to  the  reading  public  and  men  of  letters  in  England  as  they  are  in  Ame- 
rica. It  is  fortunate  that  they  are  so  well  qualified  to  unmask  indigenous  pretention 
in  the  only  quarter  where  it  could  excite  any  other  feeling  than  one  of  serene  con- 
tempt Ajb  to  the '  Daily  EveningtMirror,'  a.  popular  journal  of  conceded  ability,  it 
is  and  has  always  been  one  of  the  most  consistent  and  staunch  advocates  of  inter- 
national copy-right  in  the  United  States. 


* '  The  Yankee-Doodle,'  (for  which  '  winding-sheet  of  humor'  Mr.  'Purrca  Hopkins'  Mathews, 
as  undertaker,  is  now  performing  the  last  sad  offices,)  hints  that  the  signatures  to  this  document  of 
one  or  two  good  writers,  who  wished  well  to  true  American  literature,  and  to  an  international  copy- 
right law,  make  the  above  remarks  applicable  to  them.  Not  quite !  There  are  connected  with  •  this 
branch  of  the  subject'  certain  very  amusing  things,  of  which  it  may  be  our  cue  to  speak  hereafter. 
Our  readers  have  often  heard  of  •  voluntary  associations  -,'  but  do  they  know  any  thing  of  'invoimm 
tary  associations?'  Ed.  Kkiour»oo*sb. 
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Gomp  with  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  You  roust  consider,  reader,  that 
we  are  chatting  (  literaneoualy'  with  you,  as  we  always  do  ;  but  moreover,  as  just 
now  mingling  with  our  usual  ( Gossip  with  Correspondents9  a  few  casual  '  jottings- 
down'  of  incidents  which  we  encountered  in  our  late  journeying.  .    .    .  «  During 
the  recent  bombardment  of  Vera-Cruz  by  the  Americans,'  writes  a  correspondent 
who  was  an  eye-witness  of  that  event, '  many  racy  little  incidents  occurred,  the  nar- 
ration of  one  of  which  may  perhaps  amuse  the  readers  of  '  Old  Knick.'     Attached 
to  one  of  the  ships  of  the  squadron,  was  a  person  who  was  very  much  inclined  to  in- 
dulge in  flowery  and  figurative  expressions,  in  the  most  ordinary  conversation,  which 
often  made  him  appear  ridiculous,  when  he  fancied  himself  verging  upon  the  sublime. 
He  was  a  large,  fine-looking  man,  and  a  *  good  fellow,'  io  the  main,  but  imbued  with 
an  inordinate  share  of  self-importance.    The  first  night  of  the  bombardment,  he  was 
seated  with  many  others  on  the  to'-gallant  forecastle,  watching  the  bomb-shells  as 
they  darted  from  the  great  mortars,  through  the  black  cloud  of  smoke  hanging  over 
the  long-extended  lines  of  the  American  army,  and  after  describing  a  semi-circle  in 
the  air,  descended  with  a  crash  into  the  resounding  streets  of  the  devoted  town. 
Daring  the  space  of  an  hour  he  sat  bolt  upright  in  his  chair,  and  the  explosion  of 
every  missile  would  call  forth  a  rhapsody  akin  to  the  following:  'Thar!  —  thar, 
gentlemen !     Did  you  see  that  ?    That's  terrible  —  grand  —  sublime  !     I  assure  you, 
gentlemen,  I  envy  not  the  precarious  situation  of  the  individuals  who  compose  the 
population  of  that  town !     The  demon  of  destruction  is  hovering  on  raven  pinions 
o'er  the  awful  scene  !'    By  and  by  a  shell,  which  probably  had  not  received  a  full 
charge  of  powder,  appeared  to  waver  in  its  flight,  but  finally  descended  into  the  city. 
Our  friend,  who  had  watched  the  course  of  the  terrible  messenger  of  death  for  some 
time,  with  suspended  breath,  his  mouth  wide  open,  and  his  eyes  almost  starting  from 
their  sockets,  on  perceiving  that  it  had  accomplished  its  « mission,'  suddenly  sprang  to 
his  feet,  exclaiming :  '  By  Jupiter  !  I  thought  that  shell  would  have  evacuated  its 
internal  properties  considerably  short  of  the  town,  and  that  its  fragments  would  have 
been  precipitated  with  the  greatest  velocity  into  the  briny  deep  ;  but  from  what  I  can 
discern,  gentlemen,  I  incline  to  the  belief  that  it  must  have  bu'sted  directly  into  some 
of  the  crowded  thoroughfares  of  the  ill-fated  city !     And  then '  we  all  laafed,  we  did, 
'cause  we  could  n't  help  it.'  .    .    .  'T  was  a  little  odd,  as  we  wended  '  by  rail'  from  the 
fair  city  of  Utica  toward  Syracuse,  (Pompey,  Toad-Hollow,  Homer,  Hardscrabble, 
Tally,  Baldwinsville,  Dryden,  Salt-P'int,  Cato,  Onondaga-Hollow,  Lysander,  Ged- 
desburgh,  Marcellus,  Jamesville,  Cicero,  Scriba,  Camillus  and  '  Smith's  Four-Corners' 
are  also  classic  towns  thereabout,)  't  was  a  little  odd,  we  say,  to  see  the  long  telegraph- 
posts  and  lines  keeping  even  pace  with  us  wherever  we  rushed ;  the  former  being  use- 
ful as  well  as  ornamental ;  for  a  cow,  pensjvely  ruminating,  leaned  against  one,  the 
while  a  white-faced  calf,  with  wiggling  tail  describing  a  parabolic  curve  over  his  rump, 
bunted   the  maternal  '  udders,  all  drawn  dry ;'  and  a  fat  porker  allayed  cutaneous 
irritation  against  another ;  cow  and  pig  happily  alike  unconscious  of  the  over-reach- 
ing '  movements'  in  flour  which  were  every  moment  vibrating  between  New-York 
and  Buffalo,  on  the  wires  above  their  heads.     Likewise,  when  we  stopped  to  water 
the  iron-horse  at  Oneida,  it  was  painfully  interesting  to  see  the  fair  Indian  girl  (whose 
fathers'  feet  had  for  centuries  traced  on  their  own  ground  the  trails  of  the  Iroquois 
from  Albany  to  Buffalo,)  handing  refreshments  to  dusty  and  hirsute  white  men,  rave- 
nous at  hungry  anacondas.    We  thought  of  the  touohing  words  of  the  Oneida  chief 
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Skenandoah,  uttered  in  council  within  almost  a  stone's-throw  of  the  place  where  we 
stood,  on  ascertaining  that  the  lands  of  the  Oneidas  were  to  he  sold  to  the  State : 

4  This  is  a  dark  day.  The  clouds  are  black  and  heary  over  the  Oneida  nation,  and  a  strong-  arm 
is  pressing  on  us,  and  our  hearts  are  groaning  under  it  The  graves  of  our  fathers  are  destroyed,  and 
our  children  are  driven  away.  Our  fires  are  put  out,  and  our  beds  removed  from  under  us.  The 
Almigbtt  is  angry  with  us,  for  we  have  been  very  wicked,  and  therefore  it  is  that  his  arm  does  not 
keep  us.  Where  are  the  chiefs  of  the  Rising  Sun  J  White  chiefs  now  kindle  their  ancient  ires. 
There  no  Indian  sleeps  but  those  who  are  sleeping  in  their  graves.  My  bouse  will  soon  be  Hke  theirs  ; 
soon  will  a  white  chief  kindle  his  fire  upon  the  hearth  of  the  Oneida.  All  our  children's  hearts  axesiek. 
and  our  «ye*  rain  like  the  black  cUmdt  that  roar  on  the  topi  of  the  trees  in  the  wtidemt**.  Long  did 
the  loud  voice  of  Skknandoah  cry, '  Children,  take  care,  be  wise,  be  straight.'  His  feet  war*  them 
like  the  deer's,  and  his  arm  like  the  bear's.  He  can  now  only  moan  out  a  few  words  and  bo  siieat, 
and  bis  voice  will  soon  be  heard  no  more  in  Oneida.  But  certainly,  he  will  be  long  in  the  minds  of 
his  children.    In  white  men's  land  his  name  has  gone  far,  and  will  not  die.' 

Too  prophetic,  majestic  old  chief !  He  himself  stood,  '  an  aged  hemlock,  through 
whose  branches  the  winds  of  an  hundred  winters  had  whistled,  till  he  was  dead  at 
the  top,'  when  he  sank  from  the  remembrance  of  what  his  great  people  had  been, 
and  the  humiliating  consciousness  of  what  they  were  to  become.  •  -  *  Th*,  ensuing 
lines  are  quite  in  the  style  of  Thackeray's  '  Peg  of  Limavady ;'  yet  they  are  per- 
fectly original,  and  do  not  even  verge  upon  parody.  The  reader  will  observe  how 
completely  the  measure  chimes  with  rail-road  motion : 


Singing  through  the  forests. 

Rattling  over  ridges. 
Shooting  under  arches, 

Rumbling  over  bridges ; 
Whizzing  through  the  mountains, 

Buzzing  o'er  the  vale  — 
Bless  me  I— this  is  pleasant, 

Riding  on  a  rail  I 

Men  of  different  'stations' 

In  the  eye  of  Fame, 
Here  are  very  quickly 

Coming  to  the  §ame  ! 
High  and  lowly  people, 

Birds  of  every  feather, 
On  a  common  level 

Travelling  together. 

Gentleman  in  shorts 

Looming  very  tall ; 
Gentleman  at  large 

Talking  very  small ; 
Gentleman  in  tights 

With  a  loose-ish  mien  j 
Gentleman  in  gray 

Looking  rather  green ; 

Gentleman  quite  old 

Asking  for  the  news ; 
Gentleman  in  black 

In  a  fit  of  •  blues;' 
Gentleman  in  claret 

8ober  as  a  vicar ; 
Gentleman  in  snuff 

Dreadfully  in  liquor : 

Stranger  on  the  right 

Looking  very  sunny, 
Obviously  reading 

Something  rather  funny; 
Now  the  smiles  are  thicker : 

Wonder  what  they  mean? 
Faith  1  he  *s  got  the  Knickkb- 

bockke  Magazine ! 


Stranger  on  the  left 

Closing  up  his  peepers ; 
Now  he  snores  amain, 

Like  the  8even  Sleepers ! 
At  his  feet  a  volume 

Gives  the  explanation, 
How  the  man  grew  stupid 

From '  Association !' 

Market-woman  careful 

Of  the  precious  casket, 
Knowing '  eggs  are  eggs,' 

Tightly  holds  her  basket ; 
Feeling  that '  a  smash,' 

If  it  came,  would  sarely 
Send  her  eggs  to  pot 

Rather  prematurely! 

Ancient  maiden  lady 
Anxiously  remarks. 

That  there  must  be  peril 
'Mong  so  many  sparks : 


Roguish-looking  fellow, 
Turning  to  the  stranger, 
lys  it 's  his  opinion 
She  is  out  of  danger. 


Sai 


Woman  with  her  baby 

Sitting  vis-a-vis; 
Baby  keeps  a-squalling, 

Woman  looks  at  me ; 
Asks  about  the  distance, 

Says  it 'a  tiresome  talking, 
Noises  of  the  cars 

Aro  so  very  shocking  1 

Singing  through  the  forests, 

Rattling  over  ridges, 
Shooting  under  arches. 

Rumbling  over  bridges ; 
Whizzing  through  the  mou 

Buzzing  o'er  the  vale— 
Bless  me !  —  this  is  pleasant, 

Riding  on  a  rail !  j.  o.  e. 


We  heard  an  incident  mentioned  the  other  day,  by  a  distinguished  feUow-dtiwn, 
who  derived  it,  while  formerly  residing  in«?aris,from  the  lips  of  Taxjaybaitd  himself, 
which  we  shall  venture  to  jot  down  in  this  place.    An  eminent  French  prelate,  bo- 
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■    'V.   .:  to  visit  America  in  one  of  the  transient  vessels  at  that  time  sailing  from 
oth,  England,  having  heard  while  in  that  city  that  an  intelligent  American 
jan,  conversant  with  the  affairs  of  his  country,  had  lodgings  at  an  inn  near 
:-i,  resolved  to  seek  him  out,  and  to  ask  the  favor  of  a  letter  from  him  to  some  of 
uflroential  countrymen.    They  waited  upon  him  for  that  purpose,  and  preferred 
.  jr  request    The  American  heard  them  through,  hut  was  observed  to  manifest 
.me  perturbation  before  they  had  finished*    When  they  had  concluded,  he  said : 
Gentlemen,  I  should  be  glad  to  comply  with  your  desire ;  but  I  am  probably  the 
only  American  resident  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  whose  letter  would  not  insure 
you  courtesy  and  kindness  from  my  countrymen.'    The  French  gentlemen,  (one 
of  them  the  Bishop  of  Auton,  if  we  remember  rightly,)  too  courteous  to  ask  why 
this  should  be  the  case,  politely  withdrew  from  the  apartment     That  American  teas 
Benedict  Arnold,  the  Traitor  /  .   .   .It  teas  a  little  provoking,  certainly,  on  our  way 
to  Syracuse,  to  be  rolled  slowly  back  some  four  miles,  amidst  the  thin  '  peep'  of  tree- 
toads,  the  hoarse  '  bloonk  !  bo-loonk ."  of  big  bull-frogs,  the  smell  of  dank  marshes,  and 
the  innumerable  flashings  of  fire-flies  in  the  solemn  gloom,  just  because  the  western 
train  had  out-staid  its  time  ;  but  the  annoyance  did  not  justify  the  impolite  question 
propounded  by  an  irritated  Genevan  from  the  car-window,  to  a  publican  standing  in  the 
dim  light,  with  clean  apron,  at  the  door  of  his  '  House  of  Refreshment,'  the  fifth  and 
last  building  in  the  sad  ( village'  in  which  he  had  set  up  his  rest :  'What  d —  d  hole  ie 
this  V    Boniface,  like  Pecksniff,  was  evidently  ( not  angry ;  oh,  no  —  not  angry ; 
be  was  only  grieved ;  he  was  hurt ;'  nor  was  his  wounded  feelings  relieved,  when  his 
interrogator,  hearing  the  half-hoot  of  a  big  tree-frog,  added:  'Landlord,  is  that  a 
howl  I  'ear?    What  makes  you  stay  in  such  a  horrid  spot  V    But  it  was  the  man's 
home  that  was  thus  pleasantly  complimented.  .    .    .  The  '  London  Examiner,1  while 
it  condemns  what  is  '  darkly  mystical  and  preposterously  unintelligible'  in  the  writings 
of  Emeeson,  yet  does  full  justice  to  his  ( lively  sense  of  the  beautiful,'  his  '  liberal 
appreciation  of  the  good,'  and  his  infinite  delicacy  of  sentiment    Among  the  unfa- 
vorable passages  quoted  by  (  The  Examiner*  might  well  have  been  included  some 
of  the  natural  stanzas  of  Mr.  Emerson  ;  his  '  Good  Bye  to  the  World,*  for  exam- 
ple, of  which  the  first  two  verses  will  afford  a  specimen  : 


'Gooo-bye  to  Flattery*!  faming  face, 
To  Grandeur  with  hiiwue  grimace ; 
To  upstart  Wealth's  averted  eye, 
To  supple  Office,  low  and  high ; 
To  crowded  halls,  to  court  and  street, 
To  frozen  hearts  and  hasting  feet ; 
To  those  who  go,  and  those  who  come : 


Good-bye,  prond  world !  I'm  going  homo ! 
Thou  art  not  my  friend,  and  I'm  not  thine  j 
Long  through  thy  weary  crowds  I  roam : 
A  river-ark  on  the  ocean  brioe, 
Long  I've  been  toss'd  like  the  driven  foam, 
But  now,  proud  world  t  I  'ni  going  home : 
Good-bye, proud  world  1 1  'm  going  home  1' 


Not  a  great  while  ago,  Messrs.  William  H.  and  George  T.  Allen,  captains  of 
the  widely-known  and  popular  western  steamer  '  New-Hampshire,'  wrote  us  as  fol- 
lows from  Pittsburgh,  Pennsylvania : 

4  FaoM  a  similarity  of  taste,  dispositions  and  habits,  we  two  brothers  have  from  boyhood  always 
been  together.  Our  first  leap  from  the  'main  truck*  of  youth's  trustingness  and  hope  into  the  broad 
tide  of  human  exertion  was  hand-in-hand  together ;  and  since  that  time  we  have  been  united  in 
heart  and  purpose,  as  brothers  should  be.  Our  toiling*  have  been  rewarded  sooner  than  perhaps  we 
looked  for ;  and  though  we  are  both  young,  wo  now  own  and  command  as  pretty  a  craft  as  floats  on  the 
western  waters;  and  being  the  'first  fruits' of  our  labors,  and  our  abiding  place  for  some  time  to 
ease,  we  cherish  as  fervent  an  affection  for  our  floating  home,  and  listen  with  as  much  pleasure  to  any 
eneosniane  on  it,  as  did  ever  the  most  enthusiastic  sailor  to  those  of  bis  ship ;  and  to  have  such  praise 
srteadbd  to  the  many  readers  of  the  Knickebbockxb,  was  indeed  an  honor.  As  she  will  be  our  home  so 
long  as  she  may '  walk  the  water,'  we  have  endeavored  to  fit  her,  as  regards  comfort,  in  as  unique  a  style 
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as  possible,  particularly  our  own  rooms,  which  are  large  enough  to  receive  a  friend.  Our  U5b  is  one 
of  comparative  action  and  alternate  leisurely  ease ;  and  the  latter  intervals  we  endeavor  to  iseke  as 
pleasant  as  possible.  We  have  gathered  about  us  a  quiet,  orderly  crew ;  and  with  a  few  well-eclected 
books,  several  quiet  landscapes,  one  or  two  gems'  of  statuary,  and  some  musical  instruments;  with 
just  sufljcient  skill  in  playing  them  to  amuse  ourselves  or  a  partial  friend,  and  the  acquaintance*  we 
form  and  ripen  into  friendship,  upon  the  ( mellowing  of  occasion,'  we  make  the  time  pass  pls^a* 
santly.  We  call  no  man  master  now  ;  we  go  wherever  we  list,  or  interest  calls  us ;  and  we  hat* 
in  our  many  wanderings  as  much  latitude  as  the  sailor.  Every  winter,  alter  traversing  our  north- 
ern rivers,  on  the  approach  of  ice,  we  '  up  steam'  and  hie  us  down  to  the '  sunny  south,'  running 
in  their  silvery  streams  till  business  (and  a  certain  homeward  longing)  calls  us  to  our  stationary 
home.  Such  is  our  life.  Will  any  thing,  can  any  thing,  induce  you  to  leave  the  shadow  of  your 
quiet  sanctum,  and  share  ours  with  us  for  a  time?  We  will  'thalk  your  hat?  a  boatman's  phrase,  which 
means  more  heartiness  in  the  welcome  we  tender  you  than  any  other  set  form  of  speech  we  could 
make;  you  shall  have  either  of  our  rooms,  which  are  the  most  private  on  the  boat;  with  a  desk, 
ink,  and  '  other  means  and  appliances'  standing  invitingly  ready  for  your  use,  in  penning  the '  Gossip' 
for  future  numbers,  and  materiel  enough  in  the  scenery  you  will  pass,  the  strange  characters  you 
will  see,  and  the  quaint  stories  you  will  hear,  to  furnish  forth  many  a  dish  for  your '  Table.'  Starting 
from  the  '  City  of  the  Bridges,'  we  would  descend  the  placid  bosom  of  '  La  Belle  Rivere,'  passing 
many  a  place  renowned  in  story ;  stop  for  a  moment  at  Rapp's  Settlement,  mentioned  by  BraoH  in 
*ssY>n  Juan'  as  Blknnekh  as  sett's  most  beautiful  island;  coming  at  length  to  the  'Queen  City,'  and 
giving  you  time  to  see  your  thousand  friends  there;  proceed  to  Louisville,  where  you  can  make  a 
call  upon  Prentice  and  '  Amelia  ;'  and  still  descending,  ascend  the  Cumberland  river  to  Nashville. 
Returning  again,  descend  until  we  arrive  at  the  mouth  of  the  Ohio ;  visiting  Cairo,  or  as  much  of  it  as 
may  not  be  at  the  time  submerged  under  six  foot  of  water ;  go  up  the  mighty  Father  of  Waters  aatil 
we  arrive  at  tho  '  Mound  City  ;'  up  the  Illinois  river  to  Peoria,  or  the  Mississippi  to  Galena ;  passing 
the  •  Holy  City,'  as  we  journey  on.  Or  if  winter  'cometh  on  apace,'  we  will  descend  the  Mississippi 
until  we  can  sec  the  dome  of  the  St  Charles  looming  up  in  the  distance.  We  are  then  near  our  jour- 
ney's end,  at  the  '  Crescent  City,'  having  made  the  very  trifling  voyage  of  some  four  or  five  thousand 
mile*.    After  a  time  spent  in  New-Orleans,  seeing 

'  Tttjc  memorial*  and  things  of  fame 
Whioh  do  renown  that  city,' 

wo  will  njrain  continue  our  '  winding  way,'  and  show  you  our  river,  the  Arkansas,  leaving  you  at 
Little  Rock,  under  the  special  protection  of  your  friend  and  correspondent  Pike,  till  we  return  from 
the  Cherokee  Nation.  Say  you  will  come!  We  will '  minister  unto  you  in  all  things,'  and  in  such 
wise  as  to  make  the  journey  pleasant  to  you,  and  collaterally,  to  the  readers  of  the  'Old  Kmcc' 

We  had  reencountered  among  the  papers  in  our  current  port-folio,  and  had  just  been 
re-perusing,  this  most  cordial  letter,  when  we  took  up  a  morning  journal,  and  read 
an  account  of  the  bursting  of  the  boilers  of  this  beautiful  steamer,  some  miles  below 
Little-Rock,  and  the  total  destruction  of  the  vessel,  with  the  loss  of  many  lives ; 
among  others,  of  young  George  Allen,  second  captain,  whose  apparently  unin- 
jured body  was  found  lying,  as  if  in  a  calm  and  serene  sleep,  in  a  dense  forest,  a  hun- 
dred yards  from  the  scene  of  the  explosion.  So  natural  and  peaceful  was  his  atti- 
tude and  aspect,  that  it  was  difficult  to  conceive  him  to  be  dead.  Just  before  retiring 
to  the  sleep  that  was  to  prove  his  last,  he  had  been  singing,  with  the  accompani- 
ment of  his  guitar  and  the  flute  of  a  friend,  (Mr.  CuppLE8,the  clerk,  an  estimable  young 
man,  who  was  also  lost,)  several  plaintive  airs ;  closing  with 

*  We  parted  in  silence,  we  parted  by  night, 
On  the  bank  of  that  lovely  river :' 

which  proved,  alas  !  to  bo  but  too  prophetic.  We  record  our  sincere  condolence  with 
the  surviving  brother,  in  the  loss  he  has  sustained ;  a  loss  which  is  so  great  that  it 
cannot  but  make  him  feel  the  impotence  of  sympathy  and  consolation,  in  the  newness 
of  his  deep  bereavement.  ...  It  was  late  at  night  when  the  cars  rumbled  into  Syra- 
cuse.   Seen  at  dawn  from  the  upper  piazza  of  the '  Syracuse  House/  H  was  no  longer 
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a  village,  Bach  as '  Old  Knick.'  remembered  it,  when  passing  through  it  some  ten  years 
before.  It  had  stretched  out  its  limbs,  like  a  clump  of  creeping  juniper,  and  (  de- 
voured the  ground'  about  its  old  nucleus,  on  every  side.  Long  streets  of  well-built 
houses  ran  into  the  country  5  vast  hotels,  bearing  sounding  names  upon  their  sides, 
had  risen  like  exhalations ;  new  steeple-churches,  (mostly  in  the  Ironic  style  of  ar- 
chitecture,) were  aspiring  toward  heaven :  around  the  public  centre  there  were  the 
long  thunder  of  rail-cars,  the  rumbling  of  omnibii  and  stage-coaches,  the  blare  of 
horns  from  canal-packets,  the  ringing  of  bells,  and  the  rattling  of  gongs.  Onondaga 
Lake,  a  sheet  of  silver,  reposed  sweetly  toward  the  north-west,  reflecting  in  its 
glassy  bosom  the  villages  of  Liverpool  and  Salina,  and  their  adjacent  salt-manufac- 
tories. To  the  south  and  east  lay  the  lofty-sloping  or  gently-rounded  hills  of  Onon- 
daga, ( with  pleasant  vales  scooped  out,  and  villages  between.'  Delightful  and  ever 
to  be  treasured  up  was  the  view  of  all  this,  which  we  enjoyed  from  the  piazza  and  roof 
of  a  friend's  hospitable  mansion,  which,  surrounded  by  charming  grounds,  rises 
amidst  kindred  beautiful  villas  at  the  '  court  end'  of  the  town.  Associations  which 
had  iong  lain  dormant  were  awakened  by  a  visit  with  our  kind  entertainer  (an  old 
school-companion  in  '  days  that  were,')  to  the  stone  academy,  our  venerable  Amta 
Mater.  Sweet  yet  mournful  to  the  soul  were  the  mutual  remembrances  of  those 
who  had  come  and  gone  with  us  from  those  halls  and  '  academic  shades.'  Where 
was  'Oulapod,'  whose  very  soul  would  have  yearued  over  those  familiar  scenes? 
Sleeping  the  sleep  that  could  know  no  earthly  waking :  the  heart  that  had  felt,  the 
hand  that  had  depicted  the  same  beauties  of  liberal  nature  which  we  were  once 
more  surveying,  were  ashes  in  the  grave  !  There  stood  the  old  dilapidated  inn,  in 
whose  *  long-room'  we  first  essayed  to  trip  it  in  the  dance  ;  rejoicing  in  the  achieve- 
ment of  '  chassez'  and  '  balance z,'  under  the  instruction  of  a  saltatory  Paqanini,  now 
no  more  ;  there  ran  the  stream  in  which  we  had  so  often  bathed ;  afar  off  rose  the 
smokes  from  the  Indian  wigwams  of  the  '  Reservation,'  as  they  rose  in  days  long 
past    And  there *        — 

'  Cob'mk  all  my  nab'rin  peepil  wa&te, 
Whid'le  I  a  d'n-dreadful  sced'ne  relate, 
Of  wod'n  bright  youth  as  e'er  you  see. 
Was  kidTd  id'n  Hartford  by  a  tree, 

Id'n  Hartford  by  a  tree  !' 

Now  when  we  heard  this  affecting  stanza  suddenly  sung,  during  a  slight  pause  in 

the  conversation,  etc.,  of  a  pleasant  evening-party  at  B ,  (and  pleasant  was 

every  thing  we  encountered  there,)  we  pricked  up  our  ears  for  the '  full  and  particular 

account'  of  the  '  dreadful  sced'ne,'  so  pathetically  alluded  to.    S ,  with  befitting 

nasal  twang,  and '  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out,'  went  on : 


'Od'ne  Isaac  Abbott  was  his  nab'me, 
Who  late-ly  id'nto  Hartford  came ; 
Residin'  with  his  brother  Jab'mks, 
Od'ne  day  at  nood'n  went,  as  it  seems, 
At  nood'n  went,  as  it  seems. 

'  To  cut  sob'me  timber  for  a  sled ; 
The  snow  bein'  deep,  he  had  to  wade 
Near  forty  rods  to  ad'n  ash-tree  ; 
The  top  was  dry,  as  you  shall  see  — 
Was  dry,  an^ou  shall  see. 

'  He  cut  it  off  all  frob'm  the  stub'mp, 
The  top  bein'  dry,  threw  back  a  chunk, 
Which  flew  ad'nd  hit-lim  on  his  head, 
Ad'nd  crush'd  hib'm,  yet  he  was  not  dead  — 
Hib'm,  yet  he  waa  not  dead. 


'  There  the  poor  suf  'rer  sed'nseless  lay 
Ad'l  the  remaid'nder  of  that  day, 
'Till  Mr.  Jab'mks  ad'nd  his  sod'n, 
Alarb'm'd,  set  out  upon  a  rud'n, 
Set  out  upon  a  rud'n. 

•They  sood'n  behed'ld  him  with  surprise, 
Ad'nd  gaz'd  od'u  hib'm  with  steadfa»t  eyes; 
They  took  hib'm  up  ad'nd  bore  hib'm  hob'me, 
Put  hib'm  to  bod  id'n  a  warb'm  roob'm, 
To  bed  id'n  a  warb'm  roob'm. 

'  His  fried'nds  ad'nd  na'bers  gather'd  round, 
The  sermon  preached  by  Ed'lder  Brown  ; 
His  corpse  with  care  were  bord'ue  away, 
To  mingle  with  its  native  clay, 

'Gie  with  its  native  day !' 
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bed.  But  through  the  aid  of  a  skilful  French  surgeon,  he  recovered  partially,  after 
a  long  illness.  It  was  now  thought  best  for  him  to  return  to  Ireland  ;  but  he  had 
set  his  face  toward  the  south,  and  he  said  he  wished  to  see  Rome ;  and  if  he  must 
die  away  from  home,  to  die  in  the  capital  of  Christendom,  where  the  great  and  good 
Pros  IX.  had  renewed  the  mild  pure  sway  of  the  early  successors  of  the  Apostle*. 
He  came  on  to  Marseilles,  and  embarked  on  a  steamer  for  Genoa.  His  son  thought 
him  again  too  feeble  to  risk  the  fatigues  of  the  voyage ;  but  O'Conkell  hoped  at 
least  to  be  able  to  see  the  dome  of  St.  Peter,  and  he  would  go  on.  There  is  i 
thing  touching  and  almost  sublime  in  this  same  desire,  which  so  many  great  : 
have  expressed  when  they  felt  themselves  dying.  In  those  last  days  of  life,  whom 
every  thing  else  external  grows  dim,  how  often  has  the  wish  arisen  to  die  in  sight  of 
that  gorgeous  temple,  which  fancy  brought  so  near  to  the  soul !  With  O'Connexl, 
who  felt  that  life  was  coming  to  a  hurried  close,  it  was  a  natural  feeling.  He  knew 
that  he  could  not  live  to  reach  Ireland  again  ;  and  when  the  scenes  of  this  life  began 
to  fade  from  his  vision,  his  heart  turned  toward  the  Eternal  City,  which,  to  the  true 
Catholic  O'Connell  was,  after  the  Hill  of  Calvary,  the  most  holy  spot  on  earth. 

(  He  was  rapidly  failing  when  the  steamer  arrived  at  Genoa.  It  was  necessary 
for  him  to  get  repose,  and  he  was  taken  to  the  Hotel  Feder,  which  standi  near  the 
water.  It  was  known  that  he  was  coming,  and  an  immense  crowd  gathered  to  wel- 
come him  with  acclamations.  But  when  they  caught  a  sight  of  his  pale  cheek,  at 
he  was  borne  along  in  the  arms  of  his  attendants,  the  crowd  received  bim  in  respectful 
silence,  and  every  head  was  uncovered.  He  passed  a  comfortable  night  at  the  hotel  i 
the  vessel  waited  to  take  him  on  to  Rome,  and  it  was  his  intention  to  go.  I  had  had 
the  fortune  to  know  O'Connell  many  years  before  ;  I  had  been  honored  by  His  hosni- 
tality  and  kindness,  and  I  ventured  to  call  at  his  hotel,  but  with  little  expectation  of 
seeing  him.  I  sent  up  my  card  and  inquired  after  his  health.  He  sent  back  a  mes- 
sage that  he  would  be  glad  to  see  me  in  a  few  moments.  He  entered  the  room  into 
which  I  had  been  shown,  dressed  for  going  on  board  the  steamer.  He  was  leaning 
infirmly  on  the  top  of  a  large  cane :  his  step  was  feeble,  and  his  form 
away.  Familiar  as  his  countenance  had  once  been  to  me,  I  could  recognne  i 
but  the  eye  of  the  man  I  had  seen  before.  But  he  still  stood  erect  He  extended  to 
me  bis  emaciated  hand  for  a  moment,  and  said  a  few  kind  words.  I  left  the  room 
with  a  sad  feeling,  which  I  can  hardly  describe.  I  saw  the  lines  of  death  dearly 
written  on  his  face.  It  was  evident  that  his  body  was  dead ;  but  his  indomitable 
spirit  still  held  a  feeble  sway  over  the  lifeless  form  it  had  ruled  so  long.  As  I  joined 
the  friend  I  had  left  in  the  hall  below,"  I  told  him, '  O'Connell  never  will  see  Heme.' 
In  an  hour  or  two  he  began  to  fail  rapidly  ;  but  every  thing  was  prepared  lor  going 
on :  the  steamer  was  waiting;  it  was  still  hoped  he  would  revive.  But  he  bad  ral- 
lied for  the  last  time.  For  more  than  seventy  years  his  heroic  spirit  had  never  yielded) 
but  the  time  had  at  last  come  for  body  and  spirit  to  give  way.  He  laid  himself  down 
on  his  bed,  saying : 

' (  Well,  it  is  God's  will  I  shall  never  see  Rome  !  I  thought  I  should  live  to  get 
there.   I  am  disappointed ;  but  I  feel  ready  to  die.    It  is  all  right.' 

'  At  ten  o'clock  that  night  the  steamer  which  had  hoped  for  the  honor  of  oar- 
rying  the  great  Irishman  to  Rome,  was  told  he  could  not  go,  and  she  went  on  her 
way.  In  a  day  or  two  it  became  certain  that  his  life  was  drawing  rapidly  to  an  esid. 
He  seemed  (so  his  physician  told  me)  to  have  suffered  from  no  particular  form  of  dfcv 
ease :  it  was  a  gradual  sinking  —  a  slow  giving  away  of  strength.    " *~  ^ 
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■offered  very  little  pain ;  while  his  consciousness,  and  even  the  brilliancy  of  his  intellect, 
continued  undimmed  to  the  very  last  moment.  He  conversed  with  perfect  calmness 
about  all  the  members  of  his  absent  family ;  his  children,  his  grand-children,  and 
his  friends ;  about  suffering  Ireland,  and  the  life  to  come.  He  not  only  expressed  his 
fullest  conviction  of  the  truth  of  the  Christian  religion,  but  conversed  with  luminous 
and  cheerful  serenity  of  the  principles  of  Christianity,  and  often  repeated,  in  a  variety 
of  forms,  his  unshaken -confidence  of  salvation  through  the  merits  of  Christ.  He 
was  deeply  affected  in  thinking  and  speaking  of  the  call  of  the  Pontiff*  on  all  the 
Catholics  of  the  Christian  world  to  present  their  prayers  and  offerings  up  for  Ireland 
during  this  period  of  her  calamity  ;  and  the  fact  that  this  noble  call  had  gone  forth 
from  Pius  IX.,  was  one  of  the  reasons  why  he  had  felt  so  earnest  a  desire  to  die  in 
Rome. 

•  He  was  constantly  attended  by  his  two  physicians,  the  vicar  of  the  church  of 
the  pariah,  and  his  own  bishop.  No  office  that  medical  skill  could  suggest,  nor  conso- 
lation that  religion  could  lend,  was  wanting  to  the  dying  man.  He  lingered  till  the 
night  of  the  fifteenth,  when  he  seemed  to  be  rapidly  sinking.  The  last  offices  of  the 
Church  were  then  administered.  While  the  prayers  were  being  read,  he  clearly  ut- 
tered the  responses ;  and  as  these  solemn  rites  ended,  he  closed  his  eyes  serenely 
with  a  half  smile.  Those  who  stood  by  his  bod,  and  were  gazing  on  his  countenance, 
did  not  know  that  he  was  dead  till  the  surgeon  announced  it.  And  just  at  that  mo- 
ment} from  more  than  an  hundred  thousand  domes  and  spires,  were  ringing  the  solemn 
chimes  in  answer  to  the  summons  of  Pius  IX.,  and  from  unnumbered  altars  was 
going  up  to  Heaven  a  vast  cloud  of  incense  for  the  afflicted  and  stricken  country  of 
that  hemic  spirit  which  was  passing  away. 

*  His  body  was  at  once  embalmed,  and  laid  in  the  magnificent  church  Delle  Vigne, 
where  preparations  were  made  for  celebrating  his  last  funeral  obsequies.  The  invi- 
tations issued  were  limited  to  foreign  consuls,  for  whom  seats  were  prepared  in  an 
area  around  the  coffin.  The  British  Consul  had  refused  to  offer  his  services  on  this 
occasion,  or  even  his  attentions  to  O'Connell,  while  he  was  dying  in  a  strange  land ; 
although  such  proffers  came  in  from  several  royal  princes  and  men  of  the  greatest 
distinction  then  in  Genoa.  It  was  consequently  my  good  fortune  to  occupy  the  post 
he  was  expected  to  do,  and  I  was  proud  of  the  honor  of  showing,  as  far  as  this  act 
oonld  do,  the  respect  of  ray  nation  for  the  illustrious  man.  All  Europe,  however, 
(except  England,)  and  indeed  I  may  say,  the  world,  was  represented  at  that  funeral, 
for  I  believe  every  other  foreign  consul  was  there.  The  coffin  was  raised  on  a  plat- 
form fifteen  feet  high,  thirty  feet  in  front  of  the  main  altar.  It  was  covered  with  a 
vast  pall  of  black  velvet,  to  which  was  attached  a  large  cross  of  crimson,  embroi- 
dered in  gold.  Around  this  pile  were  gleaming  forty  massive  wax  tapers.  Forty  other 
tapers  were  burning  on  the  main  altar,  and  the  twelve  altars  of  the  twelve  chapels 
of  the  church  were  also  illuminated.  The  church  was  dressed  in  mourning,  and  the 
seats  of  the  altar  around  the  coffin  were  spread  with  velvet  and  damask,  embroi- 
dered in  fine  gold.  The  vast  edifice  was  crowded  by  a  silent  and  solemn  multitude. 
The  bell  struck  the  meridian,  (the  twentieth  of  May,)  and  the  obsequies  began  with 
the  introduction,  on  the  organ,  of  that  sublime  service  with  which  the  imposing  cere- 
monies of  the  Catholic  Church  dismiss  the  souls  of  believers  to  the  eternal  world. 
The  altar  was  surrounded  with  a  numerous  company  of  priests  and  prelates,  adorned 

.  in  their  richest  robes.    Forty  singers,  attached  to  the  church,  were  also  ranged  round 
the  altar,  and  behind  it  Mood  some  of  the  best  vocal  and  instrumental  musicians  in 
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Italy.  The  soft  deep  notes  of  the  organ  rolled  down  the  pillar' d  aisles,  and  broke 
in  solemn  reverberations  among  the  lofty  frescoed  arches,  touched  by  the  hands  of 
a  master.  As  the  different  parts  came  in,  the  bass,  the  tenor  and  the  soprano,  the 
effect  was  electrical ;  but  when  at  last  the  chorus  commenced,  with  every  voice  in 
that  great  company  of  singers,  and  the  heavy  bass  of  the  organ  blended  the  sounds 
together,  even  the  congregation,  accustomed  as  they  were  to  such  scenes,  swelled  the 
familiar  strains  ;  and  it  hardly  required  the  aid  of  fancy  to  imagine  that  the  death 
anthem  must  have  awoke  the  soul  of  the  mighty  sleeper. 

1  The  service  lasted  about  an  hour.  No  eulogium  was  pronounced  on  the  Great 
Liberator,  and  none  was  needed.  For  half  a  century  he  had  himself  been  uttering 
words  of  fire.  He  had  mingled  in  the  strife  of  all  the  elements  of  a  nation's  life  and 
progress ;  he  had  been  the  soul  of  all  her  struggles  for  freedom ;  above  all,  of  her 
struggles  for  the  holy  rights  of  conscience.  And  now,  when  the  champion  of  '  free* 
dom  to  worship  Goo'  had  finished  his  labors,  he  was  borne  to  one  of  the  most  gor- 
geous temples  of  the  church  he  had  battled  for,  in  the  land  where  her  proudest 
trophies  are  gathered,  to  receive  all  the  magnificence  of  her  divine  honors.  He  had 
during  a  long  life  warred  for  that  church,  in  a  distant  island  ;  for  a  suffering  and  a 
poor  people,  against  haughty  and  oppressive  foes  and  prelates,  who  scorned  his  faith 
and  derided  his  religion ;  undismayed  by  numbers,  unintimidated  by  power,  with  hie 
heart  beating  for  liberty  and  his  country,  and  his  eye  turned  toward  the  dim,  distant 
dome  of  St.  Peter.  Does  it  seem  strange,  then,  that  while  the  sleeper  lay  there  a 
the  midst  of  this  scene  of  triumph,  and  the  glorious  strains  of  his  death-anthem,  sang 
by  the  prelates  of  that  mighty  Rome  who  had  watched  his  heroic  struggles  from  her 
golden  sea,  were  rolling  through  the  arches  above  him,  that  this  triumphant  pemn 
should  have  stirred  the  dust  of  the  sleeper  ?  Could  O'Coxnell  himself  have  oast 
his  eye  down  into  futurity,  from  the  other  end  of  the  vista  of  life,  would  even  M§ 
ambition  have  demanded  a  prouder  triumph  ? 

'  Such  were  the  honors  offered  to  the  dust  of  O'Connell  ;  such  the  tribute  which 
a  distant  but  generous  nation  rendered  to  greatness  and  to  truth.  The  vast  crowd 
which  had  choked  the  piazza  before  the  church,  and  every  avenue  leading  to  it, 
slowly  disponed.  For  many  hours  they  stood  gazing  silently  and  solemnly  upon  the 
gorgeous  pile  which  contained  his  coffin.  As  the  shadows  of  evening  gathered  around 
the  city,  and  wrapped  the  temple  in  darkness  and  silence,  save  that  far  up  the  aisle 
the  great  lamp  that  is  forever  kept  burning  before  the  image  of  the  Virgin  sent  its 
tiny  star-light  through  the  gloom,  a  company  of  priests  Jx>re  the  coffin  into  a  private 
chapel ;  and  there  the  great  Agitator  rests  quietly  after  his  labors.  On  the  return 
of  his  son  from  Rome,  he  will  proceed  by  sea  to  England  with  the  ashes  of  his  father, 
and  commit  them  to  the  keeping  of  his  expecting,  weoping  and  grateful  countrymen.' 

'  Men,'  adds  our  correspondent, '  will  differ  widely  in  regard  to  the  character  and 
virtues  of  O'Connell  ;  but  little  is  hazarded  in  saying,  that  there  has  been  no  man 
in  Europe,  since  the  time  of  Napoleon,  who  has  held  so  direct  and  mighty  a  sway 
over  the  minds  of  so  many  men.'  This  may  be,  and  doubtless  is,  true ;  bat  is  it  not 
also  true,  that  having  accomplished  the  great  measure  of  Catholic  Emancipation, 
Mr.  O'Connell's  public  efforts,  so  far  as  any  thing  specific  or  tangible  may  be  pre* 
cheated  of  them,  ceased  altogether  to  be  effective  ?  The  good  he  was  to  achieve  for 
Ireland  seemed  farther  to  recede  as  bis  promises  were  renewed  and  strengthened; 
and  all  his  '  monster-meetings,'  which  shook  Ireland  and  England  to  their  centres, 
were  bat  sound  and  fury,  signifying  and  resulting  in— noising*. 
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« Puffer  Hopkins'  and  International  Copt-right. — We  are  obliged  to *  The  Age ' 
weekly  journal  for  its  capital  exposition  of  the  literary  merits  and  responsibility  of 
the  author  of  '  Puffer  Hopkins'  and  other  '  writings,' '  various'  in  kind  but  one  in 
quality,  which  have  been  printed,  though  scarcely  published,  by  sundry  once-entrap- 
ped book-sellers  hereabout ;  and  especially  for  its  correction  of  an  insinuated  falsehood 
in  a  letter  from  '  Puffer'  to  '  Douglas  Jerr old's  Newspaper*  touching  the  course  of 
this  Magazine  in  relation  to  the  international  copy-right  question  ;  a  letter  in  which 
*  Hopkins'  informs  the  acute  editor,  upon  whom  he  has  stolen  a  march,  that  '  he 
almost  succeeded  in  getting  an  international  copy -right  law  tacked  on  to  the  Oregon 
treaty ;  that  he  has  corresponded  with  Mr.  Buchanan  upon  the  subject ;  and  in  short, 
almost  promises  that  he,  the  identical '  Hopkins,'  will  yet  get  the  matter  arranged 
satisfactorily.  The  unsophisticated  readers  of  Jkrrold'b  paper  will  take  him  for  a 
senator  of  the  United  States  at  least,  perhaps  Mr.  Webster  in  disguise  !'  '  The  Age* 
certainly  does  this  Magazine  no  more  than  justice,  and  adds  nothing  but  the  truth, 
when  it  says :  *  It  is  needless  to  inform  people  in  this  country  that  the  cause  of  inter- 
national copy-right  has  never  had  a  more  consistent  friend  than  the  Knickerbocker  ; 
but  it  may  be  as  well  to  tell  Douglas  Jerrold,  that  the  '  innumerable  slanders  all 
over  the  United  States  against  Hopkins,'  of  which  he  complains,  are  either  sneers 
at  his  pretentious  imbecility  in  literary  matters,  or  reviews  of  the  drivelling  mimicry 
which  *he  calls  *  original  writing.'  A  man  who  can  excite  neither  envy  nor  admira- 
tion is  pretty  secure  against  slander.'  The  Knickerbocker  was  the  very  earliest 
advocate  of  copy-right  in  the  United  States :  it  has  enlisted  in  its  support  some  of  the 
moat  eminent  statesmen  in  the  Republic ;  and,  to  say  nothing  of  its  Editor's  efforts, 
those  who  have  written  upon  the  subject  in  its  pages,  have  been  men  whose  reputa- 
tion and  talents  entitled  them  to  public  respect ;  such  writers  as  Washington  Irving, 
Sanderson,  author  of  '  The  American  in  Paris,'  Hon.  James  K.  Paulding,  the  late 
Willis  Gaysokd  Clark,  Hon.  R.  H.  Wilde,  and  other  gentlemen  of  kindred  ability. 
All  this  it  is  quite  unnecessary  to  mention  to  any  general  reader  in  America ;  while 
the  fact  has  recently  been  made  sufficiently  apparent,  as  we  understand,  from  a  source 
authentic  alike  at  home  and  abroad,  in  the  proper  quarter  on  the  other  side  of  the 
water.  The  advocacy  by  «  Puffer  Hopkins'  of  an  international  copy-right  law,  on 
the  ground  that  it  was  a  necessary  measure  to  protect  such  '  various  writings'  as  his 
own — writings  which,  when  printed,  inevitably  drop  dead-born  from  the  press,  and 
from  the  promised  publication  of  some  of  which,  American  publishers  have  found  it 
quite  impossible  to  buy  themselves  off,  even  by  the  proffered  payment  of  much  cash 
in  hand  to  the  •  author*  —  such  advocacy,  we  say,  has  been  instrumental  in  producing 
a  temporary  indifference  to  the  subject,  on  the  part  of  several  of  the  earliest  and 
most  influential  friends  of  the  international  copy-sight  measure ;  yet  in  despite  of  this, 
we  predict  that  the  period  will  soon  arrive,  when  an  international  copy-right  law  will 
secure  to  the  writers,  in  both  countries,  of  '  books  which  are  books,'  a  remuneration 
commensurate  with  their  deserts  and  the  demand  for  their  literary  labors.  But  this 
event  cannot  help  such  writers  as  Mr.  Mathews.  '  Publishers  and  editors  on  this 
side  the  Atlantic,'  it  is  well  remarked  by '  The  Age,' l  have  been  taught  by  bitter  ex- 
perience to  eschew  all  connection  with  the  fatal  Puffer.'  The  faithful  portrait 
which  ensues,  of  that  dreadful  humbug,  (the  word  is  not  delicate,  but  that  it  is  most 
appropriate,  •  nobody  can  deny,')  is  drawn  by  one  who  is  as  well  acquainted  with  Jer- 
mu>  mi  he  certainly  is  with  the  literary  merits  and  standing  of  '  Puffer  Hopkins:* 
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Italy.  The  soft  deep  notes  of  the  organ  rolled  down  the  pillar'd  aisles,  and  broke 
in  solemn  reverberations  among  the  lofty  frescoed  arches,  touched  by  the  hands  of 
a  master.  As  the  different  parts  came  in,  the  bass,  the  tenor  and  the  soprano,  the 
effect  was  electrical ;  but  when  at  last  the  chorus  commenced,  with  every  voice  in 
that  great  company  of  singers,  and  the  heavy  bass  of  the  organ  blended  the  sounds 
together,  even  the  congregation,  accustomed  as  they  were  to  such  scenes,  swelled  the 
familiar  strains  ;  and  it  hardly  required  the  aid  of  fancy  to  imagine  that  the  death 
anthem  must  have  awoke  the  soul  of  the  mighty  sleeper. 

1  The  service  lasted  about  an  hour.  No  eulogium  was  pronounced  on  the  Great 
Liberator,  and  none  was  needed.  For  half  a  century  he  had  himself  been  uttering 
words  of  fire.  He  had  mingled  in  the  strife  of  all  the  elements  of  a  nation's  life  and 
progress ;  he  had  been  the  soul  of  all  her  struggles  for  freedom;  above  all,  of  her 
struggles  for  the  holy  rights  of  conscience.  And  now,  when  the  champion  of  '  free- 
dom to  worship  Goo'  had  finished  his  labors,  he  was  borne  to  one  of  the  most  gor- 
geous temples  of  the  church  he  had  battled  for,  in  the  land  where  her  proudest 
trophies  are  gathered,  to  receive  all  the  magnificence  of  her  divine  honors.  He  had 
during  a  long  life  warred  for  that  church,  in  a  distant  island  ;  for  a  suffering  and  a 
poor  people,  against  haughty  and  oppressive  foes  and  prelates,  who  scorned  his  faith 
and  derided  his  religion ;  undismayed  by  numbers,  unintimidated  by  power,  with  hie 
heart  beating  for  liberty  and  his  country,  and  his  eye  turned  toward  the  dim,  distant 
dome  of  St.  Peter.  Does  it  seem  strange,  then,  that  while  the  sleeper  lay  there  hi 
the  midst  of  this  scene  of  triumph,  and  the  glorious  strains  of  his  death-anthem,  song 
by  the  prelates  of  that  mighty  Rome  who  had  watched  his  heroic  struggles  from  her 
golden  sea,  were  rolling  through  the  arches  above  him,  that  this  triumphant  ptsaa 
should  have  stirred  the  dust  of  the  sleeper  ?  Could  O'Connell  himself  have  oast 
his  eye  down  into  futurity,  from  the  other  end  of  the  vista  of  life,  would  even  M§ 
ambition  have  demanded  a  prouder  triumph  ? 

'  Such  were  the  honors  offered  to  the  dust  of  O'Connell  ;  such  the  tribute  which 
a  distant  but  generous  nation  rendered  to  greatness  and  to  truth.  The  vast  crowd 
which  had  choked  the  piazza  before  the  church,  and  every  avenue  leading  to  it, 
slowly  disponed.  For  many  hours  they  stood  gazing  silently  and  solemnly  upon  the 
gorgeous  pile  which  contained  his  coffin.  As  the  shadows  of  evening  gathered  around 
the  city,  and  wrapped  the  temple  in  darkness  and  silence,  save  that  far  up  the  aisle 
the  great  lamp  that  is  forever  kept  burning  before  the  image  of  the  Virgin  sent  its 
tiny  star-light  through  the  gloom,  a  company  of  priests  bore  the  coffin  into  a  private 
chapel ;  and  there  the  great  Agitator  rests  quietly  after  his  labors.  On  the  return 
of  his  son  from  Rome,  he  will  proceed  by  sea  to  England  with  the  ashes  of  his  father, 
and  commit  them  to  the  keeping  of  his  expecting,  weeping  and  grateful  countrymen.' 

'  Men,'  adds  our  correspondent, '  will  differ  widely  in  regard  to  the  character  and 
virtues  of  O'Connell  ;  but  little  is  hazarded  in  saying,  that  there  has  been  no  man 
in  Europe,  since  the  time  of  Napoleon,  who  has  held  so  direct  and  mighty  a  sway 
over  the  minds  of  so  many  men.'  This  may  be,  and  doubtless  is,  true ;  but  is  it  not 
also  true,  that  having  accomplished  the  great  measure  of  Catholic  Emancipation, 
Mr.  O'Connell' b  public  efforts,  so  far  as  any  thing  specific  or  tangible  may  be  pre* 
dicated  of  them,  ceased  altogether  to  be  effective  ?  The  good  he  was  to  achieve  for 
Ireland  seemed  farther  to  recede  as  his  promises  were  renewed  and  strengthened; 
and  all  his  <  monster-meetings,'  which  shook  Ireland  and  England  to  their  centres, 
were  but  sound  and  fury,  signifying  and  resulting  in — nothing. 
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'  Puffer  Hopkins*  and  International  Copt-right. — We  are  obliged  to  *  The  Age ' 
weekly  journal  for  its  capital  exposition  of  the  literary  merits  and  responsibility  of 
the  author  of  '  Puffer  Hopkins'  and  other  *  writings,' '  various'  in  kind  but  one  in 
quality,  which  have  been  printed,  though  scarcely  published,  by  sundry  once-entrap- 
ped book-sellers  hereabout ;  and  especially  fpr  its  correction  of  an  insinuated  falsehood 
in  a  letter  from  '  Puffer'  to  *  Douglas  Jerr old's  Newspaper,*  touching  the  course  of 
this  Magazine  in  relation  to  the  international  copy-right  question  ;  a  letter  in  which 
'  Hopkins'  informs  the  acute  editor,  upon  whom  he  has  stolen  a  march,  that  *  he 
almost  succeeded  in  getting  an  international  copy-right  law  tacked  on  to  the  Oregon 
treaty ;  that  he  has  corresponded  with  Mr.  Buchanan  upon  the  subject ;  and  in  short, 
almost  promises  that  he,  the  identical '  Hopkins,'  will  yet  get  the  matter  arranged 
satisfactorily.  The  unsophisticated  readers  of  Jsrrold's  paper  will  take  him  for  a 
senator  of  the  United  States  at  least,  perhaps  Mr.  Webster  in  disguise  !'  *  The  Age9 
certainly  does  this  Magazine  no  more  than  justice,  and  adds  nothing  but  the  truth, 
when  it  says :  *  It  is  needless  to  inform  people  in  this  country  that  the  cause  of  inter- 
national copy -right  has  never  had  a  more  consistent  friend  than  the  Knickerbocker  ; 
but  it  may  be  as  well  to  tell  Douglas  Jerrold,  that  the  '  innumerable  slanders  all 
over  the  United  States  against  Hopkins,'  of  which  he  complains,  are  either  sneers 
at  his  pretentious  imbecility  in  literary  matters,  or  reviews  of  the  drivelling  mimicry 
which -he  calls  '  original  writing.'  A  man  who  can  excite  neither  envy  nor  admira- 
tion is  pretty  secure  against  slander.'  The  Knickerbocker  was  the  very  earliest 
advocate  of  copy-right  in  the  United  States :  it  has  enlisted  in  its  support  some  of  the 
most  eminent  statesmen  in  the  Republic ;  and,  to  say  nothing  of  its  Editor's  efforts, 
those  who  have  written  upon  the  subject  in  its  pages,  have  been  men  whose  reputa- 
tion and  talents  entitled  them  to  public  respect ;  such  writers  as  Washington  Irving, 
Sanderson,  author  of  '  The  American  in  Paris,'  Hon.  James  K.  Paulding,  the  late 
Willis  Gayeord  Clark,  Hon.  R.  H.  Wilde,  and  other  gentlemen  of  kindred  ability. 
All  this  it  is  quite  unnecessary  to  mention  to  any  general  reader  in  America ;  while 
the  fact  has  recently  been  made  sufficiently  apparent,  as  we  understand,  from  a  source 
authentic  alike  at  home  and  abroad,  in  the  proper  quarter  on  the  other  side  of  the 
water.  The  advocacy  by  *  Puffer  Hopkins'  of  an  international  copy-right  law,  on 
the  ground  that  it  was  a  necessary  measure  to  protect  such  '  various  writings'  as  his 
own — writings  which,  when  printed,  inevitably  drop  dead-born  from  the  press,  and 
from  the  promised  publication  of  some  of  which,  American  publishers  have  found  it 
quite  impossible  to  buy  themselves  off,  even  by  the  proffered  payment  of  much  cash 
in  hand  to  the  •  author*  —  such  advocacy,  we  say,  has  been  instrumental  in  producing 
n  temporary  indifference  to  the  subject,  on  the  part  of  several  of  the  earliest  and 
most  influential  friends  of  the  international  copy-s%ht  measure ;  yet  in  despite  of  this, 
we  predict  that  the  period  will  soon  arrive,  when  an  international  copy -right  law  will 
secure  to  the  writers,  in  both  countries,  of  '  books  which  are  books,'  a  remuneration 
commensurate  with  their  deserts  and  the  demand  for  their  literary  labors.  But  this 
event  cannot  help  such  writers  as  Mr.  Mathews.  *  Publishers  and  editors  on  this 
tide  the  Atlantic,'  it  is  well  remarked  by (  The  Age,9 '  have  been  taught  by  bitter  ex- 
perience to  eschew  all  connection  with  the  fatal  Puffer.'  The  faithful  portrait 
which  ensues,  of  that  dreadful  humbug,  (the  word  is  not  delicate,  but  that  it  is  most 
appropriate, '  nobody  can  deny,')  is  drawn  by  one  who  is  as  well  acquainted  with  Jer- 
iold  ••  he  certainly  is  with  the  literary  merits  and  standing  of  '  Purm  HoKnu:9 
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'  Ambition  may  be,  as  the  poet  says,  '  tbo  lust  infirmity  of  noble  mind*/  but  it  is  alao  frequently 
the  fir$t  and  everlasting  infirmity  of  imbecility.  What  ridiculous  desires  does  ambition  create  in 
feeble  minds!  We  know  a  man  who  aspires  to  become  famous  for  wearing  fashionable  boots;  we 
know  another,  who  seeks  to  gain  renown  by  slovenliness;  one  who  aspires  to  celebrity  by  surpass- 
ing  his  fellows  in  the  gout ;  one  or  two  who  fritter  away  the  energies  of  thoir  immortal  souta  in  cul- 
tivating whiskers ;  and  one,  (only  one,)  who  courts  notoriety  by  committing  absurdities,  has  an  in- 
sane passion  for  being  lampooned,  and  apparently  tongs  for  a  martyrdom  of  squibs  and  sneers.  If 
we  regard  the  author  of  '  Puffer  Hopkins'  as  the  victim  of  some  'jack-o'-lantern'  destiny,  that  con- 
tinually misleads  bim,  we  shall  feel  more  pity  for  his  cruel  and  ridiculous  doom  than  disgust  at  his 
inevitable  follies.  What  but  the  stern  compulsion  of  a  relentless  fate  could  prompt  this  gentleman^ 
insane  perseverenco  in  aspiring  to  be  recognized  as  a  literary  man,  for  instance f — or  urge  bint  to 
tax  his  sapless  mind  with  the  arduous  duties  of  wet-nurse  to  that  sturdy  bantling,  the  National  Lite- 
rature ?  True, '  Hopkins/  inspired  by  the  demon  of  small  envy,  who  teaches  him  to  ceil  petulant 
feebleness  *  patriotism,'  and  dignify  his  weak  spleen  as  '  nationality,'  has  enriched  the  national  lite- 
rature with  some  slobbery  imitations  of  Dickens  ;  he  also  wrote  an  address  to  Congress,  an  unique 
specimen  of  the  squalid  in  composition,  in  which  gaping  vanity  is  masked  as  quaintness,  tiM  it  ex- 
cited the  scorn  of  the  nation,  and  has  made  the  name  of  its  author  a  by-word  for  ridicule.*  We  be- 
lieve, too,  that  ho  has  dabbled  in  every  thing,  from  a  farce  to  an  epic,  desperately  seeking  fend 
always  receiving)  critical  damnation,  iu  all  its  varieties.  But  all  has  not  made  him  acknowledged 
as  a  literary  man;  on  the  contrary,  he  is  the  dread  of  publishers,  the  horror  of  editors,  and  the  ta- 
booed of  all  good  fellows.  Neither  is  he,  a*  we  have  heard  him  called, '  a  man  of  one  idee;'  he  has 
not  one  idea;  he  is  the  victim  of  a  petty  delusion,  the  slavo  of  a  querulous  antipathy.' 

Since  the  foregoing1  was  placed  in  type,  the  '  New-York  Evening  Mirror3  daily 
journal  publishes  the  letter  above  alluded  to,  and  adds : 

4  This  letter  was  not  written  by  any  literary  man  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  who  has  any  charac- 
ter to  lose ;  for  surely  no  person  would  be  guilty  of  making  such  gross  mis-statements  who  put  any 
valuo  whatever  upon  his  reputation  as  a  writer  or  a  man  of  honor.  The  letter  is  a  tissue  of  false- 
hoods. We  will  let  all  the  rigmarole  pass  about  Mr.  Buchanan  and  the  Oregon  treaty,  merely  men- 
tioning that  the  sole  power  to  pu*s  an  international  copy-right  law  rests  with  the  Congress  and  the 
President  of  the  United  States,  and  that  .Mr.  Polk  and  Mr.  Buchanan  could  no  more  *  adjust'  the 


matter  by  negotiation  thau  they  could  make  a  tariff  to  suit  themselves.  There  is  hardly  a  literary 
man  in  the  Union,  nor  a  respectable  periodical,  that  has  not  advocated  an  international  copy-right 
law ;  aud  for  the  writer  of  this  letter  to  attempt  to  represent  himself  as  a  persecuted  individual  on 


account  of  his  advocacy  of  the  cause,  is  the  most  monstrous  absurdity  that  could  be  conceived.  But 
the  whole  motives  of  the  letter  leaks  out  at  last  in  the  ridiculous  accusation  made  against  the  editor 
of  the  Knickerbocker  Magazine.  Now  it  is  proper  that  Douglas  Jerrold  should  be  told  he  hat 
been  made  a  cat's-paw  by  his  New-York  correspondent,  who  has  used  him  to  scratch  the  face  of  an 
innocent  party.  The  simple  truth  is,  that  the  Knickerbocker  has  been  the  most  indefatigable  and 
consistent  advocate  of  international  copy-right  iu  the  couutry.  The  Editor  of  that  Magazine  was 
among  the  first,  if  not  the  very  first,  who  brought  the  subject  distinctly  before  the  public ;  and  during 
the  past  ten  years  he  has,  with  entire  singleness  of  purpose,  advocated  the  measure  in  his  own  way, 
on  the  sole  and  lofty  ground  of  justice  to  the  foreign  author.  He  has  never  published  a  paragraph 
against  the  measure,  nor  against  any  of  its  friends ;  but  on  the  contrary,  has  opened  tis  pages  to  tee 
admission  of  articles  in  favor  of  the  measure,  from  all  quarters,  and  has  beeu  assisted  in  the  noble 
work  of  enlightening  the  public  mind  on  the  question  by  some  of  the  ablest  writers  in  the  country. 
We  cannot  answer  for  the  Knickerbocker  as  to  tbo  charge  of  its  circulating  slanders  against  the 
writer  of  the  letter,  because  we  know  not  who  he  may  be ;  but  all  who  know  any  thing  about  this 
oldest  of  our  literary  Magazines,  know  very  well  that  it  is  not  accustomed  to  slander  any  body.  It 
is  very  certain  that  the  Knickerbocker  has  slandered  nobody  for  defendiug  the  rights  of  the  foreign 
author ;  and  on*  of  the  imputations  of  this  anonymous  letter-writer  having  been  proved  destitute  of 
truth,  we  may  safely  believo  the  others  to  bo  of  the  same  character.' 

The  editors  of  '  The  Age'  are  gentlemen  of  education,  possessing  talents,  wit  and 
humor.  One  of  them  was  one  of  the  first  editors  of  Punch  ;  and  both  are  as  favor- 
ably known  to  the  reading  public  and  men  of  letters  in  England  as  they  are  in  Ame- 
rica. It  is  fortunate  that  they  are  so  well  qualified  to  unmask  indigenous  pretension 
in  the  only  quarter  where  it  could  excite  any  other  feeling  than  one  of  serene  con- 
tempt As  to  the  *  Daily  Evemn0Mirror,'B.  popular  journal  of  conceded  ability,  it 
is  aud  has  always  been  one  of  the  most  consistent  and  staunch  advocates  of  inter- 
national copy-right  in  the  United  States. 


* '  The  Yamkee-DoodUS  (for  which  '  windiog-sbeet  of  humor'  Mr. '  Puffer  Hopkins'  Mathvws, 
as  undertaker,  is  now  performing  the  last  sad  offices,)  hints  that  the  signature  to  this  document  of 
one  or  two  good  writers,  who  wished  well  to  <ru*  American  literature,  and  to  an  international  copy- 
right law,  make  the  above  remarks  applicable  to  them.  Not  quite !  There  are  connected  with  *  this 
branch  of  the  subject'  certain  very  amusing  things,  of  which  it  may  be  our  cue  to  speak  hereafter. 
Our  readers  have  often  heard  of '  woluttaty  associations ;'  but  do  they  know  any  thing  of '  faesfaaj 
(cry  associations?'  Ed.  KxiounwoOKna. 
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Gomip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  You  roust  consider,  reader,  that 
we  are  chatting  ( literaneously'  with  you,  as  we  always  do  ;  but  moreover,  as  just 
now  mingling  with  our  usual  *  Gossip  with  Correspondents*  a  few  casual  '  jottings- 
down'  of  incidents  which  we  encountered  in  our  late  journeying.  .    .    .  *  During 
the  recent  bombardment  of  Vera-Cruz  by  the  Americans,'  writes  a  correspondent 
who  was  an  eye-witness  of  that  event, '  many  racy  little  incidents  occurred,  the  nar- 
ration of  one  of  which  may  perhaps  amuse  the  readers  of  *  Old  Knick.'    Attached 
to  one  of  the  ships  of  the  squadron,  was  a  person  who  was  very  much  inclined  to  in- 
dulge in  flowery  and  figurative  expressions,  in  the  most  ordinary  conversation,  which 
often  made  him  appear  ridiculous,  when  he  fancied  himself  verging  upon  the  sublime. 
He  was  a  large,  fine-looking  man,  and  a  '  good  fellow,'  io  the  main,  but  imbued  with 
an  inordinate  share  of  self-importance.    The  first  night  of  the  bombardment,  he  was 
seated  with  many  others  on  the  to' -gall ant  forecastle,  watching  the  bomb-shells  as 
they  darted  from  the  great  mortars,  through  the  black  cloud  of  smoke  hanging  over 
the  long-extended  lines  of  the  American  army,  and  after  describing  a  semi-circle  in 
the  air,  descended  with  a  crash  into  the  resounding  streets  of  the  devoted  town. 
During  the  space  of  an  hour  he  sat  bolt  upright  in  his  chair,  and  the  explosion  of 
every  missile  would  call  forth  a  rhapsody  akin  to  the  following:  'Thar!  —  thar, 
gentlemen !    Did  you  see  that  ?    That's  terrible  —  grand  —  sublime  !     I  assure  you, 
gentlemen,  I  envy  not  the  precarious  situation  of  the  individuals  who  compose  the 
population  of  that  town !     The  demon  of  destruction  is  hovering  on  raven  pinions 
o'er  the  awful  scene  !'    By  and  by  a  shell,  which  probably  had  not  received  a  full 
charge  of  powder,  appeared  to  waver  in  its  flight,  but  finally  descended  into  the  city. 
Our  friend,  who  had  watched  the  course  of  the  terrible  messenger  of  death  for  some 
time,  with  suspended  breath,  his  mouth  wide  open,  and  his  eyes  almost  starting  from 
their  sockets,  on  perceiving  that  it  had  accomplished  its  '  mission,'  suddenly  sprang  to 
hie  feet,  exclaiming:  •  By  Jupiter!  I  thought  that  shell  would  have  evacuated  its 
internal  properties  considerably  short  of  tho  town,  and  that  its  fragments  would  have 
been  precipitated  with  the  greatest  velocity  into  the  briny  deep  ;  but  from  what  I  can 
discern,  gentlemen,  I  incline  to  the  belief  that  it  must  have  bu'sted  directly  into  some 
of  the  crowded  thoroughfares  of  the  ill-fated  city !     And  then '  we  all  ladfed,  we  did, 
'cause  we  could  n't  help  it.'  .    .    .  'T  was  a  little  odd,  as  we  wended  '  by  rail'  from  the 
fair  city  of  Utica  toward  Syracuse,  (Pompey,  Toad-Hollow,  Homer,  Hardscrabble, 
Tnlly,  Baldwinsville,  Dryden,  Salt-F'int,  Cato,  Onondaga-Hollow,  Lysander,  Ged- 
desbnrgh,  Marcellus,  Jamesville,  Cicero,  Scriba,  Camillus  and  '  Smith's  Four-Corners' 
are  also  classic  towns  thereabout,)  't  was  a  little  odd,  wo  say,  to  see  the  long  telegraph- 
posts  and  lines  keeping  even  pace  with  us  wherever  we  rushed ;  the  former  being  use- 
ful as  well  as  ornamental ;  for  a  cow,  pensjvely  ruminating,  loaned  against  one,  the 
while  a  white-faced  calf,  with  wiggling  tail  describing  a  parabolic  curve  over  his  rump, 
bunted  the  maternal ( udders,  all  drawn  dry ;'  and  a  fat  porker  allayed  cutaneous 
irritation  against  another ;  cow  and  pig  happily  alike  unconscious  of  the  over-reach- 
ing '  movements'  in  flour  which  were  every  moment  vibrating  between  New- York 
and  Buffalo,  on  the  wires  above  their  heads.    Likewise,  when  we  stopped  to  water 
the  iron -horse  at  Oneida;  it  was  painfully  interesting  to  see  the  fair  Indian  girl  (whose 
fathers'  feet  had  for  centuries  traced  on  their  own  ground  the  trails  of  the  Iroquois 
from  Albany  to  Buffalo,)  handing  refreshments  to  dusty  and  hirsute  white  men,  rave- 
nous m  hungry  anacondas     We  thought  of  the  touching  words  of  the  Oneida  chief 
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m  possible,  particularly  oar  own  rooms,  which  are  large  enough  to  reeeire  n  friend.  Oar  li«  is  one 
of  comparative  action  and  alternate  leisurely  ease ;  and  the  latter  intervals  we  endeavor  to  iftake  as 
pleasant  as  possible.  We  have  gathered  about  us  a  quiet,  orderly  crew ;  and  with  a  lew  wefl-etleeteu1 
books,  several  quiet  landscapes,  one  or  two  gems  of  statuary,  and  some  musical  instruments,  waa 
just  sufficient  skill  in  playing  them  to  amuse  ourselves  or  a  partial  friend,  and  the  Acquaintance*  ** 
form  and  ripen  into  friendship,  upon  the  '  mellowing  of  occasion,*  we  make  the  time  pass  pl|e- 
santly.  We  call  no  man  master  now ;  we  go  wherever  we  list,  or  interest  calls  us;  and  we  bat* 
in  our  many  wanderings  as  much  latitude  as  the  sailor.  Every  winter,  after  traversing  our  north- 
ern rivers,  on  the  approach  of  ice,  we  '  up  steam*  and  hie  us  down  to  the  *  sunny  south,'  running 
in  their  silvery  streams  till  business  (and  a  certain  homeward  longing)  calls  us  to  our  stationary 
home.  Such  is  our  life.  Will  any  thing,  can  any  thing,  induce  you  to  leave  the  shadow  of  your 
quiet  sanctum,  and  share  ours  with  us  for  a  time  ?  We  will  *  tk+lk  your  Act,'  a  boatman's  phrase,  which 
means  more  heartiness  in  the  welcome  we  tender  you  than  any  other  set  form  of  speech  we  could 
make;  you  shall  have  either  of  our  rooms,  which  are  the  most  private  on  the  boat;  with  a  desk, 
ink,  and  '  other  means  and  appliances'  standing  invitingly  ready  for  your  use,  in  penning  the '  Goanp* 
for  future  numbers,  and  materiel  enough  in  the  scenery  you  will  pass,  the  strange  characters  yea 
will  see,  and  the  quaint  storins  you  will  hear,  to  furnish  forth  many  a  dish  for  your '  Table.'  Starting 
from  the  •  City  of  the  Bridges,'  we  would  descend  the  placid  bosom  of  '  La  Belle  Rivera,*  passing 
many  a  place  renowned  in  story;  stop  for  a  moment  at  Rapp's  Settlement,  mentioned  by  Brmoirin 
*fuv>n  Juan'  as  Blznmerhassktt's  most  beautiful  island ;  coming  at  length  to  the  *  Queen  City,'  and 
giving  you  time  to  see  your  thousand  friends  there ;  proceed  to  Louisville,  where  you  can  make  a 
call  upon  PntKTiCE  and '  Amelia  ;'  and  still  descending,  ascind  the  Cumberland  river  to  Nasavitte, 
Returning  again,  dewond  until  we  arrive  at  the  mouth  of  the  Ohio ;  visiting  Cairo,  or  as  muck  of  it  as 
may  not  be  at  the  time  submerged  under  six  feet  of  water ;  go  up  the  mighty  Father  of  Waters  aetfl 
we  arrive  at  the  '  Mound  City  ;'  up  the  Illinois  river  to  Peoria,  or  the  Mississippi  to  Galena;  patting 
the  '  Holy  City,'  as  we  journey  on.  Or  if  winter '  cometh  on  apace,*  we  will  descend  the  Mississippi 
until  we  can  sec  the  dome  of  the  St.  Charles  looming  up  in  the  distance.  We  are  then  near  oar  jour* 
ney's  end,  at  the  '  Crescent  City,'  having  made  the  very  trilling  voyage  of  some  four  or  live  thousand 
miles.    After  a  time  spent  in  New-Orleans,  seeing 

*  Tni  memorials  sad  thins*  °*  fame 
Whioh  do  rnnotrn  that  city.' 

we  will  njrain  continue  onr  '  winding  way,'  and  »how  you  oar  river,  the  Arkansas,  leaving  you  at 
Little  Rock,  under  the  special  protection  of  your  friend  and  correspondent  Pike,  till  we  return  from 
the  Cherokee  Nation.  Say  you  will  come!  We  will '  minister  unto  you  in  all  things,*  and  in  such 
wise  as  to  make  the  journey  pleasant  to  you,  and  collaterally,  to  the  readers  of  the  'Old  KntCK.' 

We  had  reencountered  among  the  papers  in  onr  current  port-folio,  and  had  juat  been 
re-perusing,  this  most  cordial  letter,  when  we  took  up  a  morning  journal,  and  read 
an  account  of  the  bursting  of  the  boilers  of  this  beautiful  steamer,  some  miles  below 
Little-Rock,  and  the  total  destruction  of  the  vessel,  with  the  loss  of  many  lives; 
among  others,  of  young  George  Allen,  second  captain,  whose  apparently  unin- 
jured body  was  found  lying,  as  if  in  a  calm  and  serene  sleep,  in  a  dense  forest,  a  hun- 
dred yards  from  the  scene  of  the  explosion.  So  natural  and  peaceful  was  his  atti- 
tude and  aspect,  that  it  was  difficult  to  conceive  him  to  be  dead.  Just  before  retiring 
to  the  sleep  that  was  to  prove  his  last,  he  had  been  singing,  with  the  accompani- 
ment of  his  guitar  and  the  flute  of  a  friend,  (Mr.  Cuppleb,  the  clerk,  an  estimable  young 
man,  who  was  also  lost,)  several  plaintive  airs  ;  closing  with 

*  We  parted  in  silence,  we  parted  by  night, 
On  the  bank  of  that  lovely  river :' 

which  proved,  alas !  to  be  but  too  prophetic.  We  record  our  sincere  condolence  with 
the  surviving  brother,  in  the  loss  he  has  sustained ;  a  loss  which  is  so  great  that  it 
cannot  but  make  him  feel  the  impotence  of  sympathy  and  consolation,  in  the  newness 
of  his  deep  bereavement.  ...  It  was  late  at  night  when  the  cars  rumbled  into  Syra- 
cuse.   Seen  at  dawn  from  the  upper  piazza  of  the '  Syracuse  Howe,'  it  was  no  longer 
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a  village,  such  as  'Old  Kniox.'  remembered  it,  when  pawing  through  it  some  ten  years 
before.  It  bad  stretched  out  its  limbs,  like  a  clump  of  creeping  juniper,  and  *  de- 
voured the  ground'  about  its  old  nucleus,  on  every  side.  Long  streets  of  well-built 
houses  ran  into  the  country }  vast  hotels,  bearing  sounding  names  upon  their  sides, 
had  risen  like  exhalations ;  new  steeple-churches,  (mostly  in  the  Ironic  style  of  ar- 
chitecture,) were  aspiring  toward  heaven :  around  the  public  centre  there  were  the 
long  thunder  of  rail-cars,  the  rumbling  of  omnibii  and  stage-coaches,  the  blare  of 
horns  from  canal-packets,  the  ringing  of  bells,  and  the  rattling  of  gongs.  Onondaga 
Lake,  a  sheet  of  silver,  reposed  sweetly  toward  the  north-west,  reflecting  in  its 
glassy  bosom  the  villages  of  Liverpool  and  Salina,  and  their  adjacent  salt-manufac- 
tories. To  the  south  and  east  lay  the  lofty-sloping  or  gently-rounded  hills  of  Onon- 
daga, 'with  pleasant  vales  scooped  out,  and  villages  between.'  Delightful  and  ever 
to  be  treasured  up  was  the  view  of  all  this,  which  we  enjoyed  from  the  piazza  and  roof 
of  a  friend's  hospitable  mansion,  which,  surrounded  by  charming  grounds,  rises 
amidst  kindred  beautiful  villas  at  the  '  court  end'  of  the  town.  Associations  which 
had  long  lain  dormant  were  awakened  by  a  visit  with  our  kind  entertainer  (an  old 
school-companion  in  *  days  that  were,')  to  the  stone  academy,  our  venerable  Ama 
Mater,  Sweet  yet  mournful  to  the  soul  were  the  mutual  remembrances  of  those 
who  had  come  and  gone  with  us  from  those  halls  and  ( academic  shades.'  Where 
was  'Ollapod,'  whose  very  toul  would  have  yearned  over  those  familiar  scenes? 
Sleeping  the  sleep  that  could  know  no  earthly  waking :  the  heart  that  had  felt,  the 
hand  that  had  depicted  the  same  beauties  of  liberal  nature  which  we  were  once 
more  surveying,  were  ashes  in  the  grave !  There  stood  the  old  dilapidated  inn,  in 
whose  *  long-room'  we  first  essayed  to  trip  it  in  the  dance  ;  rejoicing  in  the  achieve- 
ment of  *  chassez'  and  '  balancez,'  under  the  instruction  of  a  saltatory  Paoamni,  now 
no  more  ;  there  ran  the  stream  in  which  we  had  so  often  bathed ;  afar  off  rose  the 
smokes  from  the  Indian  wigwams  of  the  '  Reservation,'  as  they  rose  in  days  long 
peat    And  there *       — 

4  Cob'mx  all  my  nab'rin  peepil  waate, 
Whid'le  I  a  d'n-dreadful  sced'ue  relate, 
Of  wod'n  bright  youth  as  e'er  you  see. 
Was  kid'l'd  id'n  Hartford  by  a  tree, 

ld'u  Hartford  by  a  tree  !' 

Now  when  we  heard  this  affecting  stanza  suddenly  sung,  during  a  slight  pause  in 

the  conversation,  etc.,  of  a  pleasant  evening-party  at  B ,  (and  pleasant  was 

every  thing  we  encountered  there,)  we  pricked  up  our  ears  for  the «  full  and  particular 

account'  of  the  '  dreadful  sced'ne,'  so  pathetically  alluded  to.    8 ,  with  befitting 

I  twang,  and '  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out,'  went  on : 


'Od'ne  Isaac  Abbott  was  his  nab'me, 
Who  late-Iy  id'nto  Hartford  came ; 
Restdin'  with  his  brother  Jab'xxs, 
Od'ae  day  at  nood'ii  went,  as  it  seems, 
At  nood'n  went,  as  it  seems. 

•To  cut  sob'me  timber  for  a  sled ; 
The  snow  bein'  deep,  he  had  to  wade 
Near  forty  rods  to  ad'n  ash-tree ; 
The  top  was  dry,  as  you  shall  see— 
Was  dry,  as  you  shall  see. 

'  He  cut  it  off  all  frob'm  the  stub'inp, 
The  top  bein*  dry,  threw  back  a  chunk, 
Which  Bow  ad'nd  hit-Um  on  his  head, 
Ad*ad  cruah'd  hib'm.  yet  he  was  not  dead- 
Hib'ss,  yet  he  was  not  dead. 


'  There  the  poor  suf 'rer  sed'nseless  lay 
Adl  the  remaid'nder  of  that  day, 
'Till  Mr.  Jab'mks  ad'nd  km  sod'n, 
Alarb'm'd,  set  out  upon  a  rud'n, 
Bet  out  upon  a  rud'u. 

♦They  sood'n  behed'ld  him  with  surprise, 
Ad'nd  gaz'd  od'u  hib'm  with  steadfast  eyes } 
They  took  hib'm  up  ad'nd  bore  bib'in  hob'me, 
Put  hib'm  to  bed  id'n  a  warb'm  roob'm, 
To  bod  id'n  a  warb'm  roob'm. 

'  His  fried'nds  ad'nd  na'bers  gather^  round. 
The  sermon  preached  by  Ed'lder  Brown  ; 
His  corpse  with  care  were  bord'ne  away, 
To  mingle  with  its  native  clay, 

TJto  with  its  natire  day  I' 
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Ridiculous  as  all  this  may  seem,  pray  do  us  and  the  capital '  good  boy*  who  sang  it 
the  simple  justice  to  believe,  that  with  <  time  and  place'  serving,  it  was  not  exoelled 
in  pseudo-dramatic  effect  .  .  .  There  are  bits  of  rail-road  in  England,  we  are 
informed,  where  the  comfort  and  speed  are  quite  equal  to  the  same  qualities  attaina- 
ble on  the  Grand-Junction- Horse- Railway  which  connects  the  village  of  Skaneateles 
with  the  main  western  line.  We  cannot  of  course  speak  positively  on  this  point;  but 
we  reached  a  maximum  speed  of  three  miles  an  hour,  notwithstanding  the  undula- 
ting character  of  the  rail,  which  imparted  the  exercise  of  a  corduroy  bridge.  This 
conveyance  brought  us  in  due  time  ('  due'  a  good  while)  to  the  loveliest  of  all  lovely 
villages,  reposing  by  one  of  the  sweetest  lakes  that  ever  reflected  sunshine  and 
cloud.  We  did  not  stay  there  two  days,  at  the  charming  residence  of  an  old  and 
dear  friend,  with  heart  as  large  and  soul  as  true  as  when  we  were  school-boys  to- 
gether ;  we  did  not  ride  along  the  banks  of  the  lake,  that  reflected  morning  and  < 
ing ;  we  did  n't  draw  from  its  bosom  the  speckled  trout ; '  oh,  no ;  by  no  means ;  oh, 
tainly  not !'  Very  pleasant  was  it,  on  the  brightest  of  Sabbath  days,  to  sit  in  the  1 
little  kirk,  and  hear,  in  the  pauses  of  the  clear  and  musical  voice  of  the  preacher, 
th*  sound  of  waves  from  the  breezy  lake  chaunting  their  anthem  of  praise  by  the 
verdant  shore.    There  was  much  to  remember,  too,  in  the  sermon  which  we  beard ; 

*  and  thereabout  especially'  of  it,  where  the  speaker  referred  to  the  joy  felt  in  heaven 
over  a  repentant  sinner.  *  Were  it  possible,'  said  he, '  for  this  great  globe,  with  Hi 
mountains,  its  oceans,  its  isles  and  spreading  continents,  to  wander  from  its  i 
and  be  lost  to  sight  in  the  great  universe  of  Gon,  that  lost  world  returned  on< 
to  its  position  in  creation  would  not  outweigh  in  majesty  the  return  of  one  lost  tool 
to  Heaven.'  How,  after  the  service,  we  made  an  ever-memorable  visit  to  *  the  spot 
where  we  were  born ;'  what  changes  we  saw,  what  emotions  we  felt ;  what  reminis- 
cences we  indulged ;  what  mutual  heart-communings,  going  and  returning,  we 
poured  out  together ;  of  these  we  shall  often  think,  and  perhaps  sometimes  speak, 
hereafter.  But  farewell,  for  the  present,  beautiful,  Beautiful  Skeneateles !  — and  a 
benison  upon  the  kind  friends  who  made  it  to  us  a  '  cynosure  of  delight !'  .  .  .  The 
following  might  perhaps  be  doubted  by  the  reader,  were  we  not  to  state,  that  we  copy 
it  from  the  letter  of  a  distinguished  western  clergyman :  *  By  the  way,  a  good  thing 
happened  here  suwhile  since.  Our  Methodist  brethren,  of  the  '  Church  of  the  Co- 
lored Messiah,'  got  warmed  up  pretty  decidedly ;  in  the  midst  of  which  inspiration 
the  minister  prayed :  '  O  Lord,  curtail  the  influences  of  the  Devil !'  '  Amen  !*  re- 
sponded one  of  the  worshippers ;  and  another,  catching  the  prevailing  enthusiasm, 
exclaimed, '  Yes,  e'yah  !  Loao-ah !  cut  his  tail  off  clean  and  cl'ar-ah  !'  .  .  .  Wi 
have  received,  and  read  with  great  pleasure,  a  well-written  pamphlet,  (torn  the  pen  of 
Frederick  Follet,  Esq.,  of  Batavia,  entitled  a « History  of  the  Press  of  Western  Hfeio- 
York.'  It  is  contained  in  the  proceedings  of  a '  Printers'  Festival,'  held  at  Rochester  on 
the  one  hundred  and  forty-first  anniversary  of  the  birth-day  of  Franklin.  The  speeches, 
the  letters,  the  incidental  biographical  notices,  the  toasts,  all  possess  mnch  interest, 
while  portions  of  the  records  include  a  vast  deal  of  valuable  information.  It  k,  in 
short,  an  agreeable  pamphlet  to  read  and  a  valuable  document  to  keep.  .   .    . «  M.  B.'s 

•  Thoughts  suggested  by  Patent  Egg-Hatching,9  he  may  not  perhaps  be  aware,  are 
almost  identical  with  the  observations  which  we  made  in  this  department  upon  the 
first  appearance  of  the  Eccelabeion,  several  years  ago.  Carltle  also  somewhere 
makes  the  comparison  which  our  correspondent  institutes ;  of  a  little  human  moryo*, 
formless,  like  that  in  the  egg,  until  organic  elements  appear,  and  thin  fibres  shoot 
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through  the  watery  alba  men,  and  oat  of  vague  sensation  grows  thought,  fantasy  and 
force ;  and  yet  in  its  perfection  it  is  but  a  '  red-colored  infant,  ignorant  of  his  why, 
his  how  or  his  whereabout,  nursed  through  spoon-meat  into  the  whiteness  of  child- 
hood. .  .  .  <  How  do  you  spell  arrange  V  said  a  bright  youth,  reoently,  in  one  of 
our  western  villages,  to  his  father.  '  Which  do  you  mean  V  asked  the  old  gentleman  ; 
*  arrange,  to  arrange  business,  or  to  arrange  a  man  before  a  court  of  justice  V  Noah 
WsiBTzm  should  have  been  alive,  to  have  heard  that !  .  .  .  '  The  Lover* 9  Dream  of 
Delight  is  fair  verse,  but  very  far  from  being  what  the  writer  *  esteems  it'  There  is 
more  '  action  in  passivity'  in  these  four  Scottish  lines  than  in  the  whole  ninety-eight  of 

'S.L.D.:' 

*  I  thought  a  soft  hand  lay  in  mine, 

A  small  waist  on  my  arm, 
▲  wee  heart  beatin/  throhbin'  fast, 
Wi*  love  and  life-blood  warm.' 

That 's  the  way  to  express  it !  •  *  -At  Auburn, '  loveliest  village  of  the  plain,' 
we  missed  our  old  friend  the  ex-governor,  who  had  appointed  to  journey  west- 
ward with  us.  We  see  not  well  how  he  could  bring  himself  to  leave  so  charmimr  a 
Tillage,  among  the  best-built  and  pleasantest  in  the  Empire  State.  Its  churches  are 
bo  where  excelled  in  neatness  and  grace  ;  and  we  are  confirmed  in  our  earliest  im- 
pressions of  the  State-Prison,  that  it  is  one  of  the  most  imposing  specimens  of  cas- 
tellated architecture  to  be  found  on  the  continent  of  America.  But  Auburn  '  is  n't 
in  Bengal,'  any  more  than  Boston ;  and  we  won't  enlighten  our  readers  much  far- 
ther on  this  topic.  We  visited  the  prison,  and  through  the  courtesy  of  an  attentive  con- 
tractor, were  made  acquainted  in  detail  with  the  police  of  the  *  institution,'  and  fur- 
nished with  much  other  interesting  information,  concerning  the  treatment  and  conduct 
of  the  prisoners,  which  may  afford  theme  for  gossipry  hereafter.  As  we  were  coming 
away,  walking  slowly  down  the  esplanade  in  front,  and  taking  our  last  look  at ( Cor- 
m-Jomf ,'  above  there  came  to  mind  this  felicitous  picture  by  an  Oneida  lawyer : 

'  Thk  State's  mode  of  reforming  is  not  by  the  entreaty  of  parental  tears  ;  it  is  not  by  gifts  and 
sngar-plumbs ;  but  it  is  inexorable  in  its  peculiar  mode.  Force  occupies  the  position  of  entreaty, 
and  power  that  of  moral  suasion.  Take  a  man,  young,  middle-aged,  or  advanced,  and  examine  him 
by  a  court  and  jury  as  to  the  extent  of  early  deficiencies  in  his  moral  education,  without  making 
any  abatement  of  time  for  the  years  spent  in  a  college,  or  worse  than  wasted  in  foreign  or  domestic 
travels.  But  on  learning  the  magnitude  of  the  neglected  culprit's  wants,'  the  State  sends  those  of 
•■finished  moral  education  to  those  walled  universities,  so  distinguished  for  their  lectures  and  de- 
grees, where  for  five,  seven,  or  ten  years  the  students  are  designated  by  closely-shaved  heads,  and 
the  striking  uniform  of  the  universities  of  Auburn  and  Sing-Sing.  The  laborsof  these  students  are 
perely  patriotic,  being  all  done  gratuitously  for  the  benefit  of  the  State.  Here  they  study  the  art 
and  mystery  of  making  shoes  for  men  and  horses,  and  other  branches  onee  despised  but  none  the 
has  useful.  A  part  of  the  formula  of  discipline  in  these  favored  institutions  is  derived  from  one  of 
the  ancient  schools  of  Greece:  the  entire  silence  of  the  tongue  is  enjoined.  No  debates  are  held, 
bo  orations  delivered,  by  the  students  here.  No  I  that  youth  who  only  used  his  tongue  to  express 
ribaldry  and  profaneness,  to  slander  his  fellow,  to  intmlt  his  parents  and  to  defame  truth  by  boasting 
and  lying,  here  is  still.  There  is  no  farther  use  for  that  tongue  during  his  unfinished  educational 
eoorse.  Society  is  no  longer  compelled  to  be  pained  with  the  lewdness  it  uttered,  the  profanity  it 
expressed,  the  falsehoods  it  proclaimed,  or  the  vulgarity  it  published.  The  gentle  correction  of  cow- 
skins,  dark  dungeons,  temporary  starvation,  and  shootings  from  the  sentinels  on  the  walls,  for  leav- 
ing the*  institution  without  graduating,  are  some  of  the  applications  of  government  to  complete 
neglected  education  ;  while  some  carry  their  diplomas  on  their  backs,  written  in  a  hand  so  bold  and 
enduring,  that  they  can  never  be  erased.' 

By-the-by,  speaking  of  prisons,  that  was  a  singular  present  that  an  old  captive 
stone-cutter  took  an  agent  aside  to  present :  '  I  made  it/  said  he,  *  on  days  when  I 
had  done  my  task.  Have  n't  you  a  little  boy  ?  Won't  you  let  him  wear  it  round  his 
neck  V  It  was  literally  a  '  marble  heart,'  but  so  big,  that  it  were  better  for  the  son 
'  that  a  mill-stone  were  hanged  about  his  neck'  than  to  attempt  to  wear  it ;  but  who 
knows  the  aMMorfation*  of  virtue  and.  innocence  in  that  poor  prisoner's  mind  that 
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prompted  that  'solid*  gift?  *  •  *  The  '  Chapter  on  Dogs,1  which  the  writer  says 
'  was  written  in  humble  imitation  of  Ollapod's  '  Chapter  on  Cats,'  contains  several 
capital  illustrations  of  the  writer's  theme  ;  but  not  a  few  of  them  hare  already  ap- 
peared in  the  Knickerbocker.  Here  is  an  incident,  however,  which  we  received 
the  other  day  from  a  distinguished  master  of  the  humorous  and  the  burlesque,  which 
has  to  us  at  least  the  merit  of  novelty.  A  lady  in  London  had  purchased  from  a  dog- 
fancier  a  beautiful  soft-haired  Spanish  poodle.  It  was  quite  well  and  frisky  when 
first  procured,  and  its  appetite  was  unexceptionable.  It  was  observed,  however,  that 
directly  after  eating  heartily,  it  would  begin  to  utter  piteous  moans ;  and  the  dread- 
ful malady  so  increased  upon  the  poor  animal,  that  one  day,  immediately  after  par- 
taking of  a  sumptuous  '  dog-feast,'  he  suddenly — burst  his  Spanish-poodle  covering, 
and  came  forth,  'regenerated  and  disenthralled,'  from  the  hard  skinny  prison  in 
which  he  had  been  confined ;  no  longer  a  fashionable  Spanish  puplet,  but  a  genuine 
( British-born'  cur  1  •  •  •  There  are  every  week  accounts  of  the  suicide  of  females 
who  have  '  loved  not  wisely  but  too  well,'  of  whom  it  might  perhaps  with  truth  be 
said,  in  the  words  of  a  far- western  poet : 

*  Had  her  woman-sister    ,  *  Her  short  life  is  ended  ; 

Stooped  and  kissed  her,  Tie  true,  they  befriended 

Or  the  words  spoken,  As  death  came  —  slowly  : 

The  words  that  bring  sweet  healing              <  She  had  felt  it,  how  keeuly ! 

And  soft  balm  to  the  feeling —  But  the  stars  shine  serenely, 

An  angel  would  have,  kneeling,  And  the  grass  groweth  greenly 

Smiled  on  the  token  I  Over  the  lowly.' 

(  She  was,  and  is  not !'  .  .  .  We  could  not  but  think,  while  passing  a  few  hours  in 
fair  and  beautiful  Canandaigua,  that  to  an  English  country -gentleman,  accustomed 
to  wide  lawns,  large  mansions,  and  liberal  verdure,  it  must  seem  the  most  paradisical 
of  all  the  American  villages.  But  who  has  not  heard  of  the  beauty  of  Canandaigua? 
In  looking  at  the  picturesque  and  dignified  architecture  of  several  of  the  prominent 
edifices,  and  as  chief  among  them  the  residences  of  Mr.  Greig  and  Mr.  Granger, 
we  thought  it  would  have  delighted  the  eye  of  our  tasteful  and  accomplished  artist, 
Mr.  George  Platt,  to  have  beheld  the  capabilities  for  the  display  of  his  graceful  ar- 
chitectural and  decorative  art  which  every  where  abound  in  this  lovely  village. At- 
tended circus  in  the  evening,  and  enjoyed  the  enjoyment  of  a  vast  tent-full  of  open- 
mouthed  admirers,  from  all  the  country  region  round  about  By-the-by,  that  was 
a  cleverish  reply  made  to  the  master  of  the  ring,  (what  a  melancholy  laugh  he  had 
at  the  jokes  which  convulsed  every  body  else  ;  perhaps  he  had  heard  them  before,) 
by  the  clown  of  the  night.  He  had  been  reproved  for  his  profanity.  '  What  do  you 
mean,  Sir,  by  swearing  in  that  way  V  *  Swearing  ?  J  did  n't  swear.'  *  Yes  yon  did, 
Sir.'  (The  master  is  always  very  polite  to  the  clown.)  *  You  employed  an  oath, 
Sir ;  you  made  use  of  the  word  damn,  Sir.'  'T  aint  swearing  to  say  '  damn,9  is  it  V 
*  Yes,  Sir,  it  is  swearing.'  '  'T  aint  swearing  to  say  mill-dum,  is  it  V  No*,  Sir,  not 
to  say  ( mill-dam.'  *  Then  you  We  a  mill-dam  fool ."  We  were  '  off  at  the  crack 
of  the  whip'  which  rewarded  this  stereotyped  impertinence.  .  .  .  Our  friend  Saxe's 
('  Godfrey  Grant's)  '  New  Law  Dictionary9  is  nearly  as  good  as  '  Punch's.  The  fol- 
lowing definitions  will  afford  a  taste  of  its  quality : 

Action.  — '  Actions  are  of  two  kinds,  civil  and  criminal.  To  lift  your  neighbor's  note  at  the  bank 
is  a  civil  action  — very ;  but  if  you  lift  his  t>bop,  it  is  •  shop-lifting,'  which  is  a  criminal  action,  and 
a  heavy  offence  against  the  laws  of  decorum  and  gravity.  It  is  a  rule  of  the  law  that '  moat  per- 
sonal actions  die  with  the  person,*  and,  vice  ver$a,  sometime*  the  person  dies  with  the  actios;  as 
where  ono,  by  accident  or  design, blows  out  his  'brief  candle'  with  a  pistol  or  other  summary  extin- 
guisher. It  was  anciently  held  that '  all  real  actions  survive  the  person,'  but  this  doctrine  was  r  ~ 
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what  modified  by  Chief  Baron  Shakspbaiuc,  (JnL  Ce§.,  Act  m.,  Sc.  3,)  who  distinctly  affirms  that 
the  rale  is  only  applicable  to  actions  of  a  reprehensible  character,  or 4  real  bad'  action*. 

"The  evil  that  men  do,  live  after  them : 
The  £••#<*  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones.' 

'Obstructing  one's  ancient  lights'  is  aground  of  action;  but  for '  obstructions  of  the  liver*  no  legal 
remedy  has  been  devised,  which  seems  an  unaccountable  omission  of  the  law.  If  a  man  sell  a  horse 
and  warrant  him  to  be  a  »  good  'un  to  go,'  and  it  turns  out  that  the  beast  has  '  no  action'  to  support 
the  warranty,  the  warranty  will  support  an  action.' 

Bkwmtt  of  Ci.b9.ot.  —  What  is  meant  by  this  phrase  is  not  very  well  understood.  It  does  not 
appear^  to  have  a*\y  reference  to  the  public  advantage  derived  from  '  the  stated  preaching  of  the 
gospel,'  nor  ye\  to  allude  to  the  revenue  accruing  to  pastors  from  tithe*,  salaries,  or  *  clergy  reserves.' 
Benefit  of  CVergy  i«  supposed  to  mean  that  merciful  provision  of  the  law  which,  having  furnished 
judges  and  hangmen  for  the  punishment  of  crimes  (capital  !)  in  this  world,  provides  clergymen  to 
assure  tb^  culprit  that  he  may  hope  to  fare  better  in  the  next.  In  short,  no  man  hangs  without  the 
benefit  0f  *  the  law  and  the  prophets.' 

Old  Fuller  is  n't  far  from  right,  when  he  says  in  his  '  Worthies :'  '  Strange  that 
reason,  continuing  always  the  same,  law,  grounded  thereupon,  should  be  capable  of 
bo  great  alteration.'  There  certainly  would  be  much  less  legal  absurdity  if  lawyers 
only 'stood  to  reason.'  ...  At  Rochester,  in  the  morning,  as  we  emerged  from 
the  can  and  took  coach  for  'The  Eagle*  hotel,  the  city,  to  our  eye,  appeared  to  have 
doubled  its  buildings  in  ten  years.  Long  and  well-built  streets,  full  of  life ;  new  Ad 
spacious  hotels  and  public  edifices  ;  rows  and  squares  and  streets, '  that  were  not  so 
before,'  these  features  filled  the  admiring  eye  of  '  Old  Knick.  It  was  delightful,  too, 
to  find  ourselves  at  a  hotel  which  we  remembered,  with  pleasure,  having  visited  afore- 
time ;  nor  were  its  comfort  and  luxury  one  whit  diminished,  but  increased  the  rather, 
under  the  capable  supervision  of  the  present  host ;  in  his  own  ample  person  the  best 
exponent  of  the  physical  <  treatment'  which  he  administers  to  his  guests.  With  agree- 
ble  friends,  we  visited  once  more  that  loveliest  of  country  cemeteries,  sweet  Mount 
Hope.  As  we  have  heretofore  described  the  scenery,  near  and  far,  of  this  charming 
spot,  we  need  only  add,  that  in  the  chasteness  of  its  monuments,  in  the  variety  of 
its  'selectest  spots,'  and  in  the  beauty  of  the  grounds  and  shrubbery,  it  fills  the  eye 
and  wholly  '  satisfies  the  sentiment'  We  took  leave  of  Rochester,  and  the  courte- 
ous friends  who  had  rendered  it  so  pleasant  to  us,  with  sincere  regret.  But  one  cir- 
cumstance let  us  mention,  before  we  leave  the  city.  As  we  were  '  fetching  a  walk' 
with  a  friend,  in  the  early  gloaming,  toward  the  eastern  extremity  of  the  city,  our 
steps  were  arrested  by  the  piteous,  cries  of  a  little  boy:  'Oh!  father!  father! 
father  !  do  n't,  father  !'  This  piercing,  piteous  appeal  continued,  while  blow  after 
blow  fell  heavy  and  fast,  with  no  accompanying  word,  until  this  deponent,  who  could 
endure  it  no  longer,  '  vociferated  a  remark'  that  was  somewhat  denunciatory  and  at 
the  same  time  slightly  expostulatory.  Now  we  trust  that  Mr.  Brown,  carpenter,  who 
lives  on  the  north-east  corner  of  East  and  Main-streets,  will  hereafter  remember  that 
he  was  once  a  child ;  and  that  when  he  doe*  think  of  it,  he  will  listen  in  mercy  to 
the  agonizing  cry  of  his  own  flesh -and-blood,  lifted  up  in  vain  appeal  against  the 
cruel  scourging  of  an  unnatural  parent     Did  we  well  to  be  angry  ?    We  were  away 

from  our  own  little  folk.  .    .    .  Mr.C ,  the  distinguished  agriculturist  of  Patterson, 

New-Jersey,  was  remarking  recently  to  a  lady-friend  of  his,  that  he  could  wish, 
for  one,  that  the  Latin  terms  used  in  agricultural  chemistry  and  botany  could  be  re- 
duced to  English,  so  that  their  meaning  might  be  more  generally  understood  by  the 
great  mass  of  farmers,  and  persons  fond  of  botany.  « Well,'  observed  the  spinster, 
4 1  have  changed  all  the  Latin  names  in  my  herbarium  to  English  ;  all  except  two, 
and  I  could  n't  find  names  for  them.'  «  What  were  they,  Madam  ?'  *  They  was  the 
'Ory-Bory  AIM  «ad  the 'Delirian  Tremens!*  •   •   •  The  lines  on  '  Pride  of  Birth, 
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or  False  Pretences,'  are  precisely  n^  ;  ■-  .nlcations,  and  '  express  our  senti- 

inents  exactly.'  We  cannot  howeyer  c  ■»*«-.«■  a.-  n\»\%  -ommend  the  manner  of  the 
verse.  The  following  are  the  most  accept*  1  >  i.v.-  •  i*  -rere  well,  the  writer  con- 
tends, if  those  who  rely  alone  upon '  the  deeds  il."ir  .  \\ :■■■     »  ■•    '  should  thus  reflect: 

•  Won  nobly  by  my  fathers'  valiant  win:- 
Their  glory  round  me  spreads  no  daun.  c  ...     .1- 
'T  was  not  my  arm  that  in  tho battlefield 
Dread  havoc  dealt,  and  scorn'd  the  ground  to  /«iJ  - 
Then  should  /  now  assume  to  share  their  lame 
Whose  noble  deeds  have  left  a  deathless  name) 
I,  who  have  no'er  a  single  struggle  borne, 
To  gain  the  laurels  which  with  pride  were  worn? 
Nay,  poor  indeed  the  rank,  methinks,  of  those 
Who  on  the  fame  of  other*'  deeds  repose ; 
I  Ml  stand  aloof,  from  all  the  world  alone, 
And  win  a  name,  if  I  am  ever  known.' 

We  heard  a  sage  remark  in  a  stage-coach  the  other  day,  on  our  hitherward  way  to 
Saratoga.  It  was  this :  'It's  folks  that  makes  a  place.'  As  was  remarked  at  the 
time,  '  There  *s  a  good  deal  0'  truth  'into  that;'  a  fact  which  any  body  can  easily 
verify,  whose  good  fortune  it  shall  be  to  sojourn,  even  for  a  brief  space,  in  the  plea* 
sant  village  of  Batavia,  in  the  rich  heart  of  old  Genessee.  There  be  '  folks'  there, 
whom  we  wot  of,  who  would  be  '  the  making*  of  any  place  in  Christendom.  You 
should  have  seen  us,  reader,  when  we  issued  forth  from  the  hospitable  domicil  of  oar 

friend  S ,  one  balmy  June  morning,  the  jolliest  of  jolly  parties,  for  a '  ball-play' 

on  the  banks  of  the  *  limping  Tonawanda ;'  a  stream  in  which,  in  1836,  there  was 
caught  a  small «  pumpkin-seed'  with  a  hook  ;  but '  the  fisheries'  in  that  meridian  are 
now  generally  abandoned.  At  'Somerville  Farm,'  where  we  were  to  '  pitch  bat,'  re- 
sideth  the  Burkes  ;  and  of  the  young  men  and  women  who  on  that  day  played  ball 
and  *  kept  tally ;'  who  sumptuously  pic-nie'd  afterward  on  the  lawn,  under  the  thick 
shade  of  'ancestral  trees;'  who  subsequently  upon  the  green  tripped  it  long  and 
variously  on  '  the  light  fantastic,'  to  the  '  instrumentation'  of  glorious  'Joe  Burke  of 
Ours,'  the  second  best  violinist  in  Christendom  ;  who  sang,  and  romped,  and  talked 
and  laughed,  and  rode  back  again  to  the  village  on  horseback,  in  wagons,  or  in  chaises ; 
we  say,  of  all  those  who  on  that  day  enjoyed  these  things,  'guess  there  it  nt  one  but 
what  will  say,  at  any  given  period  hereafter,  that *  That  was  a  good  time  !'  •  It 
was  n't  any  thing  else  ;'  and  all  we  wish  (for  two)  is,  that  there  may  be  a  similar 
1  good  time  coming'  But  we  can't  say  any  thing  more  about  it  now,  because  wo 
'  must  be  a-going'  .  .  .  We  have  devoted  some  adscititions  space  elsewhere  to  Mr. 
'  Puffer  Hopkins'  Mathews,  aud  his  late  letter  to  the  '  Newspaper'  of  that  keen 
wit,  Douglas  Jerrold  ;  yet  we  cannot  withhold  from  our  readers  the  following  pas- 
sage from  an  editorial  article  in  one  of  the  later  issues  of  the  *  Courier  and  Enquirer* 
daily  journal.  The  editor,  in  his  supposititious  case,  has  hit  the  humbug  on  the  head : 


'Since  we  cxtroctod  this  letter  for  notice,  we  have  seen  it  spoken  of  by  one  or  two  of  our  c 
poraries  in  terms  somewhat  worthy  of  its  combined  falsehood,  stupidity,  conceit  and  impudence.  Its 
internal  evidence  as  to  facts  gives  us  no  clue  to  the  identity  of  its  author.  He  is  simply  aa  anony- 
mous American.  For  his  own  reputation  he  had  better  remain  so,  but  for  the  credit  of  literary  ssea 
in  America,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  authorship  of  such  a  letter  may  be  fixed  on  ont,  that  the  oppro- 
brium may  not  be  borne  by  the  class.  But  we  kuow  or  no  one  to  whom  the  statements  of  the  nut 
portion  of  the  letter  will  apply.  What  litorary  man  is  there  who  has  been  slandered  all  over  the 
United  States  for  his  bervicoK  in  the  cuu»>e  of  international  copy -right?  Who  is  this  victim  of  sc 
of  newspapers  and  Magazines?  What  man  lias  been  slandered  by  old  Knickekbockeb  five  1 
dred  times  within  eight  years,  because  he  has  contended  that  English  authors  should  be  paid 9  1 
a  man  must  needs  be  known  to  literary  meu,  if  not  to  the  world.  We  have  heard  of  no  such  SMB. 
We  can  however  easily  account  for  the  appearance  of  such  a  letter.  Where  the  world  will  net 
acknowledge  a  man  as  a  hero,  his  next  recourse  is  to  set  himself  up  aa  a  martyr.  If  he  isiianM— i 
pel  admiration,  be  must  needs  try  to  win  sympathy.    With  some  men  the  craving  menskwi  SgUo 
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k  so  inordinate  that  it  matters  little  if  the  finger  be  that  of  scorn.  From  neb  an  one  only  could  such 
a  letter  have  emanated,  certain  an  he  must  have  been  that  at  any  time  he  could  drop  his  anonymous 
veil,  if  indeed  no  kind  friend,  or  kinder  enemy,  would  volunteer  to  tear  it  from  his  unblushing  free. 
If  there  be  a  man  who  has  failed  to  attain  a  reputation  by  bis  literary  efforts ;  who  is  not  able  even 
to  provoke  the  distinction  of  depreciating  criticism ;  whose  unsold  volumes  cumber  the  lofts  of  too 
creduloas  publishers,  and  whose  derided  pretensions  are  quietly  set  aside  alike  by  his  peers  and  the 
public ;  whose  opposition  is  disregarded,  and  who*e  assistance  is  dreaded ;  whose  self-esteem  is  so 
saortnoua  and  his  judgment  so  feeble,  that  in  spite  of  a  condemnation  which  would  crush  any  other, 
be  soars  above  the  restlessness  of  „ vanity,  in  the  regions  of  ineffable  conceit;  whose  pertinacity 
reaches  the  verge  of  impudence,  and  whose  self-confidence  oversteps  the  bounds  of  arrogance ;  and 
if,  in  addition  to  this,  he  had  for  years  clung  like  an *  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain'  upon  the  shoulders 
of  the  poor  Sdvbad  of  Copy-right,  till  he  had  almost  crushed  the  support  upon  which  he  had  vainly 
mounted ;  and,  unable  to  obtain  offers  from  publishers  himself,  had  held  up  the  prospect  of  payment 
to  others  as  a  means  of  gratifying  his  petty  vanity,  by  procuring  him  the  notice  of  those  who  else 
would  not  have  known  of  bis  existence;  if  there  were  such  a  man, to  him,  and  to  no  other,  should  - 
we  look-  as  the  author  of  such  a  letter.  Is  there  such  a  man  ?'...'  This  stupid  slanderer  of 
American  book-sellers,  authors  and  editors,  says  that  'Public  sentiment  has  been  enlightened  upon 
the  question  of  an  international  copy-right,  and  is  not  indisposed  to  its  enactment.'  The  public  an* 
been  enlightened  upon  the  question,  but  by  whomf    fly  those  very  American  editor*  and  authors 
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whom  this  anonymous  American  thus  shamelessly  libel*.  The  right  of  the  matter  has  been  set  forth, 
and  effectively  too,  in  spite  of  the  self-sufficient  blustering  of  some  few  who  thrust  themselves  forward 
at  its  particular  champions,  and  brought  it  into  ridicule  and  disrepute.* 

Truth,  every  word  truth !  .  .  .  We  never  heard  of  a  more  horrid  death  than  one 
which  was  mentioned  to  us  a  few  evenings  since.  Two  men  were  watching  in  a 
blast-furnace.  In  the  night  a  young  man  of  their  acquaintance  called  in  for  a  lew 
moments.  They  being  weary  in  <  guarding*  day  and  night,  agreed  with  him  to 
tend  the  furnace  a  short  time  while  they  slept  While  they  were  asleep,  with  their 
feet  to  the  furnace,  their  friend  was  alarmed  by  the  bursting  of  the  clay  funnel  of 
the  furnace,  from  which  the  melted  ore,  at  '  white-heat,'  flowed  over  them,  consuming 
their  flesh  to  the  bone  !  .  .  .  There  is  no  such  place  as  Buffalo  —  Buffalo  is  New- 
York  !'  That  was  what  we  said  to  an  excellent  and  esteemed  friend,  who  had  but 
recently  swayed  the  metropolitan  sceptre  of  that  wonderful  city,  what  time  we  were 
'  about  town'  with  him.  It  was  precisely  our  thought  You  walk  about  the  wharves, 
and  for  a  mile  see  sail  and  steam-craft  of  every  degree,  and  many  of  them  of  the 
largest  class,  choking  the  very  stream ;  while  the  smokes  from  the  great  steamers, 
going  out  or  coming  in,  are  continually  seen  trailing  their  long  shadows  over  the 
waters  of  the  beautiful  harbor.  Then  look  at  the  streets  and  buildings,  public  and 
private,  and  the  life,  the  busy  life,  that  pervades  and  Alls  them  !  It  was  like  Gotham, 
for  example,  to  see  a  large  block  of  flour  and  wheat  storage-buildings  going  up,  and 
the  full  flour-barrels,  which  were  to  be  stored,  forming  the?  supports  to  the  successive 
scaffoldings  of  the  masons.  Main-street,  for  a  mile  and  a  half,  is  (  New- York  all  over,' 
in  Us  buildings,  its  bustle,  and  its  various  businesses.  And  did  n't  the  town  look  glo- 
rious, as  surveyed  by  us,  standing  in  the  round-top  of  the  noble  steamer  Hendrick 
Hudson,  Captain  D.  Howe,  (a  vessel  which,  in  every  internal  and  external  attribute 
of  excellence  and  beauty,  is  excelled,  if  at  all,  by  only  one  boat  on  the  Hudson,)  as 
she  swept  out  into  the  harbor,  a  little  after  night-fall  ?  It  was  a  scene  to  be  seen,  not 
to  be  written  about  .  .  .  Fathers  do  not  always  continue  inexorable,  when  a 
pretty  daughter  runs  away  with  and  weds  a  '  stage-artist'  A  friend  tells  us  of  a  fair 
maiden  who  had  been  forbidden  to  marry  an  actor,  and  whose  father  was  at  first  in- 
exorable at  her  disobedience ;  but  after  having  seen  her  husband  on  the  stage,  he 
relented,  and  forgave  her,  remarking :  '  Well,  I  see  you  have  not  disobeyed  me,  after 
all ;  for  the  man  is  not  an  actor,  and  never  will  be  an  actor !'  The  restoration,  under 
the  circumstances,  was  not  very  consoling !  .  .  .  When  an  Editor,  like  Joseph 
R.  Chandler,  Esq.,  late  of  the  Philadelphia  'United  States'  Gazette'  retires  from  a 
station  which  he  has  held  with  the  highest  honor  for  thirty  years  and  upward,  it  is 
meet  that  even  a  contemporary  so  humble  as  the  Editor  hereof  should  express  his 
yol.  xxX.  23 
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sympathy  with  the  public  at  the  loss  they  have  sustained  in  being  deprived  of 
intellectual  labors  which  have  so  long  instructed  and  entertained  them ;  and  on 
own  behalf,  to  wish  for  one  who  never  lost  an  opportunity  to  say  an  eneouraj 
word  for  him  or  his,  that  unalloyed  contentment  and  prosperity  which  he  so  well 
serves.  Fmbnd  !  '  may  you  live  long  and  die  happy !'  •  •  •  Wi  shall  permit 
fair  correspondent  of  ( Locust  Grove'  (who  is  also  heard  elsewhere  in  the  pre 
issue)  to  speak  for  herself,  in  her  very  easy  and  natural  *  Poetical  Eptitle  to 
Editor.9    She  is  a  good  girl,  and  shall  not  '  lack  advancement :' 

'   *  I  p*ay  you,  Sir,  to  pardon  me  the  crime 
Of  sending  you  a  letter  *  all  in  rhyme;' 
For  really,  't  is  so  very  hard  a  thing 
For  me  to  curb  my  fancy's  errant  wing. 
And  march'  along  in  sober  guise  with  those 
Who  tread  the  prim,  plain,  plodding  path  of  prose,    * 
That  I  am  absolutely  forced,  sometimes, 
Like  surplus  steam,  to  let  off  surplus  rhymes. 

•  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  in  my  mind 
A  mighty  sense  of  inward  power  I  find : 
I  feel  like  one  who  bears  a  secret  treasure, 
•  From  which  large  draughts  might  be  brought  forth  at  pleasure. 

Or,  hold !  —  a  better  simile  I  've  found  — 
1  feel  at  present  like  a  giant  hound, 
Who,  struggling  with  the  cords  by  fate  thrown  o*er  him, 
If  once  set  free,  would  carry  all  before  him :       % 
And  what  shall  then  this  giant  disenthral  ? 
One  word,  one  single  word,  will  tell  you  all : 
,  It  is  Encoubagemknt  !  —  a  gracious  power, 

Whose  gentle  influence,  like  a  summer  shower, 
At  once  rewards  the  laborer's  by-gone  toil, 
And  draws  new  treasures  from  the  grateful  soil. 

' •  Not  to  admire  is  all  the  art  I  know, 
To  make  men  happy,  and  to  keep  them  so ;' 
So  sang  the  poet ;  but — I  do  n't  believe  it ! 
At  least  I  would  restrictedly  receive  it : 
Not  to  admire,  of  misery  may  be  curable, 
But  not  to  be  admired  is  unendurable ! 
You  Ml  laugh  at  me,  I  know,  and  think 't  is  plain 
That  I  am  most  intolerably  vain ; 
And  in  good  sooth  perhaps  you  may  be  right, 
For  vanity 's  a  sly,  seductive  sprite, 
ThattotU  creep  in,  do  what  you  can  to  hinder ; 
For  if  you  close  the  door,  he  'II  scale  the  window ; 
And  if  you  shut  up  doors  and  windows  too. 
Leave  but  the  key-hole  open,  he  Ml  pop  through ! 

'  Yet  does  a  something  in  our  hearts  reside, 
Which  is  not  vanity — which  is  not  pride ; 
A  sort  of  feeling  that  pervades  the  mind. 
But  yet  can  scarcely  be  by  words  defined ; 
A  self-existent  consciousnoss  of  power, 
Which  circumstances  neither  raise  nor  lower ; 
A  sense  of  what  we  are  and  what  we  dare, 
And  what  part  God  placed  us  on  earth  to  bear. 
Might  not  this  feeling  in  our  hearts  abide, 
And  yet  be  neither  vanity  nor  pride  f 
I  think  it  might ;  in  fact,  I  know  it  might ; 
What  do  yew  think  f    I'm  pretty  sure  1  *m  right. 

*  I  fear  you  11  deem  this  rigmarole  of  rhyme 
A  very  great  encroachmeut  on  your  time, 
And  think  a  stranger  might  have  known  much  better 
Than  trouble  you  with  such  a  foolish  letter ; 
But  *t  is,  perhaps,  because  I  am  a  stranger, 
That  yon,  my  dear  Sir,  have  incurred  the  danger ; 
For  there  is  no  one  in  this  whole  wide  land 
T'  encourage  me,  or  take  me  by  the  hand ; 
I  have  no  literary  friends  at  all. 
Who  might  my  dormant  powers  to  action  call : 
And  yet  I  feel  within  my  inmost  soul 
That  I  was  born  for  some  important  role ; 
My  heart  is  with  a  thousand  feelings  stirred, 
Unknown,  undreamed  of  by  the  e 
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And  though  *t  to  true  I  cannot  yet  convey 

In  '  words  that  burn'  the  thought*  that  o'er  me  play, 

I  dare  indulge  the  hope  the  time  will  come 

When,  like  an  army  at  the  sound  of  drum, 

The  impatient  words  will  rush  to  meet  the  thoughts, 

And  stir  the  spirit  with  a  trumpet's  note*  I* 

Very  well :  En  avant  !  Mademoiselle,  and  give  us  the  first  and  best  fruits  of  your 
intellectual  strivings.  Clever  as  is  the  foregoing,  however,  we  must  be  permitted  to 
say,  that  in  general  we  prefer  prose  to  verse  ;  especially  from  new  contributors,  who 
are  testing  their  powers.  •  •  *  Cleavkland,  rising  celestially  upon  its  wide  bank, 
and  looking  off  upon  the  broad  expanse  of  Erie,  blue-green  as  a  robin's  egg,  is  a 
pleasant  sight  at  first  to  see ;  and  when  at  length  you  sweep  by  the  long  stone  pier, 
with  banners  flying  and  martial  music  resounding,  and  '  enter  up'  the  town,  as  the 
Chinese  have  it,  your  best  previous  impressions  are  more  than  confirmed.  The  citi- 
zens or  '  city's  fathers'  have  had  due  regard  to  shade-trees ;  beautiful  they  are,  and 
abundant ;  reminding  one  continually,  in  the  wide  and  well-built  streets,  of  umbra- 
geous New-Haven.  Cleaveland  is  a  very  flourishing  city.  Its  commercial  position 
is  preeminent ;  its  churches  and  other  public  edifices  are  in  excellent  taste ;  ana1  its 
hotels,  judging  from  the  two  which  we  visited,  cannot  well  be  surpassed.  In  going 
up  the  lake,  the  <  New-England  House*  received  us ;  and  as  we  passed  through  its 
ample  apartments,  and  surveyed  its  new  and  splendid  furniture,  we  thought  it  would 
be  '  some  time,  and  perhaps  longer,'  before  we  should  encounter  a  superior  establish- 
ment Yet  on  our  return,  we  were  taken  to  the  '  Weddell  House,'  an  immense  and 
quite  tasteful  architectural  structure,  just  then  freshly  opened.  like  the  'New- 
England,'  it  was  at  the  time  full.  In  the  beauty  of  its  situation,  the  spaciousness  of 
its  parlors  and  other  apartments,  the  sumptuousness  of  its  furniture  and  '  surround- 
ings,' it  must  surely  remain  for  the  present  unexcelled.  We  sat  down  at  this  house 
to  the  most  luxurious  dinner  we  ever  discussed,  save  perhaps  on  special  occasions  at 
the  unapproachable  '  Astor  ;'  a  dinner  in  which  potables  strove  with  edibles,  and 
Barnum,  the  host,  with  both,  to  '  give  the  world  assurance'  of  such  a  repast  as  should 
equally  gratify  and  astonish ;  and  we  candidly  admit  that  he  '  had  us  there  !'  Per- 
haps we  might  have  been  equally  astonished  by  Mr.  Scovill,  whose  old-establjshed 
house,  as  we  had  frequent  occasion  to  hear,  enjoys  a  deservedly  wide  reputation 
for  comfort  and  good  cheer.  .  .  .  Wi  are  glad  to  perceive,  by  a  circular  from  the 
1  Mottville  Iron-Works,'  in  Westchester  county,  that  the  *  Cast- Iron  Revolving 
Chair,'  first  suggested  to  the  manufacturer  by  Mr.  Joseph  Curtis,  of  New-York,  a 
gentleman  whose  devotion  to  the  interests  of  common  schools  has  been  so  justly  and 
so  generally  commended,  has  been  adopted  in  all  the  new  and  many  of  the  old  public 
school-houses.  A  greater  improvement  over  the  common  chair,  in  ease  and  comfort, 
and  support  where  it  is  needed,  could  hardly  be  conceived.  It  is  invaluable  as  a 
school-chair,  as  is  its  principle  for  all  chairs  or  sofas.  To  Mr.  Curtis  has  also  recently 
been  awarded  the  prize  of  one  hundred  dollars  for  the  best  system  of  ventilation 
extant ;  another  important  and  healthful  invention,  to  which  we  invite  the  public 
attention.  .  .  .  We  can  justify  the  poetical  praises  bestowed  upon  *  Tuxedo 
Lake,'  in  a  late  number  of  this  Magazine.  We  have  had  the  recent  pleasure  of 
spending  a  happy  day  on  its  sylvan  banks ;  whither  we  had  been  borne,  through  a 
lovely  agricultural  region,  over  the  great  Erie  rail -road.  There  are  few  of  the  cheer- 
ful, joyous  spirits,  including  the  <  ministering  angels'  who  ( assisted'  at  that  perfectly 
pleasant  pic-nic,  but  will  remember  it  for  many  a  long  year  to  come.  .    .    .   Lrrx- 
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rart  men,  library -formers,  book -sellers,  and  «  the  public  generally,'  should  bear  in 
mind  that  the  great '  Book  and  Stationery  Trade-Sale,'  of  Messrs.  Bangs,  Richards 
and  Platt,  commences  on  the  last  day  but  one  of  the  present  month  of  August 
The  catalogue  is  full  and  various ;  as  we  hope  more  particularly  to  indicate,  in  sea- 
son for  our  next  number.  .    .    .    « Ha .'  ha!  ho!  ho  /'    Perhaps,  however,  't  won't 
seem  so  funny  to  you,  reader ;  but  we  must  tell  you  about  a  personage  whose  soubri- 
quet, as  we  were  told,  is  '  Old  Bbn.'    He  came  on  board  <  the  Hendrick*  at  Cleve- 
land, with  a  '  jolly  red  face'  and  an  evident  devotion  to  things  spiritual.    He  was  full ; 
by  which  term  we  mean,  that  there  was  no  lack  of  fullness  in  his  *  feelers,'  including 
the  purple  skin  of  his  face  and  neck,  even  behind  his  red  ears.    It  was  a  dreadfully 
hot  night,  and  it  was  rather  ill-advised  therefore  in  $ome  one  to  direct '  Old  Bbn*  to  a 
state-room  between  the  decks  and  opposite  the  boiler.     None  but  the  '  finally  con- 
demned' can  tell  the  more  than  Tbphetian  torments  ne  suffered  on  that  awful  night. 
It  was  given  to  us  to  see  him  emerge  upon  the  upper  deck  on  the  next  morning, 
lie  was  saturate.    He  was  Mimp.'    He  was  flaccid.    The  skin  of  his  face  and  all 
around  his  neck,  was  corrugated,  parboiled,  shrunken.    He  walked  with  great  diffi- 
culty, and  seemed  to  breathe  with  a  great  deal  more.    He  had  been  '  taken  in'  (to  a 
very  hot  place)  and  completely  <  done  for.'    There  was  a  speechless  appeal,  an  eye- 
remonstrance,  in  his  look,  as  he  sank  into  a  chair  in  the  saloon,  and  faintly  gasped, 
'  Bran-bran-brandy-a'd-water  /*  that  was  pitiful  to  see.    When  three  tumblers  had 
imparted  returning  vitality,  he  rose,  and  supporting  himself  by  the  railing  of  the  bar, 
(for  he  was  very  weak,)  he  did,  between  the  third  and  sixth  tumbler,  '  name  his  views' 
at  large  in  relation  to  the  utterly  unreasonable  temperature  of  the  '  little  hell' lie  had 
occupied  all  night ;  interspersing  his  vehement  comments  with  a  '  blue  streak'  of 
oaths,  which  gave  a  terrific  effect  to  his  denunciations.     Oh !  but  he  was  '  a  sight  to 
see,9  and  a  '  great  sight'  more  to  hear  !     It  must  have  taken  much  spirit  to  place  '  Old 
Ben'  where  he  could  begin  de  novo  to  '  soak*  again ;  for  he  had  been  undergoing  dis- 
tillation all  night !  .    .    .    We  have  had  placed  in  type,  read,  and  corrected  for  the 
press,  a  reply  by '  C.  A.  B.'  to  the  article  in  the  last '  North-American  Review/  upon 
the  writer's  critique  of  Professor  Felton's  '  Agamemnon,'  in  a  late  number  of  the 
Knickerbocker.      Fearing,  however,  lest  it  should  preclude  our  usual  variety  in 
these  departments,  we  have  been  compelled  to  postpone  its  publication  until  the 
September  number.  •    •    •  As  we  write,  the  Park  Theatre  is  undergoing  important 
improvements  and  elaborate  decorations  ;  and  before  these  words,  having  attained  to 
the  dignity  of  type,  shall  have  met  the  eyes  of  our  metropolitan  readers,  many  of 
them  will  have  heard  the  new  English  prima-donna,  Madame  Bishop.    We  had  the 
pleasure  recently  to  hear  her  at  a  private  party,  and  can  safely  say,  that  she  has 
been  excelled  by  no  similar  artiste  for  years,  the  admirable  Mrs.  Wood  not  ex- 
cepted.'  With  an  agreeable  person,  signal  dramatic  abilities,  and  transcendent  vocal 
powers,  she  cannot  fail  to  create  an  unwonted  sensation.    We  are  glad  to  welcome 
our  old  friend,  and  the  public's  favorite,  Mr.  Brouqh,  (who  never  was  in  so  good 
voice  as  since  his  late  return  from  England,)  as  an  efficient  auxiliary  in  the  P auk's 
operatic  company.  .    .    .  We   saw  but  little  of  Detroit,  for  the  reason  that  on  our 
voyage  up  we  arrived  there  early  in  the  morning,  and  remained  scarcely  an  hour ; 
but  we  employed  that  time  in  glancing  hurriedly  over  the  town.    Detroit  appeals 
to  a  hasty  observer  a  singular  compound  of  the  past  and  the  present.    It  is  beautifully 
situated :  its  streets  are  wide,  but  at  so  early  an  hour  did  not  present  a  very  business- 
like appearance.  Several  of  the  older  and  many  of  the  more  modern  private  i 
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have  an  unusual  air  of  elegance  and  comfort ;  and  the  churches,  which  struck  us  as 
very  numerous  for  a  town  no  larger  than  Detroit,  are  generally  imposing,  two  or  three 
eminently  so.  On  our  return,  we  arrived  at  the  city  at  nine  o'clock  on  one  of  the 
most  lovely  nights  we  ever  saw.  The  town, beautiful '  by  the  light  of  the  moon/ 
slept  upon  the  bank  of  the  broad  transparent  river  that  reflected  the  moonlight  in 
one  unbroken  sheet  of  silver ;  and  there  was  not  a  sail  that  was  not  inverted  per- 
fectly in  the  calm,  silent  water.  Sorry  were  we  to  leave  certain  kind  friends,  who 
urged  our  stay  in  a  town  so  famed  for  the  beauty  of  its  women,  its  generous  hospitality, 
and  its  unaffected  '  good  society.'  We  saw,  for  a  few  moments,  several  of  the '  Young 
Bachelors'  of  the  •place,  who  were  making  arrangements  to  celebrate  their  newly- 
formed  society  on  the  evening  of  the  national  anniversary,  then  close  at  hand.  Let 
us  hope  they  had  'a  good  time.'  They  could  scarcely  fail,  however,  for  they  were 
assisted  by  a  sometime  Gothamite,  who  is  generally  considered  '  mrrne*  in  this  meri- 
dian. May  his  shadow  (and  his  substance)  never  be  less !  .  .  .  Havk  you  ever  read 
a  work  called  '  Shakspeare  and  hit  Friends,*  just  published  by  Messrs.  Buboess, 
Stringer  and  Company  ?•  If  you  have  not,  do  n't  fail  to  do  so.  Charles  Lamb  has 
somewhere  hit  off  the  character  of  these  vivid  portraits,  which  are  really  drawn  to 
the  very  life,, and  in  the  very  manner  of  the  *ge  in  which  they  lived.  The  '  sweet 
Swan  of  Avon'  is  not  made  to  '  cackle  like  a  goose,'  but  himself  and  '  friends'  are 
actual  living,  breathing  people  before  you.  The  volumes,  we  are  informed,  have 
already  a  wide  sale.  .  .  .  We  might  say  something  of  the  river  and  Lake  Saint 
Clair,  and  their  flat,  monotonous,  yet  occasionally  picturesque  banks ;  but  we  wish  you, 
reader,  to  come  at  once  with  us  to  the  opening  of  Lake  Huron,  at  Fort  Gratiot  What 
a  vast  semi-circular  sweep,  on  either  hand,  of  those  graceful  shores !  What  a  broad, 
deep,  deep  blue  ocean  is  before  you  !  The  scene  is  like  a  vision  of  beauty,  a  com- 
pound of  varied  loveliness  reflected  from  the  Land  of  Dreams.  That  exquisite  view 
can  never  fade,  in  a  single  fresh  tint,  from  our  remembrance.  Long  hours  we  sailed 
on  that  glorious  lake ;  and  a  more  perfect  season  of  delight,  in  a  craft  like  the  (  Hen- 
duck  Hudson,'  with  such  a  captain  as  Howe  and  such  a  steward  as  Ross,  it  would 
be  difficult  to  conceive.  We  passed  the  great  Saginaw  and  Thunder  Bay,  Presque- 
Isle,  etc.,  and  on  a  Sunday  morning  arrived  at  the  great  Straits  which  separate  Lake 
Michigan  from  matchless  Lake  Huron.  .  .  .  That  was  not  a  bad  retort  which 
was  made  to  a  braggadocio  who  was  boasting  that  every  generation  grew  wiser 
than  its  predecessor.  <  Now,'  said  he, ( my  father  knew  more* than  my  grandfather, 
and  I  am  certain  I  know  more  than  my  father.'  '  Then,'  replied  a  waggish  by- 
stander, 'your  grand-father  must  have  been  a  d d  fool!'   *    *   *   Vert  deeply 

do  we  regret  to  be  obliged  to  record  the  death  of  Joseph  C.  Nbale,  Esq.,  of  Phila- 
delphia, author  of  the  '  Charcoal  Sketches,'  and  very  many  other  admirably  humor- 
ous writings.  We  knew  him  well.  A  child  of  genius ;  of  the  kindest  heart }  of 
most  loveable  qualities  as  a  man ;  a  gifted,  retiring  gentleman — a  true  friend.  Peace 
to  his  ashes!  .  .  .  '  M-i-c-h,  Mich,  i,  Mich-i,  l-i,  Michi-li,  m-a-c-k,  Michili-mack, 
i,  Michilimack-i,  m-a-c-k,  nack,  Michilimachinaw  /'  When  we  used  to  be  spel- 
ling that  awfully  hard  word,  we  little  thought  ever  to  find  ourselves  *  on  the  spot ;' 
but  one  pleasant  Sunday  morning  the  high  blufls  and  straits  of  Mackinaw  rose  on 
the  sight.  The  top  of  the  high  land  was  projected  out  in  strong  relief  by  the  sun, 
which  lighted  up,  with  a  brightness  almost  intense,  the  white  convent-looking  fort 
that  crowns  the*  north-western  height ;  but  a  thin  mist  hid  all  the  lower  part  from 
riew.    As  we  entered  the  Straits,  this  curtain  of  mist  rolled  gracefully  down,  reveal- 
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ing  lilacs  and  peach  and  apple4reee,  in  the  freshness  of  their  early  blossoms,  and  de- 
veloping the  little  crescent-settlement  of  Mackinaw,  on  the  edge  of  the  bay.  We 
have  landed ;  and  who  ever  saw  such  water !  Thirty  feet  down  yon  can  see  a  shil- 
ling-piece as  plain  as  if  it  were  in  yonr  hand  ;  and  as  for  the  fish,  of  which  you  see 
hundreds  at  a  time,  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  put  down  your  hook,  and  place  your  bait 
at  the  mouth  of  '  your  choice.'  The  ancient  stockade-fences,  the  dandelions  by  the 
road-side,  the  quaint-looking  old  edifices,  the  Indian  wigwams  by  the  shore,  and  the 
gay  aboriginals  lounging  lazily  about ;  the  stores  of  *  Injun  Kur'oritie*,'  the  odd  little 
church,  with  iron  '  curlikews'  hanging  under  the  weather-cock,  like  the  segment  of 
a  dismembered  tooth-drawing  instrument ;  all  these  arrested  attention.  We  were 
about  to  speak  of  the  '  Arched  Rock,1  a  sublime  frame  to  a  lovely  Huron-mirror,  of 
the  '  Sugar-Loaf,'  etc. ;  great  and  attractive  natural  curiosities,  to  which  we  were 
conducted  by  an  accomplished  officer  of  the  United  States  Topographical  Corps ;  bat 
they  have  already  been  described  by  several  contemporaries  of  the  press,  who  visited 
them  shortly  after  we  left  We  were  greatly  obliged  to  Judge  Abbott,  an  old  resident, 
a  great  traveller,  and  a  most  intelligent  and  entertaining  gentleman,  for  many  cour- 
tesies, for  the  examination  of  several  rare  curiosities,  and  for  much  valuable  informa- 
tion, of  which  we  shall  avail  ourselves  hereafter.  A  like  acknowledgment  is  due  also 
to  Mr.  Harking,  the  collector  of  the  port  of  Mackinaw.  It  was  pleasant  to  sit  on  the 
cool  piazza  of  the  old  yellow-brown  «  Mission-House,'  and  watch  the  long  line!  of 
smoke  on  the  distant  horizon  of  the  Huron,  indicating  the  approach,  for  hours  before 
they  arrived,  of  the  great  lake -steamers.  But  the  time  to  depart  for  the  '  SaltoU* 
maree,'  as  we  heard  it  called,  at  length  arrived.  •  •  •  A  friend,  writing  from  New- 
port, (Rhode  Island,)  says :  '  I  heard  a  very  respectable  '  bull'  here  the  other  day. 
A  lady  had  all  her  cherries  stolen,  in  one  night.  The  gardener  was  charging  it  on 
the  robins.  She  was  not  to  be  '  done'  in  that  way,  and  replied :  *  I  guess  they 
were  two-legged  robins !'  Probability  certainly  favored  her  oonclusion !'  .  .  •  All 
old  and  faithful  correspondent  wrote  us  from  the  'Hamilton  House,  at  Fort 
Hamilton,  during  our  late  absence  from  town,  as  follows :  (  After  you  have  rambled 
about  to  your  heart's  content,  and  the  fierce  heats  of  summer  compel  you  to  a  rest- 
ing-place, just  drop  down  to  the  '  Hamilton  House,'  and  see  what  Mrinsxl  can  do 
for  you.  Is  it  hot  in  the  dusty  city  ?  Hero  are  cool  breezes  from  old  ocean  <2tr**t 
Do  you  want  magnificent  views  of  town  and  country,  sea  and  harbor?  Come  Aert ; 
do  you  seek  comfortable  lodgings,  a  capital  table,  choice  company,  and  a  host  who 
never  grows  weary  in  well-doing?  M  kin  ell  tenders  you  all  these.  Pray  come  and 
sector  yourself.'  Thank  you.  If  it  is  not  too  late,  set  a  plate  and  arm-chair  for  as, 
and  put  the  Heidseick  in  the  ice  as  early  as  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon !  •  •  •  Dus> 
ino  the  hour  or  two  which  we  passed  on  board  the  '  Oregon'  steamer,  while  she  was 
«  wooding*  at  Mackinaw,  on  her  way  to  Chicago,  we  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting, 
among  others  of  her  distinguished  passengers,  Hon.  T.  Butler  Kino,  of  Georgia,  whoa 
we  had  encountered  before  at  the  dinner  given  in  his  honor  at  the  Ast or- House,  and 
from  Ohio,  a  friend  and  correspondent  in  the  person  of  Hon.  Mr.  Schrncx,  His  Ex- 
cellency, Governor  Brbb,  and  Hon.  Thomas  Corwin,  the  '  Wagon-boy  of  Ohio,'  as 
he  is  sometimes  called  ;  and  greatly  did  we  lament  our  inability,  in  consequence  of 
other  engagements,  to  comply  with  a  cordial  invitation  to  increase  by  two  the  number 
of  the  Oregon's  passengers  down  Lake  Michigan.  Mr.  Corwin'b  expressive  face  and 
natural  manner  confirm  all  that  has  been  said  of  the  accessories  of  his  eloquence. 
His  wit  and  humor  are  proverbial.    One  anecdote  of  his,  which  we  heard  at  Maeki- 
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naw,  we  record  here,  because  it  admirably  illustrate!  the  potency  of  'forms'  in  po- 
litical meetings,  and  the  absence  of  '  entoosymussy,'  as  Byron  would  term  it,  in  some 
partisan  auditories.  Mr.  Co&wm,  in  the  early  part  of  his  political  career,  had  been 
addressing  some  ten  or  twelve  thousand  of  bis  matter-of-fact  fellow  citizens,  at  a 
place  called  *  {few- England  Settlement,'  in  the  Western  Reserve.  He  never  made 
a  better  speech,  osr  uttered  one  more  impressively,  in  his  life ;  but  it  was  not  inter- 
rupted during  its  delivery  by  a  single  encouraging  word  or  gesture ;  and  when  it  was 
finished,  an  awful  pause  ensued ;  until  a  tall  thin  Yankee,  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
crowd,  rose  and  said,  in  a  thin  drawling  voice :  *  Mr.  Chairman,  I  move  that,  in 
consideration  of  the  spirited  and  patriotic  speech  of  Mr.  Cor-wine,  this  meeting  give 
him  three  cheers.'  Another  awful  pause  followed ;  when  a  little  man  jumped  up 
en  the  other  side  of  the  crowd,  and  jerked  out, '  I  second  that  motion.'  The  chair- 
man rose  with  great  deliberation  and  dignity :  '  Gentlemen,'  said  he, '  you  have  heard 
the  resolution :  it  is  moved  and  seconded,  that  in  consideration  of.  the  spirited  and 
patriotic  speech  which  we  have  heard  from  Mr.  Cor-wine,  this  meeting  proceed  to 
give  him  three  cheers.'  An  irregular  '  Hoorah  /'  was  returned,  and  then  all  was 
silence.  The  chairman  rose  again :  '  The  resolution,  it  should  not  be  forgotten,'  said 
be,  <  contemplated  three  cheers ;  you  will  therefore  now  proceed  to  give  a  second 
cheer ;'  and  a  second  '  cheer,'  such  as  it  was,  was  given  ;  and  a  third  followed,  with 
the  same  forms ;  and  the '  large  and  enthusiastic  meeting*  dispersed.  •  •  •  'A  Dream 
ef  Youth*  has  some  merit,  but  it  shows,  and  yet  lacks,  labor.  Such  poetry  is  *  made ;' 
it  does  not  come  intuitively.  The  two  verses  which  ensue,  the  opening  one,  and  that 
descriptive  of  an  old  aunt  at  church,  have  .some  nature  about  them: 


4  Musing  o'er  the  tinging  log 
On  the  fire  at  eventide, 
Slowly  did  a  mental  fog 
O'er  me  glide. 


'Then  I  mw  my  spinster  aunt 

With  her '  good-as-you-are'  look, 
Peeping  with  an  eye  askant 
From  the  book.' 


There  is  but  one  smoke  that  rises  from  a  white  man's  dwelling,  in  the  long,  long 
dktance*  from  Mackinaw  to  the  Sault  Ste.  Marie,  where  Superior  commences, 
through  the  long  and  picturesque  Saint  Mary's,  its  journey  to  meet  the  chaste  em- 
brace of  Huron.  On  our  passage  up,  countless  river-islands ;  now  and  then  two  or 
three  oven-like  Indian  wigwams,  with  the  tawny  occupants  standing  by  the  door ; 
long  reaches  of  deep  forest,  with  cone-like  firs,  like  land-marks  or  mile-stones,  mea- 
guring  off  the  way ;  these  were  the  predominant  features  of  the  scene,  until  just  at 
dark  we  saw  on  our  left  the  little  settlement  of  ( The  Sault,'  and  heard  the  long  per- 
vading- roar  of  the  rapids,  and  beheld  the  white  foamy  line  which  indicated  their  ter- 
mination in  the  forward  distance.  At  the  '  Sault  Ste.  Marie  Hotel,'  an  admirable 
house,  admirably  kept  and  bountifully  supplied  by  those  courteous  and  kind  hosts, 
Messrs.  Steevens  and  Cornwall,  we  partook  of  a  most  delicious  trout-supper ;  and 
titer  a  night's  sound  sleep,  in  a  olean  sweet  bed  and  a  cool  atmosphere,  rose  refreshed 
for  a  visit  to  the  Portage,  and  to  take  a  look  at  the  waters  of  Lake  Superior.  It 
would  have  taken  '  some  dollars'  to  have  induced  us  to  go  over  the  boiling,  rushing, 
foaming,  tumbling  rapids,  where  three  persons,  who  exhibited  more  temerity  than 
bravery,  were  but  recently  swallowed  up  and  lost  Far  pleasanter  is  it  to  fish  a  little 
below  the  '  Sault,'  hauling  up  the  big  trout  as  fast  as  the  fly  (the  book  tipped  only  with 
the  head  of  a  worm,)  touches  the  water.  A  Mr.  P ,  of  Detroit,  as  we  were  in- 
formed, annoyed  doubtless  at  the  recently-discovered  unproductiveness  of  the  « Old 
%  Settlers'  Copper-Mining  Company,'  into  which,  as  we  heard,  he  had  not  slightly 
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been '  let  in,'  did  his  best  to  force  the  obliging  captain  of  the  *  Saint  Clair*  steamer  to  go 
away  in  the  morning.  But,  as  we  ventured  to  predict,  neither  copper  nor  *  braef  could 
avail  to  that  end.  Hour  after  hour,  to  which  Ac  had  limited  the  captain,  passed  by, 
and  '  the  party*  with  whom  '  Old  Knick.'  was  engaged  in  <  wiling  the  speckled  prey* 
still  continued  their  sport.  '  Hence  we  view,'  that  the  '  imperative*  is  not  always  the 
best '  mood,'  even  for  one  so  selfish  and  '  hard*  as  a  copper-man*  <  This  was  some- 
time a  paradox,'  up  at  the  Sault  perhaps,  yet  we  saw  <  the  proof  But  the  *  Saint 
Clair,'  spouting  its  hot  high-pressure  breath,  is  off,  and  down  the  St  Mary's.  *  *  *  Thi 
astronomers  are  getting  dainty  in  their  celestial  acquisitions.  Hbnckk,  the  discoverer 
of  the  new  planet  Astroa,  writes  to  Schummacher  that  he  has  discovered  a  new  star, 
but  that  it  is  '  not  in  a  very  rich  part  of  the  heavens  !'  It  is  rather  a  poor  affair,  hav- 
ing '  only  an  hourly  motion  of  about  a  second  of  time  in  right  ascension.'  *  *  -  When 
we  left  New-York,  we  saw  Horace  Greeley  lying  down  by  a  North-river  wharf, 
all  covered  with  flour,  perfectly  helpless,  unable  to  utter  a  single  word,  and  rolling 
indolently  about,  in  such  a  manner  as  we  thought  we  should  never  see  the  Editor  of 
the  '  Tribune  *  do.  We  said  nothing ;  for  there  were  other  persons  by,  who  were 
even  more  '  interested*  than  ourselves  in  what  we  saw.  It  was  the  *  Horace  Gree- 
ley' canal-boat  that,  with  some  surprise,  we  beheld  at  the  wharf ;  but  it  was  a  sur- 
prise still  more  agreeable,  to  meet  our  friend  in  propria  persona,  at •  The  Sault/  some 
twelve  hundred  miles  from  the  building  in  which  we  daily  officiated  at  our  kindred 
and  congenial  labors ;  fresh  and  frisky  as  an  overgrown  joyous  boy,  and  rail  of  ad- 
miration of  the  varied  scenes  of  nature  which  we  had  enjoyed  in  common,  before 
reaching  '  Saltstemaree'  What  a  delightful  influence  release  from  toil  and  change 
of  scene  have  upon  the  soul  of  a  man  long  in  '  populous  city  pent !'  The  last  time 
we  saw  our  old  friend  and  contemporary,  he  was  running  down  from  the  ' 
House'  at  Mackinaw  to  survey  the  Huron  Sea- Serpent,  which  had  made  its  i 
ance,  for  one  night  only,  a  little  off  shore.  We  could  have  sworn  to  him,  i 
through  a  good  glass ;  but  it  was  an  illusion,  that  deceived  '  the  oldest  inhabitant'  It 
was  simply  an  undulating  wave.  -  -  *  We  thought,  while  in  the  great '  Aucduok 
Hudson'  steamer,  on  Lake  Erie,  enjoying,  with  a  radiant  company,  the  brilliant 
moonlight  nights  on  the  outer  piazzas  of  the  state-rooms,  or  the  pleasant  danoe  or 
waltz,  to  inspiring  music,  in  the  long  and  beautiful  Gothic  cabin,  (with  such  other 
*  addittaments'  as  Captain  Howe  and  Steward  Ross  knew  so  well  when  and  how  to 
impart,)  '  surely,'  we  thought,  *  all  this  is  unique  ;'  but  to  go  on  board  the  '  Saint 
Louie,'  the  '  Oregon,'  and  the  '  Louisiana ;'  to  see  the  ample  space,  the  splendid 
furniture,  the  multitudinous  panel  oil-paintings,  the  abundant  comfort  and  teeming 
luxury  with  which  they  abound ;  all  this  '  gave  the  admirer  pause ;'  and  while  he 
paused,  some  one  whispered  in  his  ear, '  You  should  see  <  The  Sultana  ;'  •  to  which 
thus'  Capt  Howe  :  '  Wait  until  you  see  my  new  steamer ;  we  intend  to  beat  them 
all  .'*  But  what  need  can  there  be  of  *  beating*  such  boats  as  those  we  have  named  T 
Fortunately,  the  captains  and  their  officers  can 't  be  improved,  *  any  how  ;*  so  there 
is  little  fear  of  mutation  in  that  quarter.  Such  masters  as  Cotton,  of  the  '  Oregon,' 
of  whom  we  had  the  pleasure  to  see  much  ;  Howe,  of  the  *  Hendriek,*  of  whom  we 
saw  more ;  Wheeler,  of  the  •  Saint  Louis,'  of  whom  we  saw  enough  to  convince 
us  that  he  had  few  peers  in  generous  frankness  of  heart  and  thorough  knowledge  of 
his  business ;  these,  happily,  with  such  cooperators  as  Bloomer  and  Ross,  can  find  no 
'  improved'  officers  to  '  push  them  from  their  stools.'  They  would  make  the  humblest 
steamer  popular,  and  add  an  attraction  to  the  best  .   .   .  The  favor  of  *  2L,'  embo- 
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dying  a  graphic  Limning  from  SpUt-Rock,  awaits  present  insertion.  .  .  Perhaps 
it  would  afford  you  a  new  idea  of  *  Old  Rosin/  to  hear  it  sung  just  as  you  are 
dropping  to  sleep  in  your  state-room  in  a  lake-steamer  ;  trolled  out  by  some  '  jolly 
boys'  sitting  in  the  dewy  morning-moonlight  outside : 


*  They  raised  up  the  lid  of  the  coffin, 

Aad  in  it  l«y  Rosin-tme-Bow  ; 
Dead,  and  laid  out  on  the  counter, 
There  lay  old  Rosin-thi-Bow  !' 


'  They  take  six  jolly  good  fellows, 
Aud  let  them  all  staggering  go, 
And  dig  a  great  hole  in  the  meadow, 
And  in  it  laid  Rosxn-thk-Bow.' 


We  slid  off  into  dream-land  in  the  midst  of  a  proposition  to  drink  to  the  health  of 
'  Old  Rosin'  in  a  julep  made  from  the '  rich  mint'  that  grew  on  his  grave ;  and  we  think 
the  resolution  passed  ( measurably.'  ...  A  delightful  and  memorable  evening 
party,  at  the  country-seat  of  a  distinguished  BofiFalonian,  was  followed  the  next  day 
by  a  second  recent  visit  to  Niagara.  It  is  a  scene  to  fed,  not  to  describe.  As  we 
beheld  the  whooping  billows  of  the  rapids  rushing  to  the  awful  brink,  chasing  each 
other,  yet  shrinking  from  the  dread  plunge,  we  thought  of  those  who  there  had  gazed 
in  wonder  and  awe,  even  as  we  were  gazing  ;*  of  the  thousands  and  tens  of  thou- 
sands who,  like  those  countless  billows,  had  been  swept  onward  toward  the  '  great 
gulf*  from  which  they '  terribly  recoiled ;'  but  there  was  no  arm  that  could  avert  that 
leap  into  the  abyss  of  death !  Again  and  again,  and  in  all  places,  did  we  drink  in 
the  varied  sublimities  of  the  Great  Cataract ;  but  we  accord  our  preference,  over  all 
other  views,  to  that  which  may  be  obtained  from  the  deck  of  '  The  Maid  of  the  Mist,1 
a  powerful  and  safe  steamer,  which  plies  on  the  green-and-milky  river  below  the 
Falls.  It  takes  its  passengers  directly  up  to  the  American  and  Horse-Shoe  Falls ; 
and  as  you  pass  from  the  bright '  bow  of  promise'  of  the  one,  to  the  thick  vapor  and 
broad  resplendent  rainbow  of  the  other,  you  become  saturate  with  the  dread  sub- 
limity of  the  scene.  No  visitor  has  truly  seen  the  cataract,  in  one  grand  coup-dail 
who  has  not  made  this  easy  and  safe  excursion.  The  hotels  at  the  Falls  are  greatly 
unproved.  White,  our  first  host  of '  The  Eagle,'  whose  house  was  full  to  the  roof,  and 
whose  wide  reputation  for  kind  courtesy  and  considerate  attention  to  his  guests  is 
well  deserved,  made  us  quite  at  home  and  happy.  '  The  Cataract-HouseJ  kept 
by  Whitney,  Jerauld  and  Company,  which  received  us  on  our  second  visit,  vast  as 
it  is,  is  in  perfect  order ;  enclosing  within  its  edifice  and  domain  every  thing  that  the 
heart  of  a  visitor  could  fancy  or  desire ;  including  a  rushing- water  prison  for  almost 
every  variety,  and  certainly  '  any  quantity'  of  ever-recurring  fresh  fish.  Big  as  is 
*  The  Cataract,*  however,  the  present '  Eagle'  is  to  give  place  to  a  superb  hotel,  to 
be  kept  by  Mr.  White,  which  will  be  almost  twice  as  spacious !  .  .  .  We  have 
received  from  Professor  Tatler  Lewis  a  communication  for  the  present  number 
of  the  Knickerbocker.  It  is  in  reply  to-  Mr.  Bristed,  whom  he  charges  with 
having  '  made  an  unprovoked  and  unjust  attack  upon  himself  in  the  course  of  a  • 
late  review  of  Professor  Felton's  Agamemnon.'  Professor  Lewis  proposes  to  '  show 
the  ignorance  of  his  assailant ;  to  discuss*  briefly  a  suggested  question  in  philosophy, 
which  he  thinks  will  have  interest  for  some  of  the  readers  of  the  Knickerbocker  ;  and 
to  expose,  in  its  leading  features,  the  style  and  scholarship  of  that  school  of  which  the 
reviewer  of  Professor  Felton  may  be  regarded  as  a  fair  representative.'  He  assures 
m  that  had  he  seen  the  article  of  Mr.  Bristed  at  an  early  date,  a  reply  would  have 

*  Tux  leaf  from  the  Falls  Register,  containing  Willis  Gaixobd  Clabk's  well-known  lines  on  the 
Qnal  Cataract,  has  been  stolen  by  some  graceless  autograph-hunter.    We  should  like  to  look  in  his 
or  her  face  when  the  manuscript  is  shown  to  a  friend ! 
VOL.   XXX.  24 
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been  in  readiness  for  our  last  number.  We  regret  that  in  consequence  of  the  ] 
of  matter  we  are  compelled  to  defer  it  until  September,  when  we  hope  to  be  able  to 
give  it  an  insertion.  .  .  .  That  was  most  judicious  advice  which  was  given  as  at 
Niagara,  by  all  means  to  take  the  Lake  Ontario  Route  to  Montreal.  If  you  have 
not  chanced  to  meet  at  Buffalo  with  the  obliging  agent,  Mr.  H.  W.  D.  Brewster, 
drop  in  upon  the  rotund  and  courteous  Niagara  agent,  Mr.  E.  Barber,  at  his  office 
near  the  '  Eagle/  and  having  purchased  your  ticket,  proceed  at  once  '  by  rail'  to 
Lewiston,  place  yourself  on  board  of  the  large  and  home-like  steamer  '  Niagara* 
if  she  should  be  in  port,  and  with  Captain  R.  F.  Child,  (as  competent  a  seaman  and 
as  obliging  and  attentive  a  commander  as  ever  trod  a  deck,)  pass  down  the  Niagara 
to  old  Ontario,  and  accompany  him  to  Rochester,  busy  Oswego,  dull  Sackett's-Har- 
bor,  well-built  Kingston,  and  not-very-handsome  Ogdensburgh,  when  you  will  take 
the  '  British  Queen,1  under  the  capable  Captain  Chamberlain,  who  will  steam  yon 
past  the  'Thousand  Islands/  over  the  '  Long  Sault,' '  The  Cedar'  Rapids  and  ' The 
Cascades,'  to  Lachine,  where  you  take  coach  eight  miles,  to  beautiful  Montreal, 
the  coachman  dropping  you  at  Donn  eg  ana's  magnificent  hotel  about  dusk  on  the 
evening  of  the  third  day  after  leaving  Niagara.  .  .  .  The  paper  upon  '  Northern 
Mythology,1  in  the  present  number,  will  arrest  the  attention  and  sustain  the  interest 
of  the  reader.  It  will  be  succeeded  by  an  article  on  the  'Eddas  of  Iceland,9  which 
will  be  found  to  be  very  attractive.  From  the  same  distinguished  source  whence  we 
derive  these  valuable  communications  we  expect  soon  to  receive  authentic  sketches 
of  'Life  in  Sweden.1  Proceeding  from  an  accurate  observer,  in  a  position  to  be  well 
acquainted  with  the  men,  manners,  etc.,  of  a  country  so  little  known  in  America,  we 
anticipate  for  our  readers  a  rare  treat  .  .  .  The  picturesqneness  and  beauty  of  the 
*  Thousand  Islands'  in  the  Saint  Lawrence  cannot  be  exaggerated.  It  needs  an  appre- 
ciative and  practised  observer,  like  Mr.  Henry  J.  Brown,  the  accomplished  second 
officer  of  the  '  Niagara'  steamer,  for  example,  to  indicate  to  the  traveller  the  combina- 
tions of  lovely  views  with  which  he  himself  has  become  familiar,  and  which  he  hat 
taken  to  his  heart  With  these  timely  yet  sudden  and  most  agreeable  surprises  were 
we  imbued  with  the  very  spirit  of  the  scene  ;  and  to  adopt  the  ellipsis  of  Milton,  it 

'  Can  never  from  our  heart* 
When  we  had  taken  a  reluctant  leave  of  the  '  Niagara,'  and  the  friendly  officers  who 
had  made  it  a  home  to  us,  we  entered  the  <  British  Queen,'  and  with  hearts  '  palpita- 
ting perplexedly,'  wero  borne  over  the  «  Long  Sault,'  over  the  '  hell  of  waters'  of 
'  The  Cedars,'  and  the  snowy  foam  of  '  The  Cascades.'  Every  thing  was  new,  and 
wore  a  foreign  air  to  us.  The  houses  of  the  evidently-happy  habitant,  at  regular  and 
narrow  intervals,  all  along  the  left  bank  of  the  St  Lawrence  ;  the  carriage-trip  from 
Lachine  to  Montreal,  upon  a  fine  road,  whose  left  bank  looked  sheer  down  upon  a  rich 
champagne-landscape,  such  as  we  had  supposed  was  only  to  be  seen  in  a  pictured 
panorama  ;  the  entrance  to  the  Stone  City,  through  a  narrow  street,  and  along  such 
odd-looking,  low  steep-roofed  dwellings  as  are  not  elsewhere  to  be  seen  in  Ame- 
rica ;  all  these  make  an  ineffaceable  impression  upon  the  observer.  .  .  .  Oca  cor- 
respondents ('  any  and  every  where')  must  not  expect  us  to  answer  all  their  letters, 
nor  to  pronounce  at  once  upon  all  tho  articles  sent  us.  It  is  a  work  of  time  to  decide 
upon  articles,  and  a  matter  of  long  time,  frequently,  to  secure  a  place  for  accepted 
papers.  The  following  references  are  to  a  few  ouly  of  the  communications  received 
during  our  absence :  '  The  Court  of  Love'  is  accepted ;  '  Reunion,'  '  First-Love 
Verses,'  and  '  Vestal  Fame'  are  filed  j  *  A  chapter  on  Fallacies'  is  welcomed  to  our 
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pages ;  '  J.  C.  9.'s  poetical '  specimens'  are  not  remarkable,  and  are  respectfully  de- 
clined ;  *  An  Epistle'  is  very  easy-running,  natural  verse,  but  quite  too  long  for  pub- 
lication ; '  A  thrilling  Ballad,'  <  Morning,'  fnd  '  Midnight-Musings  of  a  Lone  Student,' 
are  under  consideration.  *  J.  M.  McK.,'  of  K  — ,  most  not  permit  us  to  give  him 
the  trouble  to  supply  that  which,  if  accepted,  might  yet  remain  for  a  twelvemonth 
awaiting  insertion.  We  appreciate  his  obliging  intentions,  however,  and  shall  be  glad 
to  serve  his  interests.  .  .  .  Whither  one  enters  Montreal  by  land  from  Lachine, 
or  by  water  from  Laprairie,  the  scene  will  be  forgotten  by  no  true  lover  of  the  pic- 
turesque. By  the  former,  you  go  up  Notre-Dame-street,  past  the  vast  cathedral, 
that  oilier  admirable  structure,  the  new  Montreal  Bank,  and  the  English  Church, 
and  are  landed  at  Don* egana's,  another  imposing  architectural  ornament  to  tfie  city, 
and  an  worthy  of  admiration  for  its  interior  as  for  its  exterior ;  and  this,  as  to  the 
former,  in  a  good  many  more  senses  than  one.  But  of  all  that  we  saw,  and  felt,  and 
enjoyed  in  Montreal ;  the  kind  courtesies  we  received,  the  pleasant  acquaintances  we 
formed,  the  friendships  we  renewed,  we  must  speak  from  time  to  time,  *  as  they  shal 
cohmii  into  the  minde.'  One  thing  we  should  not  omit  to  say,  for  the  benefit  of 
our  travelling  readers,  even  now  ;  and  that  is,  that  for  a  hotel,  commend  us  to  the 
superb  establishment  of  Donnegana.  It  is  a  sanspareil.  •  •  •  We  were  reading 
a  proof-sheet  the  other  afternoon  (thanks  to  Mr.  Van  Waet)  in  the  pilot-house  of  the 
commodious  and  *  swift-sure'  'Zephyr9  steamer,  (that  blessing  to  all  near-dwellers 
on  the  Hudson,)  when  we  suddenly  missed  a  bundle  of  copy.  We  had  dropped  it  in 
hurrying  to  the  boat  Of  its  contents  we  remember  especially, '  Moluscous  Musings,' 
'  The  Love  of  the  Beautiful,'  and  '  Some  Thoughts  on  the  American  Tract  Society's 
Crusade  against  the  Sin  of  Dancing.'  Perhaps  the  person  who  picked  the  packet 
up  may  be  induced  to  attempt  to  use  its  contents.  We  should  like  to  see  him  try 
it — toe  should!  *  *  *  One  word  about  Canada.  We  remember  seeing,  during 
the  *  Patriot*  war,  when  '  Liberty  not  only  reigned  but  poured?  on  our  northern 
frontier,  frequent  accounts  of  the  marked  disparity  observable  on  the  different 
sues  of  a  dividing  line  between  the  American  and  English  domain.  Canada  may 
then  have  been,  as  was  represented,  a  poor  Goo-forsaken  country ;  but  we  should 
like  to  know  now  what  would  be  thought  of  such  admirably-built  towns  as  Kingston, 
Brockrille,  etc.,  and  of  the  general  ah*  of  thrift  and  cultivation,  in  practical  emula- 
tion of  the  American  side,  which  the  traveller  sees  along  the  Canadian  border.  As 
we  were -walking  through  Kingston,  admiring  its  noble  harbor,  its  superb  architectural 
erections,  and  its  long  streets,  in  enduring  stone ;  and  especially,  when  we  looked 
down  from  *  The  Mountain'  upon  rich  and  picturesque  Montreal,  with  its  numerous  and 
beautiful  public  edifices,  we  rejoiced  that  we  were  at  peace  with  a  province  so  near 
as,  upon  which,  as  upon  the  goodly  possessions  of  a  friend,  we  could  look  without 

envy  or  regret.    .    .    .   What  you  want,  S ,  is  mountain  air  and  exercise. 

'  General  inertia,'  forsooth  ;  general  fiddlestick  !  Tou  can  certainly  get  two  or  three 
days'  to  go  up  to  the  Kaatskill  Mountain -House  ;  and  while  you  are  in  town,  you  can 
rarely  take  an  hour  or  two  of  capital  exercise  at  the  cool  retreat  of  '  Graves'  As  tor - 
Bowling  Saloon?  in  Veeey -street,  near  Broadway ;  the  most  extensive  and  well-or- 
dered establishment  of  the  sort  in  the  world,  and  one  which  reflects  honor  (and  health) 
upon  the  city.  Try  our  *  prescription.'  •  •  •  If  any  man  doubts  the  influence  of  the 
txternaU  of  religious  observance  upon  the  mind,  let  him  enter  such  a  cathedral  as 
that  at  Montreal,  and  sit  down  with  its  ten  thousand  worshippers,  during  the  per- 
formance of  High  Mass.    The  vast  space,  the  lofty  galleries,  the  scores  of  officia- 
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ting  priests  and  their  attendants ;  and  above  all,  the  solemn,  melting  music,  filling 
the  great  edifice,  and  lingering  along  the  arches  of  the  roof,  as  if  loth  to  die,  until 
one's  heart  and  eyes  overflow ;  who  can  experience  all  this,  and  not  feel  that  a 
place  may  almost  'become  religion?'  The  pictures;  the  massive  crucifix;  the 
altars,  covered  with  votive  offerings ;  the  numerous  confessionals ;  the  chanting  of 
the  neatly-clad  children  in  the  aisles ;  all  have  their  part  in  the  great  effect  produced. 
Surely  the  Catholic  religion  can  never  cease  to  have  new  votaries  while  that  *  first 
appeal  which  is  to  the  eye'  holds  its  influence  over  the  heart  .  .  .  India-Rubber 
is  becoming  a  public  benefactor.  If  any  one,  man  or  woman,  doubts  it,  let  ban  or 
her  try  one  of  *Day's  Patent  Spring  Boots.9  Nothing  comparable  to  it  in  close-fit- 
ting  elegance  and  ease  ever  clasped  our  pedal  extremities ;  and  our  lady-friends  are 
all  loud  in  their  praise  of  the  feminine  article.  .  .  .  We  passed  recently,  on 
one  of  the  loveliest  days  that  ever  shone  upon  the  earth,  from  the  northern  to  the 
extreme  southern  end  of  Lake  Champlain ;  and  we  can  no  longer  wonder  at  the 
enthusiasm  which  the  surrounding  scenery  awakens  in  every  beholder.  Out  of 
Switzerland  there  is  not  a  more  magnificent '  frame-work  of  God's  heights'  enclosing 
any  body  of  water  in  the  world.  The  towering  Adirondack  mountains  of  New-York, 
in  every  variety  of  form,  on  the  right ;  the  near  and  distant  viewB  of  the  two  ranges 
of  the  Green  Mountains  of  Vermont  on  the  left,  and  the  rich  verdure  of  forest  and. 
cultivated  field  on  either  shore ;  these  compose  a  variety  of  scenes  so  lovely,  that 
we  marvel  much  that  Cole,  or  Durand,  or  Talbot,  has  not  transferred  some  of  them 
to  canvass.  Let  us  hope  to  see  this  want  supplied  in  the  next  exhibition.  *  *  -  Wi 
think  this,  now,  as  touching  love  of  country.  A  man  who  truly  loves  his  own  coun- 
try must  needs  honor  the  man  of  another  nation  who  loves  his  as  well.  We  are 
an  American ;  by  ancestry,  by  birth,  by  feeling  and  affection.  But  when  we  were 
in  Mr.  Skerrett's  new  and  very  handsome  Theatre  at  Montreal,  (the  ever-yoang 
and  always  attractive  Wallace,  with  a  good  stock  company,  embracing  many  '  old 
familiar  faces,'  the  Skerrett's,  Dyott,  De  Walden,  etc.,  from  *  The  Park,'  were 
there,)  and  heard  the  enthusiasm  which  hailed  '  God  save  the  Queen,'  by  the  entire 
company ;'  or  when  we  listened  to  the  national  airs  upon  the  beautiful '  Champ-de- 
Mars,'  or  felt  elsewhere,  in  refined  provincial  circles,  the  spirit  which  they  awa- 
kened, do  you  suppose  we  did  n't  honor  the  loyal  feeling  displayed  ?  We  'did  n't  do 
any  thing  else  !'  Nor  can  we  think  to-night  of  the  wide-echoing  rallying-cry  which 
at  this  moment  is  heard  from  Ben  Nevis  to  Ben  More,  welcoming  the  Queen  of  Eng- 
land to  Scotland,  without  fancying  that  if  we  were  there  we  might  join  in  the  chorus. 
Nor,  so  far  as  reciprocity  or  a  lack  of  reciprocity  of  this  feeling  is  concerned,  do  we 
care  one  straw.  The  simple  question  is,  <  Need  an  American  love  his  own  country 
less,  because  he  sees  the  people  of  another  nation  love  theirs  as  fervently  ?  And 
may  he  uot  pay  a  tribute  to  the  '  amor-patriaV  principle,  without  surrendering  his  in- 
dependence, or  depreciating  his  own  nationality  ?'  We  say  yes,  because  we  think  yes ; 
but  we  interfere  with  no  other  man's  opinion,  American  or  English.  .  .  .  We  trust 
that '  R.  J.  T.,'  of  C ,  (S.  C.,)  will  believe  that  we  sincerely  and  deeply  sympa- 
thise with  him  in  his  '  sad  loneliness.'  But  surely  one  so  open  as  he  himself  evidently 
is  to  the  influences  of  nature,  cannot  long  be  unhappy.  Cheer  up,  man !  The  world 
is  certainly  not  all  flowers  nor  sunshine ;  but  what  then  ?  Much  of  human  suffering 
that  arises  from  unchecked  feeling  may  in  a  measure  be  averted.  We  who  know  it, 
say  it.  .  .  .  R.'s  *Prose  Poem'  was  received  too  late  even  for  the  most  limited  no- 
tice.    We  shall  refer  to  it  on  another  occasion,  if  it  does  n't  become  passi  1 
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have  a  chance.  .  .  .  We  have  one  word  to  say  to  northern  travellers  returning' 
Gotham-ward  by  the  way  of  Saratoga  from  Lake  Champlain.  After  traversing 
Lake  George,  (is  there  such  another  in  the  world  ?)  visiting  the  commodious  and  luxu- 
rious *  Lake-House/  by  our  « Honorable  State  Member,'  Mr.  Sherill,  and  surveying 
the  grand  mountains  thereabout  which  have  '  found  a  tongue'  to  speak  of  famous 
events  in  our  nation's  stormy  days ;  you  may  find  yourself  arriving  at  Whitehall,  at 
night-fall.  After  partaking,  at  the  *  Clinton  House,'  of  an  excellent  supper  and  a  nice 
bed,  may  it  be  your  good,  fortune,  as  it  was  ours,  to  secure  the  quiet  but  most  effi- 
cient aid  of  Mr.  Park,  and  an  active  coadjutor  in  the  person  of  Mr.  Ste evens,  to 
send  you  gliding  deftly  on  the  canal  to  *  Dunham's  Basin,'  and  thence  by  swift  and 
sore  coach  to  Saratoga ;  where,  at  the  sumptuous  '  United  States,'  the  polite  and  cor- 
dial Marvins  stand  with  open  heart  and  arms  to  receive  you.  Nothing  can  be  more 
agreeable  and  various  than  the  route  which,  in  the  discharge  of  a  pleasant  duty  to 
the  public,  we  have  indicated.  .  .  .  Sweltering  one  intensely  hot  day  recently 
at  Montreal,  although  seated  in  the  airiest  apartment  of  Donnegana'b  beautiful  hotel, 
we  could  not  but  long  for  a  sight  of  our  old  friend  Doctor  Jacob  Rabineau's  benevo- 
lent face,  and  a  welcome  to  his  luxurious  Salt-Water  Baths  at  the  Battery,  or  those 
of  his  son  Henry  (hot  or  cold)  at  Desbrosses-street  and  the  Astor-House.  How  little 
do  we  appreciate  the  easily-accessible  enjoyments  of  our  city,  until  absence  and  dis- 
tance deprive  us  of  them  !  .  .  .  We  have  a  pamphlet,  by  Dr.  Martin  Gat,  dated 
May  twenty-ninth,  1847,  claiming  for  Dr.  C.  T.  Jackson,  of  Boston,  the  discovery 
of  the  application  of  the  'LetheonJ  or  sulphuric  ether,  with  quite  an  array  of  docu- 
ments to  that  end  ;  but  we  have  also  before  us,  in  the  Boston  «  Medical  and  Surgical 
Journal'  for  the  twenty-first  of  July,  a  letter  from  Dr.  E.  E.  Marct,  an  eminent  phy- 
sician of  Hartford,  (Conn.,)  in  which  proof,  by  unimpeachable  affidavit,  is  given,  that 
to  Mr.  Horace  Wells,  of  Hartford,  is  due  the  whole  discovery  of  the  fact,  conceived 
and  acted  upon  by  him,  '  that  protoxide  of  nitrogen,  when  inhaled,  possesses  the 
property  of  destroying  pain  during  surgical  operations.'  Now  '  who  shall  decide  when 
doctors  disagree?'  .    .    .   Ah  !  « S.  P.  D.,'  if  we  could  but  do  ourselves  the  pleasure  to 

come  on  to  B ,  in  fulfilment  of  our  promise  to  the  '  fayre  ladye !'    Observe  how 

far  we  have  travelled  of  late.  But  perhaps  there  is  still  the  '  good  time  coming.' 
Let  us  at  least  hope  so.  -  .  .  Once  more  upon  our  beloved  Hudson  !  And  as  we 
speed  over  its  tranquil  bosom,  in  one  of  its  noblest  floating  palaces,  we  drink  in,  and 
although  for  the  thousandth  time,  with  a  new  delight,  the  loveliness  and  grandeur  of 
the  scenery  of  its  shores.  No  wonder  that  Geoffrey  Crayon  returned  to  it,  after  all 
his  wanderings  in  distant  lands,  with  a  heart-felt  preference  for  it  over  all  the  other 
rivers  in  the  world ;  that  he  caught '  new  life  while  bathing  iu  its  ample  billows  and 
inhaling  the  pure  bre'ezes  of  its  hills.'  Ever  strait-forward, '  in  simple,  quiet,  majes- 
tic, epic  flow  ;'  with  '  no  specious,  smiling  surface,  covering  the  dangerous  sand-bar 
or  perfidious  rock  ;  but  a  stream  deep  as  it  is  broad,  and  bearing  with  honorable  faith 
the  bark  that  trusts  itself  to  its  waves.'  And  in  good  keeping  with  the  Hudson  is 
such  a  steamer  as  the  '  Isaac  Newton.'  Its  vast  proportions  ;  its  sumptuously-fur- 
nished cabins ;  its  long  colonnades  of  ample  and  gorgeous  state-rooms ;  the  richness 
and  abundance  of  all  its  appliances  of  luxury  and  comfort ;  including  a  table  that 
would  make  Apicius  smack  his  lips ;  and  last,  although  far  from  least,  the  ability, 
attention  and  courtesy  of  the  captain  and  his  officers ;  all  these,  as  we  have  said, 
seem  to  belong  to,  certainly  they  are  well  associated  with,  our  noble  river.  But 
let  us  to  bed  betimes ;  so  that  happily  we  may  awake  in  the  morning-gloaming,  as 
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we  pan  by  Dobb's,  and  look  forth  over  the  Tappaan-Zee  upon  the  white  mansion 
gleaming  among  the  trees  on  the  verdant  bank,  where  repose  the  little  people  whose 
hearts  shall  bound  as  lightly  within  two  hours  as  do  those  at  this  moment  of  the  hap- 
pily-returned wanderers.  .  •  .  The  ( geological'  paper  of  our  New-Haven  oer- 
respoudent  is  quite  too  long,  and  not  altogether  suitable  to  our  pages.  The  writer 
seems  very  fond  of  petrifactions :  we  wish  he  could  see  what  we  examined  in  the 
hospitable  Judge  Abbott's  collection  at  Mackinaw ;  a  petrified  oak-knot,  in  the 
transition  state.  It  was  entirely  stone  outside,  but  deeper  down  it  grew  more  and 
more  woody.  '  Curious,  is  n't  it  ?'  .  •  .  There  was  a  little  gathering  at  the  pretty 
and  flourishing  village  of  Saugerties,  among  the  Kaatokills,  the  other  day ;  mingling 
and  combining,  us  part  and  parcel  of  that  iron  town,  blast-furnace,  dam-building, 
stream-bridging,  and  other  citizens ;  among  them,  as  a  representative  of  literature, 
our  friend  Keebe,  of  '  Cooley,  Keese  and  Hill.'  Among  the  *  sentiments'  was  this: 

'The  Village  or  Saugerties  :  May  her  furnaces  be  blasted  and  her  streams  be  dammed  .** 
This  was  at  first  thought  to  be  rather  impudent,  but  the  people  were  not  long  in 
'taking/  .  .  .  There  's  something  almost  dreamy,  now  and  then,  that  comes  over 
us  (as  we  sit  scribbling  or  proof-reading,)  about  our  recent  trip.  Vast  lakes,  of  bluest 
water  ;  hospitable  western  friends,  with  hearts  as  big  as  their  lakes ;  lonely  rivers, 
with  picturesque  Indians  skimming  over  them  in  their  birch  canoes  ;  rushing  rapids 
and  tumbling  floods ;  speckled  trout,  dangling  by  a  hair ;  pine  groves,  with  their  soft 
and  soul -like  sounds  ;  these  now,  as  we 

'  sit  in  reverie,  and  watch 

The  changing  color  of  the  wares  that  break 
Upon  the  idle  sea-shore  of  the  mind,' 

rise  like  a  '  palpable  vision*  to  the  view.  It  is  a  late  hour  of  a  stormy  night ;  and  at 
this  moment  we  can  see  the  tall  swarthy  captain  of  '  The  Hendriok,'  '  'way  oat  yon- 
der,' say  in  Thunder-Bay,  on  the  Huron,  looking  down  from  his  eyrie  into  the  pilot- 
house, with  :  '  How  does  she  head  V  '  No'th-east  be-no'th,  half-no'th.'  '  Give  her 
a  p'int  more  west/  « Ay-ay,  Sir.'  «  Handsomely.'  •  Handsomely,  Sir !'  .  .  .  Dow 
the  '  American  Literary  Emporium1  pretend  to  be  au  original  work  ?  It  has  four 
uncredited  articles  in  its  last  number  which  appeared  originally  in  the  KnigusV- 
bocker.  .  .  .  '  W.'  is  wrong.  Mr.  Richard  Grant  White  is  the  author  of  the 
expose  of  •  Puffer  Hopkins1  in  the  '  Courier  and  Enquirer.' 
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NIGHT       IN       ATHEN 


llCKlUDtfl  '      TBI     1UDQDIT  :     TBI '  TUSATRK- 


Let  us  take  leave,  reader,  for  an  hour,  of  the  day  and  its  themes, 
its  policies  and  its  pursuits;  lay  aside  our  notions  and  prejudices, 
and  passing  by  the  topics  which  engage  the  attention  of  the  popu- 
lace, look  in  upon  Athens,  on  the  eve  of  the  day  on  which  Pericles 
died,  and  the  reins  of  government,  such  as  they  were,  fell  into  the 
hands  of  Alcibiades  :  look  at  the  displays  of  his  genius,  by  which 
his  country  was  raised  to  be  the  admiration  of  the  world,  and  then 
dashed  into  ruin ;  take  a  view  of  the  Grecian  Banquet,  with  So- 
crates at  one  end  of  the  table  and  Euripides  at  the  other ;  with 
Pericles,  Aspasia,  Alcibiades  and  the  other  guests  sitting  round, 

4  Whku  all  the  Mums  in  a  ring 
Aye  round  about  Jove's  altar  sing.' 

And,  if  you  will  pardon  an  anachronism,  listen  to  the  shell  of 
Sappho  in  the  distance,  but  rousing  the  passions  of  our  nature  in 
strains  that  might  '  create  a  soul  under  the  ribs  of  death,'  and  step 
from  this  into  the  theatre,  where  the  soul  of  Greece  burst  forth  an 
impersonation  of  beauty,  forming  the  prophet,  the  priest,  the  poet 
and  the  orator  ;  the  statesman,  the  soldier,  the  painter,  and  the  sculp- 
tor, and  consecrating  them  all,  with  due  love  and  reverence,  to  the 
glory  of  Athens.  And,  as  we  think  of  this,  ask  ourselves  what  have 
we  gained  by  renouncing,  in  these  last  days,  hero-worship,  and  con- 
secrating ourselves  to  a  system  of  utility,  which  accommodates  every 
thing  high  and  holy  in  our  nature  to  the  basest  desires  which  have 
learned  to  creep  in  or  out  at  the  human  heart,  and  goes  to  rest  our 
immortality  on  the  fact  that  we  have  been  a  convenience,  a  sort  of 
horse-block,  to  our  fellow  men  1  #- 

Remember,  if  you  please,  that  we  are  going  to  look  at  Greeks, 
who  never  received  nor  rejected  revelation,  and  who,  knowing  no- 

vol.  xxx.  25 
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thing  of  the  Supremely  Good,  did  the  best  in  their  power,  and  wor- 
shipped the  Beautiful.  Consequently,  our  business  is  not  to  lecture 
these  Greeks  about  their  idolatry  and  their  paganism ;  to  write  out 
for  them  an  orthodox  creed  and  urge  it  upon  them  ;  but  simply  to 
speak  of  them  as  they  were,  and  show  to  what '  a  height*  this  Wor- 
ship of  the  Beautiful  '  raised  their  rapt  spirits.' 

Pericles  had  succeeded  in  establishing  at  Athens  a  pure  demo- 
cracy. All  power  was  brought  directly  into  the  hands  of  the  people. 
The  purse,  the  sword,  the  lives  of  citizens,  without  any  intervening 
authority,  were  subject  to  the  popular  will.  Athens  saw  what  we 
now  see,  a  form  of  government  already  sufficiently  popular  to  insure 
to  every  citizen  his  rights  and  his  freedom,  fast  verging  to  a  pointy 
and  assuming  a  form,  in  which  it  would  recognise  responsibility  to 
no  other  tribunal  than  the  will  of  the  people  ;  the  safety  of  which 
of  course  depended  on  the  purity  of  the  multitude  from  whom 
power  sprung  and  to  whom  it  returned  ;  a  form  of  government  ad- 
mitting of  no  medium,  but  assuming  at  once,  as  its  legitimate  destiny, 
the  most  perfect  of  all  governments  out  of  heaven,  or  the  worst  of 
all  out  of  hell.  While  controlled  by  virtue  and  intelligence  so  high 
as  to  include  all  the  great  powers  of  the  State,  and  so  minute  as  not 
to  overlook  the  most  obscure  citizen,  binding  together  the  masses  of 
the  people  by  an  oblivion  of  private  interests,  and  a  consecration  of 
all  power  to  the  advancement  of  the  public  good,  nothing  could 
exceed  the  beauty  and  sublimity  which  encircled  Athens,  and  shed 
down  their  lustre  on  even  the  most  inconsiderable  citizen.  It 
gave  to  every  individual  a  personal  interest  in  the  glory  of  the  State, 
and  sunk  all  private  feelings  in  the  elevation  of  his  country. 

This  same  form  of  government,  controlled  by  the  ambition  of  in- 
dividuals, and  rousing  the  bad  passions  of  the  multitude,  clamorous 
for  measures  that  promote  the  wishes  of  parties  and  not  the  good 
of  the  State,  brings  into  the  community  a  power  that  first  tears  it 
to  pieces,  and  then,  by  a  righteous  retribution,  turns  to  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  individuals  by  whom  the  State  had  been  duped  and 
ruined. 

To  the  brink  of  destruction  Pericles  had  by  his  ambition  brought 
Athens ;  and  he  died  just  in  time  to  prevent  the  people  from  throw- 
ing him  into  that  fathomless  abyss  into  which  his  policy,  when  carried 
out  by  other  hands,  plunged  his  country.  And  though  he  could 
boast  with  truth,  as  the  highest  source  of  consolation  in  death,  and 
the  surest  passport  for  his  name  in  other  times,  that  '  no  citizen 
had  ever  put  on  mourning  for  him,'  still  when  the  harvest  of  the 
seeds  which  he  himself  sowed  came  to  be  reaped,  it  sent  all  Greece 
into  mourning ;  tore  into  a  thousand  fragments  the  most  perfect  con* 
stitution  the  world  ever  saw,  and  left  an  eternal  proof  to  all  suc- 
ceeding times  that  he  who  puts  power  into  the  hands  of  a  people 
not  moulded  to  virtue  and  restrained  by  law,  *  sows  the  wind  and 
reaps  the  whirlwind.' 

From  the  Bern  a  on  which  Pericles  had  been  wont  to  pronounce 
the  funeral  orations  of  the  great  citizens  who  died  in  the  service  of 
Athens,  or  shed  their  blood  in  battle  for  its  honor,  his  own  funeral 
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oration  was  pronounced.  All  Athens  retired  from  the  funeral  with 
sorrow  pervading  their  souls  and  grief  sitting  in  their  faces.  Among 
the  multitude  who  participated  in  those  funeral  obsequies,  and  who 
gave  himself  up  to  the  bitterest  grief,  was  a  youth  on  whom  the 
Almighty  had  lavished,  in  remarkable  profusion,  every  variety  of 
talent  with  which  mortals  are  endowed.  There  he  stands  at  the 
gate  of  the  deserted  mansion  of  Pericles,  looking  at  the  door  through 
which  the  form  of  his  great  kinsman  had  so  often  passed,  then  look- 
ing away  toward  the  populace,  and  from  them  turning  with  subdued 
emotion  to  the  school  of  Socrates,  thinking  of  the  truth b  divine  that 
bad  come  melting  from  his  tongue ;  then  pondering  the  greatness 
of  Pericles,  which  all  Athens  reflected  ;  then  looking  to  the  populace, 
through  whom  alone  greatness  could  be  won ;  and  every  moment 
starting  as  though  the  pulses  of  his  soul  were  beating  for  pleasure 
and  horror;  all  Athens  is  personified  in  that  man.  '  In  the  flower 
of  his  manly  prime,  in  the  bloom  of  his  wonderful  talents,  in  the 
full  blow  of  his  vices,  there  stands  the  great  moral  antithesis,  the 
living  type  of  the  Athenian  character,  the  warrior,  the  fop,  the  states- 
man,  the  voluptuary,  the  demagogue,  the  patriot,  the  orator,  the 
drunkard,  the  lisper,  on  whose  utterance  assemblies  hung;  the 
spendthrift,  whose  extravagance  did  honor  to  his  native  land  ;  the 
man  who  would  have  made  his  country  mistress  of  the  world  ;  the 
man  who  destroyed  her.'     That  is  Alcibiades. 

Universality  at  this  time  marked  the  glory  to  which  Athens  had 
been  raised ;  universality  marked  the  genius  of  that  young  man, 
whose  mind  had  been  cast  into  the  mould  of -Athens,  and  by  whom 
the  destiny  of  Athens  was  to  be  forever  determined.  Whatever  of 
human  greatness  the  world  has  been  permitted  to  admire,  had  at 
this  time  reached  its  height  in  Athens.  Untaught  by  revelations 
from  a  higher  world,  and  unable  to  find  a  greater  good  than  that  of 
which  their  own  mind  furnished  the  type,  the  Greeks  gave  them- 
selves up  to  the  worship  of  the  Beautiful.  This  is  the  key  that  un- 
locks the  Athenian  character ;  and  from  this  fact  alone  is  derived 
the  charm  of  mingled  joy  and  sadness  which  binds  all  heroic  hearts 
by  a  chain  which  they  have  no  power  nor  desire  to  break,  to  the 
land  which  developed  in  perfection  genius  in  every  form,  and  held 
up  to  the  delighted  world  models  of  excellence  which  coming  ages 
might  admire,  but  in  vain  attempt  to  surpass. 

The  form  in  which  the  Almighty  reveals  himself  in  His  word,  is 
Love  :  that  in  which  He  reveals  himself  in  His  works,  is  Beauty. 
Those  higher  exhibitions  of  power  and  terror  which  strike  us  with 
amazement  and  confound  us  with  awe,  are  not  for  enjoyment ;  they 
hold  us  in  breathless  silence,  consistent  enough  with  agony,  but  too 
intense  for  delight.  Joy  and  gladness  are  the  constant  companions 
of  that  heart  that  identifies  itself  with  nature ;  laughs  and  weeps 
with  humanity ;  strikes  in  its  own  breast  cords  that  resound  through 
the  universe,  and  gets  a  response  for  its  >  sufferings  and  delights 
wherever  human  nature  can  be  found.  The  beautiful  in  creation, 
in  the  heavens  and  the  earth,  in  the  human  soul,  in  poetry,  in  love, 
m  eloquence,  in  war,  this  was  the  portion,  the  supreme  divinity  of 
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the  Greek.  His  heart  went  to  it,  bounding  with  delight,  without  re- 
luctance or  restraint.  Hence  the  gradations  from  man  to  hero, 
from  hero  to  divinity.  He  rose  with  the  objects  he  loved,  and  grew 
to  conformity  with  them. 

If  you  would  '  unsphere  the  mind  of  Plato,'  and  learn  whence  he 
stole  those  enchantments  that  have  held  the  world  ( spell-bouncY 
you  need  not  dive  into  the  deeps  of  nature,  nor  attempt  a  metaphy- 
sical analysis  of  your  own  mind,  nor  call  to  your  aid  the  school- 
men ;  the  process  is  much  simpler.  You  have  only  to  admit  Virtue, 
clothed  in  celestial  beauty,  to  take  up  her  abode  in  your  heart,  and 
stretch  the  wand  of  her  enchantment  over  your  thoughts  and  feel- 
ings, till  every  thing  gross  and  coarse  shall  leave  her  refined  into 
the  soul's  essence,  and  the  laws  of  your  own  mind  shall  rise  into 
harmony  with  the  material  world,  with  God  in  His  beauty  and  ma- 
jesty, till  the  universe  within  you  shall  correspond  with  the  universe 
around  and  above  you,  and  till  the  solitary  thoughts  of  your  own 
mind  shall  have  grasped  creation,  and  you  yourself  be  lost  in  its 
immensity.  Do  this,  and  you  shall  unlock  all  the  stores  of  this  *  old 
man  eloquent,'  and  not  only  comprehend  him,  but  find,  to  your  de- 
light, that  he  takes  you  to  himself,  and  offers  you  a  share  in  immor- 
tality. The  philosophy  of  Plato  was  beauty  pervading  his  own 
nature,  and  guiding  him  to  the  beautiful  in  the  material  world. 

What  was  the  eloquence  of  Demosthenes,  but  this  all-pervading 
beauty,  calling  up  in  his  soul  the  love  of  his  country,  the  love  of  his 
fellow  men ;  filling  him  with  scorn  of  the  vices  which  had  destroyed 
the  heroism  of  his  countrymen,  with  hatred  of  tyranny  and  of  ty- 
rants ;  subliming  his  nature  into  a  pure,  exalted  passion  of  philan- 
thropy ;  presenting  in  one  view  the  hero,  the  statesman,  the  orator, 
the  man ;  and  in  each  of  these  characters,  surrounded  by  a  halo  of 
glory  that  borrows  from  every  succeeding  age  a  softer  hue  and  a 
deeper  coloring.  There  he  sits,  looking  at  us  as  if  he  were  an  ac- 
quaintance ;  '  aloof  from  the  world  ;  immersed  in  the  study  of  his 
high  calling,  with  his  brow  never  unbent  from  care  and  thought; 
severely  abstemious  in  the  midst  of  dissoluteness  and  debauchery; 
a  water-drinker  among  Greeks ;  like  that  other  Agonistes,  elected 
and  ordained  to  struggle,  to  suffer  and  to  perish,  for  a  people  un- 
worthy of  him : 

4  His  mighty  champion,  strong  beyond  compare, 
Whose  drink  wu  only  from  the  limpid  brook.' 

Would  you  understand  Demosthenes,  and  know  the  secret  of  his 
power,  and  of  the  feebleness  of  his  adversary,  iEsthines  %  Again 
you  must  enshrine  beauty  in  your  soul,  and  sit  with  her 

*  Among  enthroned  gods,  on  sainted  seats ; 
And  by  due  steps  aspire  to  lay 
Your  just  hand  on  that  golden  key 
That  opes  the  palace  of  eternity.' 

Step  in  at  the  studio  of  the  sculptor  or  the  painter,  or  take  up  the 
scattered  leaves  on  which  the  poet,  like  the  tabled  Sybil,  has  com- 
mitted his  sweetness  and  his  greatness,  to  be  borne  where'er  be- 
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neath  the  sky  of  Heaven  *  the  birds  of  fame  have  flown.'  What  is 
is  it  that  dropped  the  block  of  marble  from  the  hand  of  Phidias, 
and  sent  the  canvass  from  the  pencil  of  the  painter,  and  the  verse 
from  the  soul  of  the  poet,  in  forms  that 

'  Drew  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek, 
Aod  made  Hell  grant  what  Love  did  seek  ; 
Untying  all  the  hidden  strings  of  harmony, 
Bringing  all  heaven  before  your  eyes  V 

It  is  Beauty,  again,  laying  the  whole  material  world  under  contri- 
bution, and  binding,  to  the  end  of  time,  our  souls  captive  to  her  car. 

In  such  a  community,  and  under  the  auspices  of  such  a  divinity, 
Alcibiades  was  born,  lived  and  died.  He  was  a  hero  out  and  out, 
living  and  ruling  in  the  hearts  of  men  as  actually  now  as  in  his 
palmy  days,  when  the  world  was  melted  by  his  eloquence  and 
trembled  at  his  power.  Of  the  great  spirits  who  lived  and  acted 
with  him,  we  know  their  names  and  their  works.  Of  Alcibiades 
we  know  every  thing  ;  the  very  nurse  who*  led  him  about  Athens, 
from  the  house  of  Pericles  to  the  studio  of  Phidias  and  the  study  of 
Socrates,  is  as  familiar  to  us  as  that  kind  old  creature  who  lulled 
our  fretful  infancy  with  discordant  music.  The  school-masters  who 
taught  him  Homer,  and  those  whose  ears  he  boxed  because  they 
presumed  to  alter  a  line  in  Homer,  are  as  present  to  our  view  as 
those  stupid  fellows  who  kept  us  in  *  durance  vile'  for  ten  years, 
teaching  us  words  instead  of  things.  The  girls  whom  he  professed 
to  love,  but  did  not  love,  in  his  boyhood ;  those  splendid  women 
who  shared  and  refined  his  heart  in  ripened  manhood,  are  about 
us,  in  forms  of  grace  and  beauty,  as  really  as  the  cynosure  of  neigh* 
boring  eyes,  who 

'  Judos  the  prize  of  wit  and  arms, 
While  each  contend  to  win  her  smile 
Whom  all  commend.' 

His  courtship  and  marriage ;  and  if  you  have  no  objection,  we 
will  give  you  the  whole  affair ;  not  as  Plutarch,  with  his  usual 
'Boeotian  dulne3s,  has  drawn  it,  but  just  as  it  occurred. 

Hippocrates,  the  daughter  of  Hipponicus,  and  sister  of  Callias,  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  women,  and  one  of  the  greatest  heiresses  in 
Athens,  appeared  at  the  theatre,  was  seen  by  Alcibiades,  and  won 
his  heart.  A  conquest  was  made  of  his  heart,  and  he  immediately 
resolved  not  to  be  out-done  by  this  rich  and  haughty  beauty,  but  to 
put  himself  upon  an  equality  with  her  by  making  her  his  wife. 
Hipponicus,  her  father,  was  one  of  the  most  dignified  men  in  Athens. 
Alcibiades  resolved  not  only  to  gain  the  hand  of  his  daughter,  but 
also  to  secure  his  friendship  and  power.  One  day  he  met  Hippo- 
nicus, gave  him  a  box  on  the  ear,  and  passed  directly  on.  All 
Athens  rung  with  the  indignity  which  had  been  offered  to  this  vene- 
rable otd  man  by  this  inconsiderate  youth.  The  next  morning,  just 
as  measures  for  summary  punishment  were  about  to  be  taken 
against  Alcibiades,  he  went  alone  to  the  house  of  Hipponicus, 
knocked  at  the  door,  was  admitted,  threw  off  his  garment,  pre- 
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sented  his  back  to  Hipponicus,  and  bade  him  chastise  him  as  long  as 
he  pleased.  Hipponicus  forgot  his  resentment,  and  was  so  struck 
with  the  greatness  of  soul  manifested  by  Alcibiades,  that  he  pledged 
him  his  friendship,  gave  him  his  daughter  in  marriage,  settled  upon 
her  ten  Attic  talents  at  the  celebration  of  the  nuptials,  and  thirty 
more  on  the  birth  of  her  son.  # 

A  novel  way,  to  be  sure,  to  win  the  affections  of  a  lady,  and  to  bind 
a  whole  family  in  perpetual  friendship,  and  yet  the  way  this  singu- 
lar creature  took  to  carry  his  point. 

Every  thing  about  him — his  dog,  his  flute,  his  quail,  his  sports 
with  his  play-mates  —  all  have  come  down  to  us,  attested  by  as  many 
witnesses  as  support  the  gravest  transactions  \n  history.  Scarcely 
a  learned  divine,  from  his  day  to  ours,  who  has  not  illustrated  and 
adorned  his  pages  with  allusions  to  Alcibiades ;  grave  writers  on 
law  and  graver  writers  on  philosophy  make  use  of  him,  with  equal 
facility,  to  point  a  maxim  or  to  illustrate  a  principle.  There  he 
stands  out  alone  from  all  the  men  of  his  time,  and  yet  combining 
in  himself  all  that  was  great  in  the  men  of  his  generation. 
Always  the  same,  and  always  different ;  more  changeable  than  the 
chameleon,  and  yet  as  true  to  his  purpose  and  as  constant  to  him- 
self as  any  of  the  great  laws  of  nature  under  which  he  was  nur- 
tured, and  from  which  he  derived  his  character.  That  Athens  should 
rule  the  world,  and  that  he  should  rule  Athens,  was  the  one  single 
purpose  of  his  soul.  To  this  he  was  constant,  and  to  this  every 
thing  was  made  subservient.  He  was  the  prince  of  drunkards  and 
revellers,  and  yet  he  practised  the  abstemiousness  and  self-denial 
of  an  anchorite.  He  dressed  in  purple,  kept  a  cook,  a  perfumer ; 
lived  in  a  bath  dropping  odor,  dropping  wine ;  and  yet  he  bathed 
in  the  Eurotas  in  winter,  ate  black  broth,  and  dressed  in  skins. 
He  rivalled  all  Greece  in  the  number  and  costliness  of  his  chariots, 
and  carried  off  the  prizes  at  the  games,  and  yet  travelled  like  a  sol- 
dier in  the  camp,  on  foot,  slept  without  a  tent  in  the  open  air,  and 
then  in  less  than  a  month  put  the  whole  Persian  court  to  the  blush 
by  the  splendor  of  his  equipage  and  the  extravagance  of  his  dissi- 
pations. He  made  Athens  terrible  to  the  surrounding  States,  both 
on  the  sea  and  on  the  land.  She  cast  him  off,  and  he  humbled  her 
power  to  the  dust,  and  made  her  crouch  before  him  and  acknow- 
ledge him  the  greatest  of  mortals.  Thrice  he  brought  her  to  the 
brink  of  destruction,  and  could  at  last  have  saved  her,  had  she  not 
proved  herself  unworthy  of  salvation.  For  months  none  could 
gain  his  ear  by  day  but  Pericles,  none  could  hold  his  heart  at  night 
but  Socrates ;  and  then,  if  history  speaks  true,  Socrates  himself 
bowed  to  his  pupil,  and  consented  to  take  lessons  of  him  in  '  mid- 
night rout  and  revelry.' 

Two  words  settle  his  character ;  for  we  cannot,  as  we  should  like 
to  do,  follow  him  as  a  statesman  and  a  soldier  through  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  fortune,  in  every  one  of  which  he  showed  himself  master 
of  every  power  that  could  assail  or  aid  him  ;  two  wordB  settle  his 
character  :  he  was  a  Man  and  a  Hero.  The  great  weapon  by  which 
he  "conquered  all  things  was,  notwithstanding  the  appearances  of 
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treachery  and  dissimulation  which  sometimes  attended  him,  Truth 
set  an  fire  by  Passion.  Let  no  man  hope  to  rise  to  heroic  charac- 
ter in  whose  soul  truth  does  not  burn  in  living  flames  :  whatever  is 
false  is  made  to  die ;  not  only  so,  hut  it  shall  kill  every  thing  that 
grows  in  connection  with  it ;  nothing  heroic  can  live  in  its  atmos- 
phere :  Truth  alone  is  eternal. 

It  does  not  consist  with  our  purpose  to  drop  the  curtain  on  this 
wonderful  heathen,  as  history  would  require  us  to  do ;  wandering 
for  the  last  time  in  a  strange  land ;  cast  off  again  by  a  faithless 
generation,  and  falling  by  the  hand  of  the  assassin,  the  victim  bf 
meanness  and  treachery.  We  will  leave  history  and  chronology  to 
look  out  for  themselves,  as  possibly  we  shall  have  occasion  for  Alci- 
biades  again  before  we  are  done  with  the  banquet  and  the  theatre. 

Whenever  in  our  boyhood,  or  in  riper  years,  we  have  sat  down  to 
Zen  op  h  on' s  feast,  Plato's  symposium,  or  Plutarch's  banquet,  (poor 
dull  Boeotian !  —  pity  that  he  should  have  ever  thought  of  a  feast,  ex- 
cept to  eat !)  or  have  gone  over  the  bill  of  fare  presented  by  Athe- 
naeus,  with  the  '  accompaniments  thereunto  belonging/  by  Julius 
Pollux,  in  his  Onomasticon,  long  before  we  could  wade  through  the 
verbiage,  to  get  at  the  souls  of  the  heroes  who  brought  there  *  the 
feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul,'  thrown  away  the  book  in 
disgust,  taken  the  arm  of  our  next  door  neighbor,  and  gone,  invita- 
tion or  not,  to  the  banquet  itself,  determined  to  see  what  it  was  in 
the  way  of  an  invitation  to  dinner  that  could  have  gathered  such  a 
galaxy  of  wit,  and  put  all  Athens  in  a  blaze ;  for  to  our  way  of 
thinking,  nothing  save  a  bill  in  equity  or  a  declaration — not  in  love, 
but  in  law  —  can  surpass  the  Stupidity  of  a  fashionable  dinner, 
where  we  are  all  put,  for  the  time  being,  on  a  glorious  level,  and 
sometimes 

'  As  gay  m  the  Brussels  carpeting  we  tread  on, 
And  as  sapient  as  the  oystera  we  are  fed  on.' 

From  our  own  modern  dinners,  and  from  all  regular  '  diners-out/ 
we  turn  away ;  for  of  the  banquet  we  have  nothing  but  the  name  ; 
nay,  even  such  descriptions  of  feasts  as  some  of  the  Greeks  have 
given  us  we  dispense  with,  and  with  Milton  exclaim : 

4  What  neat  repast  shall  feast  us,  light  and  choice, 
Of  Attic  taste,  with  wine.' 

Neither  Thrace  nor  Sparta  knew  how  to  set  a  supper  table ;  their 
cups  were  too  deep,  and  the  table  loaded  with  too  much  greasy  roast 
meat :  there  was  too  much  of  the  animal  about  the  entertainment 
for  the  '  spare  fast  which  oft  with  gods  doth  diet.'  The  whole  set 
out  for  a  banquet  at  Athens,  would  scarcely  serve  to  whet  the  appe- 
tite of  a  parasite  at  Lacsedemon,  or  of  a  modern  gourmand.  If  we* 
would  see  the  banquet  just  as  it  used  to  be  spread,  we  must  look  for 
it  in  Athens,  and  had  better  take  it  in  some  light  suburban  villa, 
than  in  the  central  part  of  the  city,  surrounded  by  cool  groves  and 
mossy  fountains.  The  occasion  we  need  not  choose,  provided  the 
entertainment  be  not  given  by  statesman  or  a  philosopher ;  for*  if 
bo,  it  will  all  go  to  metaphysics  or  party  politics.      Let  the  invi- 
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tations  be  given  by  a  tragic  poet,  the  day  after  his  triumphal  feast, 
and  in  the  full  flush  of  his  conquest  and  overflowing  of  his  heart, 
softened  into  festivity  and  love;  let  him  over-draw  his  purse  a 
little  and  fill  his  banqueting  chamber  with  the  prince  of  philosophers, 
the  chief  of  orators ;  let  Socrates,  Euripides,  Pericles,  Aspasia, 
Alcibiades  and  Demosthenes,  all  be  there  ;  as  Sappho  is  too  remote 
to  join  the  party,  we  will  listen  to  her  *  golden  plectrum*  and  *  threat- 
ning  strings,'  as  they  subsequently  sent  the  passions  trembling 
through  our  shivering  frame,  and  ourselves,  to  acknowledge  the 
mastery  of  music  and  poetry : 

'  O'er  the  mind's  sea,  its  calm  and  storm ; 
O'er  reason's  moments  dark  and  cold  > 
O'er  passions  bright  and  warm.' 

Unlike  our  modern  entertainments,  which  abound  with  'the  stalled 
ox,'  but  whose  highest  intellectual  raptures  scarce  soar  above  *  the 
fickle  pensioners  of  Folly's  train,'  and  rarely  attempt  discourse  on 
themes  divine,  eating  and  drinking  formed  tlfe  smallest  and  most 
insignificant  part  of  an  Athenean  festival.  Whoever  wishes  the 
whole  *  set-out,'  from  first  to  last,  may  find  it  in  the  fourteenth  book 
of  Atheuaeus,  with  the  whole  list  of  cakes,  unguents,  perfumes,  roses 
and  myrtles.  Go  we  to  the  real  businqss  of  the  banquet,  the  begin- 
ning, the  middle  and  the  end  of  which  was  music.  In  one  of  his 
melancholy  strains  which  so  often  beautifies  and  saddens  his  .poetry, 
and  which,  in  spite  of  all  his  faults,  gives  him  his  most  bewitching 
power,  '  Euripides  complains  of  the  folly  of  the  Greeks,  in  intro- 
ducing music  into  convivial  pleasures.  But  how  could  it  have  been 
otherwise  1  Greece  was,  without  exaggeration,  a  land  of  minstrelsy. 
It  is  not  to  a  few  great  names  and  splendid  exhibitions,  to  temples 
and  theatres  and  national  assemblies,  that  we  need  appeal  for  proof 
of  this  assertion.  View  her  people  in  their  domestic  occupations, 
their  hours  of  labor  or  refreshment ;  peep  into  their  houses,  their 
work-shops,  their  taverns  ;  survey  their  farms,  their  vineyards,  their 
gardens ;  from  all  arises  a  universal  sound  of  melody.  The  Greek 
weaver  sung  at  his  loom  ;  the  Greek  baker  sang  beside  his  bolter; 
the  reapers  sang  in  the  field,  the  water-drawers  at  the  well ;  the 
'  women  grinding  at  the  mill*  beguiled  their  toil  with  song.  On 
board  ship  was  heard  one  kind  of  strains ;  around  the  wine  press 
pealed  another ;  the  shepherd  had  his  own  peculiar  stave ;  the  ox 
herd  rejoiced  in  ballads  more  suited  to  the  ears  of  '  horned  bestial ;' 
the  god-like  swine-herd  disdained  to  be  out  done.  Greek  nurses, 
like  other  nurses,  soothed  fretful  infancy  with  lullabies  ;  Greek  bath- 
ing men,  unlike  the  grim  race  of  modern  bathing  women,  were  given 
to  be  musical.  At  bed  and  board,  in  grief,  in  love,  in  battle,  in  fes- 
tivity, walking,  running,  swinging,  sitting  or  recumbent,  still  they  sang. 
Young  men  and  maidens,  old  men  and  children,  woke  the  untiring 
echoes ;  beggars  asked  for  alms  in  verse.  No  occasion  great  or  small  of 
a  mortal  career  was  without  its  appropriate  harmony;  marriage  had 
its  epithalamia ;  its  soporific  strains  at  midnight ;  its  rousing  strains 
in  the  morning ;  parturition  had  its  hymn  to  Diana ;  death  himself 
was  forced  to  drop  the  curtain  to  soft  music.' 
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But  it  is  time  to  turn  to  our  guests.  Notwithstanding  Socrates  sits 
the  head  of  the  guests,  who  shall  give  the -lead  to  conversation,  and 
discourse  on  things  human  and  divine ;  and  Alcibiades  is-  ready 
with  an  encomium  on  Socrates,  full  of  gayety  and  banter,  combining, 
however,  warmth  with  strokes  of  vigorous  description ;  and  Peri- 
cles, too  much  occupied  with  state  affairs  to  throw  his  soul  into  the 
scene,  is  holding  a  letter  in  his  hand  to  Aspasia,  which  she  will  read 
for  you  in  a  minute  or  two,  and  which  will  be  worth  hearing.  '  Not- 
withstanding this  constellation,  still  all  hearts  are  turned  to  one  who 
has  power  to  awaken  at  her  will  every  slumbering  passion  of  the 
soul,  and  to  hold  an  undivided  empire  in  every  heart  that  beats,  re- 
sponsive  to  gentle  feeling.  That  is  Aspasia,  'The  Milesian  woman,9 
who  became  the  sovereign  of  the  sovereign  of  Attica,  for  whose 
hand  the  ambitious  Pericles  was  fain  to  repudiate  a  wife  of  kindred 
blood  ;  who  taught  him  politics  and  Socrates  eloquence ;  for  whose 
safety  her  philosophic  husband  shed  those  tears  which  his  own  ex- 
tremest  anger  could  never  extort ;  whose  will  was  peace  or  war  to 
Greece ;  from  whose  unrivalled  features  the  artist  stole  a  charm  for 
his  picture  of  the  Graces  ;  from  whose  exquisite  judgment  the  poet 
learned  the  secret  of  success ;  into  whose  society  the  virtuous  dame 
was  led,  that  she  might  study  fascination  ;  who,  after  the  meridian 
of  her  days  was  past,  could  captivate  the  brutal  Lysicus,  and  con- 
vert, as  if  by  magic,  a  coarse  ignoble,  cattle-dealer  into  an  orator  and 
statesman ;  who  gave  even  to  Athenian  susceptibility  and  taste  a 
new  sense  of  the  beautiful ;  who,  had  her  lot  been  cast  at  Lacedae- 
mon,  would  have  enthralled  the  kings,  ensnared  the  senators,  be- 
witched the  very  ephors,  and  turned  Sparta  itself  into  another 
Athens.  In  the  full  bloom  of  her  beauty,  in  the  pride  of  her  wo- 
manhood ;  she  threw  a  spell  over  every  heart,  and  made  those  who 
had  been  trained  in  the  worship  of  the  beautiful,  bow  down  and 
confess  that  she  combined  in  her  own  person  every  feature,  form, 
charm  and  grace  of  beauty,  and  drew  the  soul  of  every  guest  trem- 
bling to  his  lips.  Socrates  forgets  his  philosophy,  his  worldly  wis- 
dom, his  nice  distinctions,  his  selfish  prudence,  and  rises  into  strains 
of  impassioned  eloquence,  that  flings  from  his  lips  '  divine  philo- 
sophy :' 

'  Not  harsh  and  crabbed,  at  dull  fools  suppose, 
But  musical  as  is  Apollo's  lute ; 
And  a  perpetual  feast  of  nectar'd  sweets, 
Where  do  crude  surfeit  reigns.' 

Phidias  steals  from  her  face  those  glowing  features,  shining  with 
a  softened  effulgence,  and  rising  into  wisdom,  transfers  them  to  his 
marble  block,  and  wins  immortality.  Pericles  sits  mute,  too  much 
interested  and  embarrassed  for  speech,  and  waits  the  rising  of  the 
guests,  to  slip  into  her  hand  the  following  letter : 

'  It  is  not  wisdom  itself,  0  Aspasia !  it  is  the  manner  of  imparting 
it  that  affects  the  soul,  and  alone  deserves  the  name  of  eloquence. 
I  have  never  been  moved  by  any  but  yours. 

4  Is  it  the  beauty  that  shines  over  it,  is  it  the  voice  that  ripens  in  it, 
giving  it  those  lively  colors  and  delicious  freshness  ;  is  it  the  meaesty 
and  diffidence  with  which  you  present  it  to  us,  looking  for  nothing 

vol.  xxx.  26 
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but  support  %  Sufficient  were  any  one  of  them  singly ;  but  all  united 
have  come  forward  to  subdue  me,  and  have  deprived  me  of  my 
courage,  my  self-possession,  and  my  repose. 

'I  dare  not  hope  to  be  beloved,  Aspasia  !  I  did  hope  it  once  in 
my  life  and  have  been  disappointed.  "Where  I  sought  for  happiness 
none  is  offered  me.     I  have  neither  the  sunshine  nor  the  shade. 

'  If,  then,  I  was  so  unfortunate  in  earlier  days,  ought  I,  ten  years 
later,  to  believer  that  she  to  whom  the  earth,  with  whatever  is  grace- 
ful and  beautiful  in  it,  bows  prostrate,  will  listen  to  me  as  her  lover  % 
I  dare  not ;  too  much  have  I  dared  already.  But  if,  O  Aspasia  !  I 
should  sometimes  seem  heavy  and  dull  in  conversation,  when  bap- 
pier  men  surround  you,  pardon  my  infirmity. 

'  I  have  only  one  wish  :  I  may  not  utter  it ;  I  have  only  one  fear ; 
this  at  least  is  not  irrational,  and  I  will  own  it ;  the  fear  that  Aspa- 
sia could  never  be  sufficiently  happy  with  me.' 

We  have  read  Bonaparte's  love  letters,  and  Lord  Nelson's ;  have 
looked  for  one  which  J  eremy  Bentham  wrote,  but  could  not  find  it ; 
though  in  the  search  we  fell  upon  the  answer  to  it,  in  which  he  was 
refused  by  the  noble  sister  of  the  Marquis  of  Lansdowne,  and  the 
lady  made  miserable  for  life. 

Whatever  we  may  think  of  this  from  Pericles,  every  one  must 
confess  that  the  answer  to  it  records  a  woman's  yes,  in  terms  that 
have  never  been  surpassed.  Both  of  these  letters  are  authentic. 
Walter  Savage  Landor  was  present  as  the  confidential  secretary 
of  both  Pericles  and  Aspasia,  and  we  have  it  from  his  lips,  word  for 
word: 

'  Do  you  doubt,  O  Pericles !  that  I  shall  be  sufficiently  happy  with 
you  1     This  doubt  of  yours  assures  me  that  I  shall  be. 

*  I  throw  aside  my  pen  to  crown  the  gods ;  and  I  worship  thee 
first,  O  Pallas !  who  protectest  the  life,  enlightenest  the  mind,  es- 
tablishest  the  power,  and  exaltest  the  glory  of  Pericles.' 

This  might  satisfy  even  Pericles  himself,  and  in  fact  did.  But  for 
myself,  had  the  case  been  my  own,  I  should  greatly  have  preferred 
the  following  short  sentence,  which  a  few  days  after  trilled  from  her 
pen,  in  the  postscript  of  a  letter  to  a  female  friend  : 

*  Pericles,  I  think  I  never  told  you,  has  a  little  elevation  on  the 
crown  of  his  head ;  I  should  rather  say  his  head  has  a  crown ;  others 
have  none.' 

We  must  hasten  back  to  the  banquet,  leaving  the  material  part 
of  it,  '  What  shall  I  eat  and  what  shall  I  drink  V  to  those  who  have 
a  keener  gusto  than  ourselves,  for  *  the  flesh  pots,'  and  anxious  that 
*  each  guest  bring  himself;  and  the  feast  be  united.' 

We  return  to  the  real  charm  of  the  banquet.  A  supper  without 
a  song  would  have  been  to  the  Athenians  like  a  wedding  without  a 
bride.  Here  again  we  must  acknowledge  our  obligations  to  the 
old  Greek  writers,  and  to  smaller  men  of  more  recent  origin,  for  the 
particulars  of  the  banquet ;  which  we  do  with  becoming  gratitude. 

First  came  the  Paean,  a  hymn  chanted  in  full  chorus  by  tue  whole 
company  in  honor  of  any  deity  to  whom  they  chose  to  address  it, 
and  intended  as  a  thanksgiving,  and  divine  acknowledgment  to  the 
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deity  under  whose  protection  they  had  assembled  and  on  whose 
bounty  they  were  sustained.  What  they  knew  of  divinity  or  reli- 
gion was  in  their  way  thus  interwoven  with  their  enjoyments  ;  every 
heart  and  voice  joined  to  fill  the  chorus,  and  to  elevate  the  com- 
pany above  the  grosser  enjoyments  that  the  common  notions  of 
feasting  might  inspire. 

Then  came  the  solos,  which  went  round  in  rapid  succession,  each 
one  making  his  own  selection,  and  sweeping  the  lyre,  or  holding  in 
bis  hand  a  branch  of  myrtle.  These  run  into  every  variety,  accord- 
ing to  the  taste  of  the  guests,  from  '  grave  to  gay,  from  cheerful  to 
serene ;'  and  served  by  their  variety  to  rouse  every  passion,  and  bring 
out,  in  proper  expression,  the  whole  soul  of  the  guests.  The  feeling 
harmonies  soon  ran  their  round,  and  were  followed  by  the  Conn, 
shouting  with  boisterous  revelry  to  the  sound  of  the  pipe,  the  songs 
of  the  revellers  without,  who  were  fond  of  spreading  the  excitement 
of  the  feast  on  the  doors  and  gates  of  sober  citizens ;  these  were 
the  lovers  of  horse-play  raillery,  indispensable  to  a  great  banquet, 
but  whom  we  are  glad  to  dispense  with  as  soon  as  possible. 

The  Scolia  followed  ;  and  in  these  the  Athenian  appeared  in  his 
true  character.  Ode,  elegy,  minstrelsy,  in  whatever  form  heroic  sen- 
timent or  gratitude  to  departed  heroes  could  inspire  the  living  with 
devotion  to  the  gods,  to  friends,  to  heroes,  to  countrymen,  and  to 
kinsmen,  here  burst  forth  without  restraint,  in  tones  that  were  swelled 
by  the  harp  and  lyre,  and  that  sublimed  into  exalted  passion  the 
whole  man,  disposing  him  to  the  adoration  of  whatever  is  beautiful 
and  true  in  the  whole  universe  of  God.  So  perfectly  were  the  whole 
community  skilled  in  music,  that  many  of  the  most  perfect  perform- 
ances of  the  Scolia  were  extemporaneous.  One  part  of  the  com- 
pany throwing  out  a  sentiment  to  health,  strength  or  beauty  in  one 
strain ;  another  part  catches  up  the  same  sentiment  and  swells  it 
into  loftier  strains  and  into  longer  measure  ;  a  third  seizes  it  and 
changes  the  form  from  the  two  first,  associates  it  with  grander  feel- 
ings and  sentiments,  raising  the  company  from  festivity  to  the  so- 
lemnities of  religion ;  the  whole  join  in  solemn  chorus,  and  swell 
out  to  the  lead  of  some  master,  the  sentiments  in  a  new  combina- 
tion. A  favorite  modern  critic  has  given  us  the  little  ode  com- 
mencing : 

Aribton,  I  Epeila, 

Mqzia.  To  KaXXo?. 


'Let  Health  be 
First  reckoned, 

And  Beauty 
Be  second ; 

And  Strength  as 
Of  Twenty, 


'  And  Riches 
In  plenty. 

Oh  I  these  are 
Our  glories, 

Their  number 
Just  four  is.' 


This  little  ode,  sung  among  the  Scolia  at  a  feast,  is  presented  in 
four  different  measures,  and  each  combining  new  associations  and 
rousing  new  sentiments. 

In  immediate  succession  to  this,  you  shall  hear  a  lover  of  battles 
8trike  in  solitary  strain  a  dirge  over  the  soldier's  grave,  that  min- 
gles life,  death,  love,  hope  and  glory  in  eight  lines  ;'80on  here  and 
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there  one  and  another  strikes  in,  till  by  the  time  the  third  lino  is 
reached  the  whole  assembly  have  joined  in  full  chorus,  and  the 
soldier's  immortality,  to  him  the  highest  form  of  beauty,  is  secured 
in  the  hearts  of  his  countrymen. 

In  the  midst  of  this  high  excitement  of  passion  and  sentiment, 
mingling  humanity  with  divinity,  a  poet  strikes  up  the  ode  to  Har- 
modius,  (the  great  hero  who,  by  his  own  hand,  rid  Athens  of  tyrants,) 
in  the  loftiest  strains  of  minstrelsy  in  which  patriotism  ever  burst 
from  souls  filled  with  love  of  country,  the  whole  assembly  rise  and 
peal  out  that  ode  to  Harmodius,  which,  whether  written  by  Alcaeus, 
or  by  the  Muses  in  concert,  must  live  while  a  strain  of  heroism  lin- 
gers in  the  human  heart.  An  old  friend,  whose  criticisms  guided 
our  youthful  studies  to  Grecian  minstrelsy,  has  thus  done  it  into  our 
own  tongue  : 

X.  III. 

'  Wsxathbd  with  myrtles  be  my  glaire,  |         '  Voiced  by  fame  eternally, 
Like  the  falchion  of  the  brave ;  Noble  pair,  your  name*  shall  be, 

Death  to  Athens'  lord,  that  gave  For  the  stroke  that  made  ns  free. 

Death  to  tyranny !  When  the  tyrant  fell 


1  Yes  1  let  myrtle-wreaths  be  round,  *  '  Death,  Habmoditts,  came  not  near  the*. 
Such  as  then  the  falchion  bound,  Isles  of  bliss  and  brightness  cheer  thee, 

When  with  deeds  the  feast  was  crown'd,  There  heroic  breasts  revere  thee, 

Done  for  liberty !  There  the  mighty  dwell.' 

We  must  tear  ourselves  away  from  this  '  divine  and  heavenly 
ravishment/  and  look  into  another  room,  where  Socrates  sits  with 
his  chosen  band  around  him  ;  for  '  fit  audience,  though  few,'  is  half 
the  battle  for  a  good  talker.  Here  we  must  look  for  the  Athenian 
scholar.  No  set  talkers  ;  no  dinner-bells ;  no  prim  gentlemen,  with- 
out sense,  ready  to  give  and  take  offence,  fly  into  a  passion  and  go 
off  half-cocked  ;  none  of  these  flash  men,  all  ruffle  and  no  shirt,  find 
a  place  at  the  last  scenes  of  the  Athenian  banquet.  Nor  is  this  a 
place  to  which  men  of  business  come  to  despatch  dinner  and  busi- 
ness by  the  same  operation ;  party-spirit  and  bitterness  gain  no  ad* 
mission  here.  Socrates  opens  upon  the  merits  of  philosophy ;  the 
ball  is  set  in  motion,  and  without  acrimony  or  asperity  is  rolled 
around  from  guest  to  guest,  till  in  an  hour  the  whole  merits  and  de- 
fects of  a  favorite  author  are  faithfully  dissected,  and  the  conversa- 
tion turns  into  poetry  or  rises  to  eloquence,  especially  if  Pericles 
or  Cimon  have  been  lately  haranguing  the  multitude  on  favorite 
measures,  or  it  drifts  off  to  the  merits  of  the  music  by  which  the 
banquet  was  consecrated ;  and  thus  breaks  up  a  festival,  at  which 
no  doubt  full  justice  was  done  to  cup  and  board ;  for  Athens,  like 
England,  expected  every  man  to  do  his  duty,  and  by  which  the  whole 
intellectual  and  moral  man  had  been  regaled  and  fitted  for  service. 

Omitting  the  jester,  the  modern  king's  fool,  and  the  dancing  girl, 
keeping  half-a-dozen  hoops  in  the  air,  and  her  feet  keeping  time  to 
their  music,  with  other  accompaniments  of  the  banquet,  which  Plato 
decided  to  be  vulgar,  and  would  not  tolerate,  we  take  leave  of  the 
banquet,  and  after  a  glimpse  at  the  theatre,  will  take  a  respectful 
leave  of  our  readers. 
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Away  from  your  minds  now,  if  yon  please,  at  once,  with  every 
thing  relating  to  the  modern  play-house,  and  all  the  mountebanks, 
who  hare  there  tortured  and  torn  the  great  heroes  of  Shakspeare,  till 
you  would  swear  that  Nature's  journeyman,  and  not  Nature  herself, 
had  made  men.  Nor  will  we  introduce  you  to  the  miserable  buf- 
foonery in  which  Aristophanes,  after  the  decline  of  Grecian  hero- 
ism, showed  up  to  ridicule  the  great  men  of  his  time.  We  *  put  in9 
for  a  tragedy,  and  had'much  rather  be  shaken  and  torn  by  the  agony 
of  pity  and  fear,  than  made  to  split  with  laughter  over  mock-heroics. 
JBschylus,  Sophocles,  and  Euripides,  overliving  each  the  other,  so 
that  Sophocles  was  the  contemporary  of  both  the  others,  divide 
the  merits  of  the  Grecian  stage.  A  criticism  on  their  works  would 
not  be  in  place  here,  nor,  after  William  Schlegel,  shall  we  attempt 
it.  They  learned  poetry,  as  did  all  Greeks,  not  from  newspapers, 
quarterlies,  and  annuals,  but  from  the  lips  of  Homer  himself.  The 
great  business  of  the  drama,  as  they  conducted  it,  was  to  exalt  the 
beautiful  from  men  to  heroes,  from  heroes  to  gods,  and  to  bring 
them  out  before  the  people,  figuring  in  the  great  events  on  which 
the  destiny  and  glory  of  Athens  hung.  Consequently  the  theatre 
presented  the  only  proper  representation  of  Grecian  character. 
Whatever  in  the  schools,  in  the  forum,  at  the  altars,  or  on  the 
Bema,  where  the  orator  thundered  and  lightened,  of  individual 
character  was  presented,  in  the  theatre  was  gathered  by  the  magic 
of  the  poet,  and  brought  forth  by  the  power  of  the  actor  into  one 
burst  of  beauty,  rose  into  heroic  grandeur ;  from  that  to  character, 
in  which  the  individual  hero  was  identified,  and  in  which  fidelity  of 
representation  was  sacrificed  to  beauty,  and  last  of  all  gave  way  to 
passion  which  seized  upon  the  soul  and  bore  off  the  character  into 
divinity. 

Every  thing  about  the  stage  was  fitted  for  this  heroic  effect.  The 
mask  was  essential ;  the  chorus  could  not  be  dispensed  with ;  the 
one  exhibited  the  hero  in  the  dimensions  of  a  god,  and  the  other 
brought  out  the  universal  applause  of  mankind  in  approbation  of 
(he  part  the  hero  was  performing.  The  theatre  itself,  an  amphithea- 
tre, containing  thirty  thousand  people,  open  at  the  top,  that  all  the 
majesty  of  nature  might  look  down  on  heroes  struggling  for  their 
country,  was  so  constructed  that  the  most  powerful  effect  was  pro- 
duced without  appearing  to  strive  for  it,  and  so  as  to  carry  on  the 
whole  representation  of  a  battle,  or  struggle  of  a  hero,  without 
changing  the  scene. 

'  Inward  liberty  and  external  necessity  are  the  two  poles  of  the 
tragic  world.  Each  of  these  ideas  can  appear  in  the  most  perfect 
manner  only  by  the  contrast  of  the  other.  As  the  feeling  of  inter- 
nal dignity  elevates  the  man's  above  the  unlimited  dominion  of 
impulse  and  native  instinct,  and  absolves  him  from  the  guardian- 
ship of  nature,  so  the  necessity  which  he  must  also  recognize  ought 
to  be  no  mere  natural  necessity,  but  to  lie  beyond  the  world  of  sense 
in  the  abyss  of  infinitude ;  but  it  must  consequently  be  represented 
as  the  invincible  power  of  fate.  Hence  it  extends  also  to  the  world 
of  the  gods,  for  the  Grecian  gods  are  the  mere  powers  of  nature ; 
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and  although  immeasurably  higher  than  mortal  man,  yet,  compared 
with  infinitude,  they  are  on  an  equal  footing  with  himself.  In 
tragedy  the  gods  either  enter  in  obedience  to  fate,  and  to  cany  its 
decrees  into  execution,  or  they  endeavor,  in  a  god-like  manner,  to 
assert  their  liberty  of  action,  and  appear  involved  in  the  same  strag- 
gle with  destiny  which  man  has  to  encounter.9 

Consequently,  if  you  went  to  the  representation  of  a  great  tra- 
gedy in  Athens,  what  did  you  go  to  see.?  If  now,  at  this  distance, 
you  sit  down  to  read  a  tragedy  from  JEschylus  or  Sophocles,  what 
is  the  result  as  to  your  own  mind  %  An  indescribable  beauty  steals 
over  your  senses ;  over  your  mind ;  enwraps  your  soul  ;■  bears  you 
on  from  scene  to  scene,  till  the  hero  enters,  encounters,  in  the  de- 
fence of  his  country,  of  mankind,  an  inexorable  fate ;  releases  him- 
self from  the  guardianship  of  humanity,  involves  himself  in  an 
inextricable  conflict  with  fate  ;  appeals  to  your  fears,  breaks  your 
heart  with  pity,  melts  you  into  love,  and  either  leaves  you  subdued 
into  speechless  grief  at  his  misfortune,  or  raises  you  to  rapture  at 
his  triumph  over  fate.  Such  is  Niobe  all  in  tears ;  such,  too,  is 
Lad  coon.  You  read  out  the  play,  and  seem  to  be  '  in  the  sacred 
grove  of  the  dark  goddess  of  fate,  in  which  the  laurel,  the  olive, 
and  the  vine,  display  their  luxuriant  vegetation,  and  the  song  of  the 
nightingale  is  forever  heard.' 

Such  was  the  effect  intended  to  be  produced  by  the  Grecian 
theatre.  United  with  the  banquet,  they  were  well  called  the  feast 
and  the  entertainment  of  the  gods.  In  turning  over  the  volumes 
which  were  the  play-mates  of  our  boyhood,  and  in  looking  into  the 
papers  which  tried  our  skill  in  later  years,  to  refresh  our  memory 
with  facts  for  these  crude  pages,  thrown  off  amidst  the  interruptions 
of  business,  and  without  freedom  for  protracted  toil,  without  which 
excellence  in  any  thing  is  impossible,  it  seems  to  us,  such  is  the  illu- 
sion produced  by  baffled  affection  still  clinging  to  the  forms  and 
beings  it  once  gloried  in,  that  Athens  still  lives.  It  was  a  pretty 
notion,  that  of  the  playmate  of  my  boyhood,  who,  on  first  reading 
Demosthenes,  laid  a  plan  to  run  away,  go  to  Greece  to  see  the  great 
orator,  steal  a  sword  from  his  oldest  brother  to  fight  Phillip  with, 
that  he  might  know  how  the  oration  on  the  crown  sounded  from 
the  lips  of  the  orator  himself.  The  plan  was  frustrated  by  the 
boy's  frankness  in  asking  his  teacher  for  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
Demosthenes.  Even  now  it  is  difficult  to  believe  that  Greece  is  no 
more ;  that  -the  lyre  of  Homer  is  hushed  in  death,  and  the  hand 
which  swept  it  lies  mouldering  in  the  island  of  Scio ;  that  Demos- 
thenes, so  powerful  with  us  that  none  can  love  him  and  not  grow 
like  him,  is  neither  read,  loved,  nor  known  by  those  who  live  where 
his  farm  in  Attica  was,  and  who  wander  around  the  ruins  of  the 
temple  where  he  worshipped  and  spoke ;  that  Aspasia  and  Pericles, 
in  their  loves,  their  greatness,  and  their  grief,  as  familiar  to  us  as 
household  words,  are  unknown,  even  by  name,  to  those  who  wander 
about  Athens,  and  gaze  on  the  ruined  monuments  of  their  glory ; 
that  a  broken  limb,  a  fold  of  the  drapery  from  the  chisel  of  Phidias, 
alone  lives  to  assure  us  of  the  truth  of  what  in  his  days  was  attribu- 
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ted  to  his  genius.  We  have  no  hand  nor  heart,  just  now,  for  a  con- 
trast of  these  heroes,  and  this  people  formed  by  hero-worship  to 
instruct  mankind  till  the  end  of  all  things,  with  this  six  per  cent, 
generation  in  which  we  live.  It  is  bad  enough  to  see  what  this 
baptism  into  Utility  and  communion  with  Mammon  has  done  for 
religion  and  for  man.  There  they  stand !  the  one  so  shattered  by 
this  spirit  of  utility  into  sects,  that  half  mankind  are  bewildered  in 
looking  for  the  church  of  the  living  God  ;  the  other  so  transformed 
into  a  machine  for  animaf  enjoyment,  that  money  has  become  an 
universal  god,  and  immortality  another  name  for  wealth. 

It  is  a  singular  fact,  that  the  life  of  the  despised  Nazarine,  and 
some  of  the  doings  of  his  disciples,  was  given  to  the  world  in 
Greek,  an  obscure  little  volume  ;  nothing  classical  in  the  style ;  as 
much  Jew  as  Greek ;  the  whole  concern  was,  by  the  united  voice 
of  Greece,  pronounced  '  foolishness.'  That  little  volume  has  lived 
entire :  the  only  Greek  book  unbroken  in  creation.  Some  of  the 
followers  of  the  despised  Nazarine  are  now  employed  in  handing 
back  to  modern  Greeks  the  works  and  the  wisdom  of  their  fathers. 
For  the  sake  of  that  Volume,  and  alone  by  its  instrumentality,  old 
Greece  shall  again  lighten  up  with  emotions,  and  wandering  about 
the  Parthenon,  scattered  as  it  now  is  in  ruin,  we  shall 

'  Sxx  youth,  truth  and  beauty,  in  triumph  descending, 

And  nature  all  glowing  in  Eden's  first  bloom, 
On  the  cold  cheek  of  death  smiles  and  roses  are  blending, 
And  beauty  immortal  awakes  from  the  tomb.'  V. 


REUNION. 

Op  seven  who  launched  together 

On  life's  uncertain  main, 
With  hearts  for  any  weather,  #> 

We  three  are  met  again ; 
In  the  same  old  spot  united, 

Where  we  lived  and  loved  of  old, 
Ere  a  touch  of  grief  had  blighted, 

Or  a  wave  of  sorrow  rolled. 

But  time  has  changed  the  meadow 

With  heavy  hand  and  rude ; 
And  a  mansion  casts  its  shadow 

Where  the  quaint  old  school-house  stood ; 
And  we  too  have  grown  older, 

Have  made  some  steps  in  life  ; 
Have  seen  its  steeps  grow  bolder, 

Have  mingled  in  its  strife. 

Think  ye  how,  lightly  laden, 

We  roamed  through  mead  and  glen, 
And  of  each  little  maiden 

We  loved  so  dearly  then? 
Ah  !  those  were  days  elysian, 

When  nought  of  care  we  reckt, 
Which  gleam  like  some  bright  vision 

Through  the  halls  of  retrospect. 
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Bat  where  are  they,  the  other*, 

Who  ■tarted  with  us  here ; 
Our  gentle-hearted  brothers, 

Why  do  they  not  appear  ? 
Two  still  are  bravely  reaping 

In  the  harvest-field  of  life, 
And  two  are  calmly  sleeping — 

They  've  done  with  toil  and  strife. 

There  flows  a  golden  river, 

Whose  waves  most  sweetly  chime, 
As  they  gaily  dance  and  quiver 

Down  the  silent  vale  of  time ; 
And  from  their  labor  parting, 

They  're  floating  on  its  swell ; 
Yet  their  words  proclaimed  at  starting 

They  still  are  doing  well. 

A  sieh  for  the  departed, 

Whose  sun  of  life  has  set, 
A  hand  to  the  true-hearted 

Who  linger  with  us  yet ; 
We  Ml  on,  in  God's  name  ever, 

The  rough  path  boldly  tread ; 
There's  a  beacon,  darkened  never, 

And  a  high  prize  overhead.  j.  A.  ». 

Cambridge  July,  1847. 


WIGGINS'     TREASURE: 

OK.  HOW  THEY  FOUND  THE  CHtBT,  AND  WHAT  WAS  IN  II*. 

Many  years  ago  some  workmen  were  engaged  in  tearing  down 
an  old-fashioned  house.  It  had  once  been  considered  a  building  of 
no  mean  claims  in  the  good  Dutch  city  in  which  it  stood ;  but  the 
men  who  built  it  were  dead  and  gone,  and  with  the  death  of  the 
High- Dutch  architect  perished  the  last  champion  for  the  peculiar 
fashion  of  which  it  was  at  once  the  model  and  memorial.  It  was 
a  brick-and-mprtar  feature  of  olden  time,  which  stood  among  the 
modern-faced  houses  much  as  an  honest  old  Dutch  burgher  would 
appear  in  a  parlor  filled  with  the  living  fashion  of  this  present  year, 
or  like  an  old  portrait,  with  its  severe  dress,  in  the  gallery  of  a  mo- 
dern artist.  There  was  a  large  stoop  in  front,  where  doubtless 
many  a  gathering  from  the  neighborhood  had  whiled  away  scores 
of  hours,  sending  off  the  cares  and  troubles  of  this  life  in  lazy 
clouds  of  tobacco-smoke,  and  talking  over  the  interests  peculiar  to 
their  own  good  city.  There,  too,  how  often  good  old  matrons,  clad 
in  pure  white  caps,  violently  starched  and  ironed,  and  adorned  with 
fire-red  aprons,  have  sat  and  gossiped  over  the  local  importance  of 
those  days,  and  all  in  the  most  approved  Dutch.  If  the  old  stoop 
could  talk,  what  a  narrative  it  might  give  of  scenes  that  bad  their 
acting  on  its  little  stage  a  long  time  ago,  when  the  big  maple-tree 
which  stands  before  the  door  was  but  an  infant  sapling !    And  then 
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t~he  old  building  gloried  in  its  steep  roof,  which  was  a  faithful  wit- 
Yiess  to  the  verity  of  old  men's  stories  about  great  snow-storms 
-^vbich  happened  when  they  were  boys,  and  have  never  since  been 
equalled. 

If  we  may  believe  the  fathers  —  and  we  must — all  things  have 
sadly  degenerated  in  these  latter  days.  Not  only  are  the  men  and 
■women  smaller  than  those  of  old  times,  but  their  heads  are  not  so 
-wise  and  their  hearts  are  not  so  full.  Nay,  the  sticklers  for  by-gone 
days  go  still  farther,  and  stoutly  declare  that  the  winters  are  not  so 
cold,  and  the  summers  are  not  so  hot,  as  in  old  times  ;  ice  does  not 
freeze  so  thick,  and  snow  is  not  so  deep.  As  for  thunder-storms, 
modern  thunder  is  not  worthy  of  comparison  with  old-fashioned 
thunder,  differing  as  much  as  the  voice  of  a  little  child  with  that  of 
an  old  sea-captain.  As  for  chains  of  lightning,  it  is  the  difference 
between  a  lady's  watch-guard  and  the  huge  chain-cable  of  a  sevepty- 
four-gun  ship.  Now  the  old  people  have  it  all  their  own  way,  for 
there  is  no  one  to  refresh  their  memories  when  they  are  wrong. 
Though  we  may  presume  to  doubt  the  claim  put  in  by  the  fathers 
in  the  case  of  ice,  snow,  thunder  and  lightning,  and  notable  hail- 
storms, and  privately  entertain  our  own  views  in  regard  to  the  rela- 
tive worth  of  heads  and  hearts,  still  the  liberal  old  houses,  with 
their  great  halls,  generous,  comfortable-looking  fire-places,  of  huge 
dimensions,  and  sociable  old  stoops,  are  all  evidence  that  may  not 
be  gainsayed  for  the  hospitality  of  the  olden  time.  But  the  vene- 
rable Dutch  mansion  to  which  we  now  refer,  was  actually  withdraw- 
ing, like  an  insulted  old  man,  from  the  midst  of  the  rabble  upstarts 
by  which  it  was  surrounded. 

As  one  of  the  workmen  was  engaged  in  removing  some  of  the 
rubbish  from  the  loft,  he  stumbled  upon  an  old  chest,  which  from 
appearances  must  have  stood  in  the  garret  for  many  years.  It  did 
not  seem  to  be  of  Dutch  make,  but  from  the  ingenious  contrivance 
of  hinges  and  handles,  and  the  perplexity  of  sheet-iron  bands,  which 
wound  around  it  like  bandages  on  a  broken  limb,  it  gave  undenia- 
ble evidence  of  its  Yankee  origin.  What  could  be  in  it  ]  Filled 
with  treasure,  perhaps  ?  Not  improbable.  Any  way,  be  the  same 
more  or  less,  Wiggins,  the  fortunate  laborer  who  found  it,  claimed 
\t  on  the  great  and  comfortable  doctrine  of  '  the  right  of  discovery ;' 
and  having  carefully  stowed  it  away  in  a  vault  of  the  cellar,  and 
safely  locking  the  same,  and  thrusting  the  door-key  to  the  bottom 
of  his  breeches-pocket,  he  again  went  to  his  work  in  the  loft.  It 
was  not  now  Wiggins  the  mason,  who  had  to  pick  up  a  job  when 
he  could  find  it,  and  bear  the  insulting  language  of  his  employer 
without  murmuring,  and  whose  daily  bread  cost  his  daily  sweat. 
No ;  no  such  humble  Wave  to  poverty  was  now  working  in  the  chaos 
of  the  Dutch  garret ;  but  Lorenzo  R.  Wiggins,  Esquire,  a  man  of 
great  and  quite  indefinite  wealth,  and  vast  future  distinction,  was 
gratifying  his  antiquarian  propensities  by  picking  up  old  relics,  such 
as  boots,  horse-shoes,  and  other  testimonies  of  past  existence,  in 
the  aforesaid  loft ;  which  delightful  occupation  would  not  be  con- 
tinued one  second  after  the  time  declared  to  be  six  o'clock  by  the 
vol.  xxx.  27 
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fastest  watch  among  the  workmen,  nor  would  it  be  resumed  again 
during  the  residue  of  his  life. 

It  was  the  intention  of  Wiggins  to  have  kept  the  matter  secret, 
and  so  he  told  it  only  to  two  of  his  fellow  workmen,  and  accompa- 
nied the  revelation  with  a  solemn  charge  of  secresy ;  and  to  increase 
the  safety  of  the  fact,  it  was  by  them  immediately  put  into  the  espe- 
cial/: are  of  all  the  men  engaged  upon  the  building,  and  from  thence 
went  carefully  forth  in  whispers  through  all  the  neighborhood.  The 
story  would  hardly  have  known  itself  after  its  flight  among  the  gos- 
sipers,  so  liberally  had  each  contributed  to  the  wealth  of  the  chest* 
Wiggins  met  it  at  his  own  door  that  evening,  and  from  the  lips  of 
the  now  fond  Mrs.  Wiggins,  and  in  this  wise  :  that  he  had,  while  at 
work  in  the  building,  struck  his  pick-axe  against  an  old  chest,  and 
that  immediately  afterward  he  heard  a  jingling  sound,  which  proved 
to  be  real  gold  guineas  shelling  out  from  the  crack  in  the  chest  upon 
the  floor.  This  and  much  more  was  communicated  by  the  better 
half,  if  we  may  use  the* expression,  while  her  arms  were  around 
Mr.  Wiggins'  neck.  Her  ardor  was  a  little  abated  when  the  facts 
were  truly  stated-  She  said  that  Aunt  Sarah  had  come  running 
down  to  the  house,  and  that  she  had  got  the  story  from  her.  This 
'  Aunt  Sarah/  as  she  was  familiarly  called,  was  an  old  maid,  whose 
personal  appearance  was  somewhat  remarkable.  She  was  a  lean, 
sharp,  wiry-looking  creature.  She  had  a  quick,  venomous  eye, 
which  was  ever  on  the  alert,  and  her  tongue  played  like  the  fly* 
wheel  of  a  watch  when  the  main-spring  is  broken.  Her  lips  were 
thin,  and  the  upper  one  boasted  a  liberal-sized  moustache.  Her 
nose  was  sharp,  and  pointing  downward  toward  the  mouth,  seemed 
to  have  the  inquisitiveness  of  its  owner,  and  to  be  stooping  down 
to  know  what  the  lips  were  saying. .  Her  little  forehead  receded 
back  from  the  eye-brows ;  it  would  seem  that  it  had  once  looked 
over  that  bony  cliff,  and  having  caught  a  view  of  what  laid  below, 
had  fled  affrighted  to  the  back  part  of  the  head.  Aunt  Sarah  had  a 
world  of  business  in  her  hands ;  in  truth,  the  whole  neighborhood 
was  the  object  of  her  care.  Her  mouth  was  an  intelligence-office, 
a  directory,  a  court  of  appeals,  an  open  sepulchre  and  a  dissecting* 
room ;  and  it  was  this  Aunt  Saran  who  told  Mrs.  Wiggins  the 
strange  story  about  the  chest.  However,  the  husband's  narrative 
did  not  lessen  the  high  expectation  of  Mrs.  Wiggins ;  for  she  said 
she  thought  it  wonderful  strange  that  such  a  treasure  should  have 
been  left  in  a  box  so  easily  broken.  No  ;  it  was  bound  around  with 
iron,  so  that  it  might  not  be  shattered  by  a  blow ;  and  they  were 
rich,  and  there  was  no  doubt  about  it 

As  the  secret  was  fairly  out,  the  chest-finder  invited  in  a  few  of 
his  choice  friends,  that  he  might  have  a  tallftover  the  probabilities 
of  the  next  morning's  revelation,  when  the  chest  was  to  be  brought 
home  and  opened.  His  liquor  was  good,  and  with  each  succeeding 
glass  the  prospects  of  the  chest  brightened  in  the  eyes  of  his  guests. 
There  could  be  no  reasonable  doubt ;  they  all  agreed  that  It  con- 
tained much  treasure,  because  people  laid  their  money  up,  in  the 
day  when  that  chest  was  made,  for  banks  and  such  like  impositions 
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bad  not  been  invented.  And  tben  again  the  garret  door  bad  a 
horse-shoe  nailed  over  it,  so  that  witches  might  not  come  in  and 
spirit  it  away.  Mrs.  Wiggins,  partaking  of  the  general  inspiration, 
declared  that  her  grand-mother  had  said  that  it  was  the  fortune 
of  a  great-uncle  of  her's,  when  he  was  a  lad,  to  live  with  a  man 
who  had  come  to  the  possession  of  vast  wealth  by  the  accidental 
discovery  of  an  old  box  ;  and  for  her  part  she  always  believed  that 
such  kind  of.  luck  run  in  families,  and  that  it  was  nothing  more  than 
she  had  always  expected ;  and  that  her  husband  was  foolish  if  he 
ever  worked  another  stroke  in  all  his  born  days.  For  her  part, 
black  tea-pots  with  broken  nozzles,  and  calico  gowns,  and  all  such 
common  things,  were  altogether  out  of  the  question.  She  would 
now  see  if  some  people  were  forever  to  ride  over  other  people,  and 
ridicule  people  because  people  were  poor !  Silk  dresses  could  be 
seen  in  more  places  than  one,  and  some  folks,  who  were  dressed 
better  than  they  would  be  if  they  paid  their  honest  debts,  would 
learn  a  thing  or  two  about  who  was  poor  and  who  was  rich  !  Ceas- 
ing farther  to  enlighten  her  happy  audience,  Mrs.  Wiggins  here  shut 
down  the  gate,  and  while  she  industriously  tied  innumerable  knots 
in  her  apron  strings,  and  then  industriously  untied  them  all  again, 
her  imagination  perfectly  revelled  in  the  prospect  before  her.  She 
thought  of  the  church,  and  bright  Sabbaths,  so  very  convenient  for 
showing  one's  fine  things.  She  would  worship  on  damask  cush- 
ions and  nothing  else.  The  members  of  the  church  would  now 
learn  that  she  was  as  delicate  about  the  way  in  which  she  wor- 
shipped as  any  rich  man's  wife,  and  that  no  more  pine-board  and 
cahco^gown  religion  would  be  done  by  Mrs.  Wiggins.  And  then 
they  would  have  a  carriage,  of  coarse ;  and  when  it  rolled  up  to 
the  church  door,  she  would  descend  from  it  in  great  state,  not  look- 
ing back  any  more  than  if  she  never  had  a  child  in  the  world ;  and 
liveried  servants  should  hand  out  the  little  Wigginses,  and  then  go 
back  an  (J  wait  at  the  stable,  or  elsewhere,  while  she  was  at  service. 
Tben  how  pleasant  it  would  be  to  hear  the  noise  of  wheels  clatter- 
ing up  to  the  door  when  the  last  prayer  was  being  made ;  and  to 
have  the  people  know  that  among  those  horses  that  were  stamping 
their  hoots  out  upon  the  pavement,  and  fighting  flies,  was  the  pro- 
perty of  the  Wigginses ;  that  a  liberal  quantity  of  the  noise  of 
wheels  was  made  by  their  own  carriage  ;  and  that  one  of  those  dri- 
vers, broiling  in  the  sun,  and  who,  like  other  animals,  do  n't  need 
Religion,  was  a  part  of  the  establishment  belonging  to  Lorenzo  R. 
Wiggins  and  lady. 

At  a  late  hour,  the  guests  having  all  left,  staggering  under  the 
load  of  happiness  bestowed  upon  them  by  their  fortunate  friend,  the 
liappy  couple  retired.     And  how  fair  the  old  box  of  treasure  ap- 
peared in  the  land  of  dreams J     At  one  time  Mr.  Wiggins  was  tear- 
ing down  a  building,  and  innumerable  chests  were  falling  with  a 
Tast  deal  of  jingling  into  deep  vaults.     And  then  he  had  succeeded 
in  getting  the  chest  to  his  house,  and  in  the  presence  of  the  parson 
and  his  neighbors  was  breaking  it  open.     The  iron  bands  had  all 
turned  into  pure  gold,  and  the  box  was  filled  with  small  gold  pick* 
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axes,  and  a  heap  of  gold  bricks,  and  the  sides  were  all  plastered  in 
with  soft  gold  mortar.  A  bottle  of  good  liquor  stood  in  the  corner 
of  the  box,  and  it  had  in  it  a  solid  gold  stopple.  At  another  time 
he  was  telling  his  employer  what  Mrs.  Wiggins  had  always  wanted 
him  to  tell  him,  and  what  he  always  desired  to  tell  him,  and  what 
he  never  dared  to  tell  him,  because  he  might  lose  his  employment 
if  he  did  so.  Then  he  found  himself  counting  up  heap*  of  gold 
and  silver  in  his  own  splendid  mansion ;  and  entertaining  a  bona 
fide  member  of  the  legislature  at  his  own  table.  Again  he  saw  the 
bright  little  gold  pick-axes*  and  the  solid  gold  bricks,  and  the  soft 
gold  mortar.  And  then  he  was  away  out  on  the  sea,  and  the  sun 
was  going  down  a  great  round  ball  of  pure  gold  into  unfathomable 
depths  of  liquid  gold,  and  all  around  it  were  gold  porpoises  playing 
with  shoals  of  gold  fish ;  while  far  away  lay  huge  gold  whales, 
whose  bright  sides  flashed  back  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun  in  floods 
of  golden  light,  bewildering  and  delighting  the  happy  dreamer. 
He  was  in  the  church,  and  the  minister  was  preaching  about  the 
New  Jerusalem,  with  its  streets  paved  with  gold,  and  he  thought 
the  old  Dutch  building  stood  in  that  city,  and  that  the  preacher 
spoke  of  Lorenzo  R.  Wiggins  as  the  happy  finder  of  a  chest  of 
treasure  while  tearing  down  the  house.  The  pew  door  it  swung 
on  golden  hinges,  and  his  Bible  and  psalm-book  were  bound  ip 
gold. 

It  was  the  richest  night  ever  enjoyed  by  the  Wigginses.  The 
wife  quite  surpassed  the  husband  in  her  flights  in  the  land  of  dreams. 
However,  her  mind  dwelt  more  among  effects  than  causes.  It  was 
not  so  much  the  gold  with  her  as  the  splendoD  produced  by  the 
treasure  that  filled  her  dreams. ,  She  presided  with  great  and  severe 
dignity  at  grand  tea-parties ;  and  was  elected  president  of  many 
female  associations.  She  became  the  standard  of  fashion  in  all  the 
city ;  and  an  ordinary  woman  had  reached  the  dizzy  height  of  her 
ambition  when  dressed  like  Mrs.  Wiggins.  Then  she  got  some 
few  of  her  own  family  relatives  to  live  in  her  house,  in  order  to  use 
them  as  bright  brass  reflectors  of  her  own  individual  glory.  She 
dressed  those  poor  female  relations  at  her  own  expense,  and  fed 
them  from  her  own  table,  and  they  in  turn  became  very  proud,  be- 
cause they  stood  amid  the  bright  radiance  of  Mrs.  Wiggins'  glory. 
She  made  the  whole  structure  of  fashionable  society  to  tremble  as" 
she  sent  forth  the  decree  that  none  of  her  sex  should  visit  at  her 
house  who  was  not  able  to  support  an  'establishment;'  because 
she  felt  it  to  be  the  part  of  wisdom  to  use  great  care  that  the  taint 
of  past- poverty  might  not  injure  her  present  display.  When  the 
bright  Sabbath  came,  she  rustled  up  the  broad  aisle  an  animated  roll 
of  silk  and  satin ;  or  rather,  like  a  vessel  under  full  press  of  can- 
vass, with  streamers  flying  from  mast-head,  she  sailed  along  until 
she  came  to  an  anchor  in  her  own  harbor.  Then  commenced  the 
worship  on  damask  cushions.  The  service  over,  to  her  surprise 
the  '  establishment'  came  clattering  down  the  middle  of  the  church, 
and  taking  a  graceful  turn  in  front  of  the  pulpit,  actually '  stopped 
before  her  own  pew  door.     Then  she  was  in  her  parlor,  and  the 
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floor  was  carpeted  with  rich  Brussels,  deep  as  clover  and  soft  as 
velvet.  The  minister  invited  herself  and  Mr.  Wiggins  to  his  house, 
not  as  a  matter  of  religious  duty,  but  because  their  claims  were 
those  held  in  common  by  other  rich  people.  Now  Mrs.  Wiggins 
was  surprised  to  find  how  much  of  wit  and  wisdom  wealth  miracu- 
lously bestowed.  She  recollected  that  when  she  was  poor,  and  the 
pastor  used  to  pay  his  gracious  annual  visit,  that  her  severest 
attempts  at  wisdom,  and  her  most  desperate  efforts  at  wit,  seemed 
to  have  no  effect  upon  her  beloved  pastor ;  but  the  ten  minutes 
allotted  for  his  call  being  consumed  in  a  judicious  talk  in  regard  to 
weather,  health,  and  other  providential  interests,  with  a  bow  of  vast 
condescension  he  withdrew.  How  great  the  change  !  Her  grave 
remarks  were  received  with  profound  regard,  and  her  witty  say- 
ings actually  convulsed  the  divine  with  laughter.  Aunt  Sarah,  the 
old  maid,  told  her  that  the  reason  that  the  domine  paid  such  marked 
attention  to  herself  and  husband,  and  why  he  admired  and  even 
kissed  the  little  Wigginses,  was  all  because  he  looked  to  the  deep 
pockets  of  his  congregation  as  the  wells  of  his  temporal  salvation, 
from  which  he  drew  his  salary.  But  Mrs.  Wiggins  dreamed  that 
Aunt  Sarah's  saying  was  untrue.  Aunt  Sarah  told  her  that  the 
minister  would  make  longer  prayers  now  for  any  of  ber  family  who 
should  be  sick,  and  that  there  was  no  danger  of  her  being  addressed 
as  in  any  respects  a  sinner,  because  when  he  spoke  of  that  class  he 
always  looked  up  into  the  galleries  among  the  poor,  who  were  una- 
ble by  pew  rent  to  sustain  his  worldly  success.  But  Mrs.  Wiggins 
dreamed  that  Aunt  Sarah  could  not,  from  her  position  in  society  or 
the  church,  judge  of  the  attachments  formed  by  her  beloved  pastor. 
How  the  truant  thoughts,  like  unwitting  youngsters,  ramble  and 
rattle  in  sleep,  revealing  family  secrets  such  as  never  should  be  told ! 
And  then  how  pleasant  is  the  sensation  when  the  day  drives  the 
dreaded  revelation  with  all  its  consequences  far  away  into  the 
silent,  misty  land  of  dreams  ! 

How  gently  the  morning  ligljt  beams  in  upon  the  sleeper,  and 
kissing  his  closed  eyelids,  woos  him  back  to  consciousness  and  full 
life.  The  sun's  first  rays,  blessed  angels,  they  linger  a  moment  on  the 
eastern  hills,  and  then  fly  away  over  the  dew-gemmed  fields,  like 
notes  of  joyful  music,  and  gliding  into  countless  chambers,  awake  the 
world  from  its  strange  vision  of  sleep  to  life's  reality.  Thus  was  it 
with  our  illustrious  dreamers.  A  long  time  did  the  busy  rays  toil  at 
the  fringed  curtains  of  Mrs.  Wiggins'  eyes  ;  while  a  large  green  fly 
who  had  generously  volunteered  his  assistance  in  the  case  of  her 
husband,  was  strutting  and  stamping  on  the  end  of  his  nose.  Man 
and  wife  finally  awoke ;  the  one  having  a  strange  confused  remem- 
brance of  gold  whales,  porpoises  and  little  gold  pick-axes  ;  and  the 
other  with  a  vivid  recollection  of  the  tea-party  and  the  rich  Brussels 
carpet.  However,  it  was  only  a  dream,  and  they  immediately  arose 
and  made  due  preparation  for  the  reception  and  the  opening  of  the 
chest. 

It  was  precisely  eight  in  the  morning  when  Mr.  Wiggins  ar- 
rived, bearing  in  triumph  the  mysterious  box,  and  accompanied  by 
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a  select  committee  of  ragged  urchins,  who  had  followed  him  from 
the  vault  to  his  own  door.  One  impudent  little  rascal  called  out, 
*  suppose  they  want  any  of  the  real  stuff  in  the  chest,  would  n't  you 
feel  kind  o'  curious  ]'  Mr.  Wiggins  always  loved  children,  but  such 
an  insinuation  from  such  a  source,  was  somewhat  too  much  for  his 
forbearance.  He  aimed  a  blow  at  the  presumptuous  youngster 
which  would  have  materially  dimmed  his  prospects  if  he  had  been 
successful  in  the  effort.  A  goodly  number  of  his  neighbors  had 
gathered  in,  as  they  said, '  to  see  what  would  come  of  it ;'  and  among 
the  rest  a  member  of  '  the  reading  club,'  as  it  was  called.  This  club 
was  composed  of  eight  or  ten  kindred  spirits  whose  meetings  being 
strictly  private,  caused  no  little  gossip  among  the  good  people  of  the 
neighborhood.  Among  many  valuable  exercises,  they  had  an  ap- 
proved system  of  shouting  along  the  various  notes  of  a  newly-in- 
vented scale  ;  this  latter  exercise,  in  one  instance,  well  nigh  sent  the 
whole  association  to  the  wateh-house  for  a  breach  of  the  peace. 

Just  as  the  clock  struck  nine  the  chest-finder  began  the  work  of 
opening,  and  at  ten  minutes  past  nine  the  old  oak  cover  swung  back 
with  a  rusty  grinding  sound  and  displayed  the  treasure.  Mrs.  Wig- 
gins had  actually  gathered  up  her  apron,  to  receive  whatever  of 
loose  change  which  might  be  discovered.  The  first  objects  that  were 
revealed  proved  to  be  a  large  ruler,  a  slate,  a  bunch  of  goose-quills, 
which,  from  their  appearance,  might  have  been  plucked  from  the  tail 
of  one  of  the  illustrious  geese  whose  united  and  immortal  squeaks 
saved  the  eternal  city ;  and  beneath  these  articles,  a  pair  of  slippers 
and  a  chaos  of  old  clothes.  Still  the  high  hope  of  Wiggins  was  not 
entirely  blasted.  It  might  be,  nay  it  was  most  probable,  that  all 
that  loose  rubbish  was  put  in  to  conceal  the  real  wealth  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  chest.  This  bright  expectation  was  evidently  realized, 
for  the  old  garments  once  removed,  they  discovered  last  of  all,  at 
the  bottom,  a  large  package  tied  up  in  a  plaid  cotton  handkerchief 
The  haste  with  which  Wiggins  opened  that  bundle  may  not  be  de- 
scribed. Old  Munuscript  I  Nothing  in  the  wide  world  but  a  pack 
of  worthless  papers  which  were  too  much  decayed  to  be  of  service 
even  for  waste  paper !  The  last  spasmodic  hope  possessed  by  poor 
Wiggins  on  the  opening  of  the  package,  that  each  paper  might 
prove  to  be  a  deed  of  some  rich  lot,  or  farm,  being  utterly  anni- 
hilated on  the  first  examination,  he  gave  up  in  despair.  On  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  ruler,  goose-quills,  etc.,  Mrs.  Wiggins  let  fall  her 
apron,  and  as  the  investigation  proceeded,  she  became  more  and 
more  agitated,  until  the  opening  of  the  handkerchief,  when  she 
made  a  resolute  and  well  nigh  successful  attempt  to  swoon  ;  failing 
however,  she  immediately  left  the  room  in  order  to  go  into  as  com- 
plete a  system  of  hysterics  as  the  extremity  of  the  case  seemed  to 
demand.  The  by-standers  exchanged  most  significant  looks  as  one 
revelation  followed  another,  until  the  opening  of  that  handkerchief 
proving  too  much  for  their  gravity,  they  burst  forth  into  unrestrained 
laughter. 

As  for  Wiggins,  he  was  quite  unfitted  for  any  humble  steady  em- 
ployment, and  from  that  time  forth  he  led  a  loose  and  lazy  life.     He 
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-urould  occasionally  purchase  a  lottery  ticket  and  invariably  draw 
Wank.  It  often  injures  a  man  nearly  o*  quite  as  much  for  him  to 
liope  to  attain  to  sudden  wealth  and  be  disappointed,  as  it  does  if  his 
liope  is  realized.  In  either  case  twenty  to  one  but  he  is  ruined. 
Under  the  deep  mortification  consequent  upon  the  revelation  of  .the 
plaid  cotton  handkerchief,  Wiggins  would  have  burned  the  papers 
and  the  chest  together ;  but  the  member  of  the  club  before  men- 
tioned, .  being  himself  somewhat  of  an  antiquarian,  took  the  box 
and  the  old  manuscript  and  placed  them  in  the  room  of  the  associa- 
tion. Thus  ended  the  vision  of  wealth,  which  like  Jonah's  gourd, 
remained  but  for  a  night.  The  dream  of  the  petulant  and  envious 
Mrs.  Wiggins  was  far  more  true  in  its  representation  of  her  own 
character  and  of  those  who  sometimes  disgrace  the  profession  they 
make,  and  the  vocation  to  which  they  are  called,  than  were  its  pro- 
mises of  future  wealth  and  distinction.  Every  man  is  not  a  Mr. 
Wiggins.  Every  woman  is  not  a  Mrs.  Wiggins.  Every  old  maid 
is  not  an  '  Aunt  Sarah/  neither  is  every  minister  like  the  one  dreamed 
of  by  Mrs.  Wiggins.  But  may  not  all  those  characters  bp  found  t 
Do  not  good  consistent  professors  of  religion,  and  faithful  earnest 
pastors,  show  more  clearly  upon  the  canvass  of  society  by  having  the 
former  for  a  dark  back -ground  ? 

How  fast  all  things  change  !  It  seems  but  yesterday  when  we 
saw  the  old  Dutch  building,  with  its  two  steep  roofs,  its  pointed  and 
ornamented  little  steeples,  and  its  '  anno-domini'  of  huge  cast-iron 
figures ;  but  it  has  gone,  and  in  its  place  now  stands  a  noble  temple 
with  its  lofty  pillars  and  well  proportioned  dome.  The  street  too 
has  altered,  and  with  the  long  rows  of  chestnut  trees  and  graceful 
elms  adorning  either  side,  may  boast  no  small  degree  of  beauty.  If 
one  of  the  good  Dutch  citizens  of  the  olden  time  could  saunter  forth 
from  his  silent  dwelling  on  such  a  night  as  this  in  which  we  write; 
when  the  white  columns  of  the  church  and  the  academy  are  half- 
concealed  and  half-revealed  in  the  deep  foliage  of  the  trees ;  and 
the  clear  moon  is  busy  penciling  the  countless  leaves  and  twigs  on 
the  walks  below,  and  sprinkling  all  the  ground  with  drops  of  silver 
light,  we  think  that  he  would  fill  with  delight  and  even  grow  poeti- 
cal. Let  him  extend  his  walk  around  the  corner,  and  up  to  where 
a  tall  dark  spire  rising  from  the  midst  of  bending  trees,  points  to 
the  peaceful  blue  sky,  while  the  solemn  old  building  rests  like  a 
shadow  among  the  boughs,  and  it  seems  to  us  his  thoughts  would 
turn  to  holy  worship.  He  surely  would  find  employment  for  all  his 
admiration,  even  in  the  unpretending  city  of  his  birth,  if  he  should 
take  his  stand  upon  the  capitol  steps  and  look  out  from  thence  over 
those  twin  parks,  so  beautifully  ornamented  and  so  bright  with  ver- 
dure, far  through  to  the  row  of  rich  dwellings  half  hid  among  the 
stately  trees.  *  Moya  !  Moya !'  handsome !  handsome  !  he  would 
exclaim  if  the  ghost  of  an  old  Dutch  burgher  could,  possess  one  grain 
of  poetry  in  its  soul.  It  is  said  that  a  park  of  green  trees  in  a  city 
is  conducive  to  health  ;  and  that  each  leaf  receives  a  quantity  of  the 
foul  air,  and  purifying  it  sends  it  forth  abreath  of  life  into  the  crowded 
streets.     It  is  a  beautiful  reflection.    And  it  seems  to  us  that  such 
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green  growing  trees  and  shrubbery  have  also  an  influence  for  good 
upon  the  heart :  and  that  much  of  defiled  thought  is  purified  by  such 
an  exhibition  of  heavenly  wisdom  and  love,  and  that  it  goes  forth 
from  thence  upon  the  city's  mind  with  a  healthful  influence.  We 
will  not  mar  the  pleasure  of  such  a  reflection  by  the  indulgence  of 
a  single  doubt.  Even  one  little  flower  with  its  single  dew-drop, 
and  breath  of  incense,  preaches  its  silent  sermon  most  eloquently  to 
the  heart  of  man. 

The  Dutch  mansion  has  passed  away,  but  «  the  old  elm  tree,'  for 
so  many  years  its  acquaintance  and  crony,  still  stands  and  will  doubt- 
less continue  to  grow  for  a  long  time  to  come.  The  ever-varying  stream 
of  life  with  its  noisy  dashing  waters,  has  passed  by  it  for  more  than 
a  century.  It  has  stood  on  that  corner  and  seen  the  infant  carried 
by  in  the  nurse's  arms.  It  has  seen  that  child  playing  beneath  its 
branches  in  boyhood.  In  the  whirl  of  pleasure  and  the  strife  of 
business,  it  has  beheld  him  acting  the  part  of  full  manhood.  Again 
tottering  up  the  hill  under  the  infirmities  of  age,  the  old  elm  has  sup- 
ported him  as  he  paused  to  lean  against  its  sturdy  trunk.  It  has 
seen  too,  the  long  procession  slowly  passing  up  to  the  congregation 
of  the  dead,  bearing  the  old  man  to  his  final  home.  Crowds  who 
once  loitered  in  its  shade  have  long  since  turned  to  dust.  The 
branches  of  'the  old  elm*  have  vibrated  to  the  tune  of  '  God  save 
the  king*  and  '  the  star  spangled  banner;'  and  it  has  cast  its  cooling 
shadows  alike  on  the  good  and  loyal  subjects  of  King  George  the 
Third,  and  the  stout  supporters  of  President  George  the  First  A 
venerable  patriarch,  glorious  in  years,  and  boasting  this  night  broader 
limbs  and  deeper  foliage  than  any  of  its  neighbors ;  its  fall  would 
be  counted  a  public  loss,  and  all  the  trees  that  stand  along  the  streets 
would  be  justified  in  joining  m  procession  and  following  *  the  old 
elm'  to  its  rest  in  the  forest. 

At  the  first  meeting  of  the  club  after  the  deposite  of  the  chest,  the 
papers  were  examined  and  found  to  be  in  a  very  good  state  of  pre- 
servation. Among  the  manuscripts  was  found  one  entitled  '  A  Ghost 
Story,  by  a  Ghost,'  another,  •  The  Death  of  a  Country  Pastor,' '  Reflec- 
tions on  Sir  Isaac  Newton's  discovery  of  the  law  of  gravitation,  and 
the  result  of  such  reflections  on  my  own  mind  ;  and  added  thereunto 
an  interesting  experiment  with  my  school  in  search  of  deep  truths,' 
'An  Adventure,'  '  The  boat  that  was  Spirited  away,'  and  other  ar- 
ticles not  enumerated,  each  tied  separately  and  carefully  with  red 
tape.  It  seemed  evident  that  the  writer  had  been  a  school-master, 
and  we  have  since  heard  '  the  oldest  man  in  the  place'  declare,  that 
he  distinctly  recollects  to  have  seen  when  he  was  a  lad,  long,  long 
before  he  rose  to  be  penny-post,  a  tall  shadow  of  a  man  pass  twice 
a  day  through  a  certain  street  of  the  city,  carrying  under  his  arm  a 
plaid  cotton  handkerchief  and  walking  with  a  large  horn-headed 
cane,  and  that  he  understood  that  he  was  employed  in  teaching  Eng- 
lish to  the  children  of  a  rich  Dutch  family  of  the  place. 

The  members  of  the  club  passed  a  resolution  that  the  papers 
should  be  considered  the  property  of  the  association  as  such  ;  and 
that  the  evening  of  the  third  Wednesday  in  each  month  they  should 
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wsemble,  when  other  business  being  dispensed  with,  they  would  lis- 
ten to  the  reading  of  a  paper  from  '  The  School-master's  Manu- 
script.' The  one  chosen  for  the  next  meeting  was  marked  '  A 
Ghost  Story,  by  a  Ghost.'  The  president  immediately  arose,  and 
with  evident  embarrassment,  and  many  preliminary  beg-pardons, 
said  that  he  hoped  the  members  of -the  club  would  excuse  him,  but 
that  manuscript  he  had  ventured  to  send  to  the  Editor  of  the  Knick- 
erbocker, and  that  the  *  ghost'  had  actually  been  seen,  clad  in  the 
neat  apparel  of  that  periodical,  and  had  made  its  appearance  in  va- 
rious parts  of  the  land.  All  forgave  the  president,  for  his  sin,  if  any, 
was  one  of  indiscretion,  the  club  not  having  examined  the  paper 
with  a  view  of  disposing  of  it  in  such  a  manner,  all  but  the  reader, 
who  being  perhaps,  we  may  say,  a  little  vain  of  his  own  peculiar 
abilities  in  that  line,  he  thought  the  act  one  which  rendered  the  presi- 
dent liable  to  impeachment. 

The  following  resolution  passed  without  opposition  :  *  Resolved, 
That  the  reader  present  to  the  club,  at  its  next  meeting,  the  story  en-' 
tilled  '  The  Death  op  a  Country  Pastor.' 


?HE       FARMER-BARD* 


The  ancient  bards  of  Scotia's  land, 

Majestic  bards  were  they ; 
Wild  rose  their  songs  by  moor  and  fell, 
Which  over  dingle,  loch  and  dell 

In  echoes  died  away. 

The  harp  of  Wales,  by  bearded  men 

To  mournful  numbers  strung, 
'Mong  her  bleak  rocks,  along  her  shore, 
Shall  swell  in  saddened  notes  no  more  — 

Her  requiem  is  sung ! 

And  '  merrie  England's'  ballads  quaint, 
Once  heard  'neath  green-wood  tree, 
All  hushed  are  they ;  the  wassail-song  no  more1 
Is  heard,  as  they  pass  from  door  to  door, 
In  their  midnight  revelry. 

The  gray  and  gallant  troubadour, 

Unstrung  is  his  guitar, 
tiis  *  ladyeV  eyes  may  shine  in  vain, 
He  never  shall  return  again 

From  siege  or  holy  war ! 

The  Minnesinger's  lay  hath  lost 

The  spirit  of  his  race, 
The  old  song  days  —  they  all  are  fled, 
The  old  song  masters — they  are  dead* 

And  who  shall  fill  their  place  ? 
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The  Farmer-Bard !  the  Farmer-Bard 

The  vacant  place  shall  fill, 
For  he  is  Nature's  favored  child, 
He  learneth  lessons  sweet  and  mild, 

From  brook,  and  tree,  and  hill. 

His  brow  is  bared  to  the  summer  sun, 

His  hair  waves  to  the  breeze, 
And  his  bard-like  garments  that  *  float  and  flow9 
Around  his  form,  are  spun  of  tow, 

And  reach  down  to  his  knees. 

His  note  is  not  heard  by  the  castle-gate, 

He  sings  no  '  languishing  fall,' 
.He  strikes  no  harp  or  light  guitar, 
He  tells  not  of  tourney  or  holy  war, 

But  he  whistles  —  words  and  all. 

He  sees  the  golden  oriole 

Glancing  among  the  trees ; 
He  's  list'ning  to  the  rustling  corn, 
And  to  the  wild-bee's  tiny  horn, 

And  planting  beans  and  peas. 

He  watches  the  silvery  clouds  unfurl, 

Like  a  snowy  winding-sheet ; 
He  looks  with  a  ' prophet-poet's  eye,' 
And  says,  as  he  scans  the  dark'ning  sky, 

*  If  it  rains,  't  will  sp'ile  my  wheat !' 

When  the  shades  of  night  have  stolen  down 
On  wood,  and  stream,  and  fell,  ' 

He  walks  out  under  the  starry  dome, 
To  see  if  his  '  critters'  have  all  come  home, 
And  his  horses  are  eating  well. 

Forth  walketh  he  in  the  early  morn, 

With  measured  pace  and  slow, 
And  his  heart  beats  high,  and  his  lungs  are  strong, 
And  he  }K>ureth  forth  his  matin  song, 
To  a  sweet  refrain  :  '  Gee,  Buck !  go  long ! 

Haw,  Bright !  go  'long !  —  gee  who  !' 

His  labor  bringeth  honest  bread, 

It  bringeth  calm  repose, 
And  a  sweeter  strain  of  thankful  prayer 
Than  ever  on  the  quivering  air 

From  ancient  harp  arose. 

Then  give  me  the  song  of  the  ploughman-bard, 

As  he  drives  along  his  cart, 
Though  it  savors  not  of  learned  lore ; 
Ah  !  no ;  it  tells  of  something  move  — 

A  patient,  happy  heart !  *  •  *. 
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LETTERS  FROM  THE-.  GULF  STATES 


BT     A     NORTH  *iiN     TRiTILLlB. 


mutioatiow  ow  rmt.  Alabama  :    the  takses    soaoot-MiBTRBss  :    ■DUOATroH  at  thb  boutv  :    '  otD 

8AI/T  :'     A  THUNDKK   BTOKM  :     THK    STRAJIOKR'g    OR1VI.       • 

FiZ^e  Springs,  Ala.,  Aug.  12U,  1847. 

People  from  the  Dorth,  in  passing  the  first  summer  southward, 
are  surprised  that  the  temperature  of  the  warmest  days  of  July  and 
August,  instead  of  rising  above,  falls  below  that  of  their  native  lati- 
tude by  half-a-dozen  degrees.  We  have  seen  the  thermometer  at 
one  hundred  and  one  degrees,  in  latitude  44°,  and  during  a  resi- 
dence of  five  years  in  latitude  32°  have  never  seen  it  above  ninety- 
six.  This  arises  from  the  additional  length  of  the  days  in  midsum- 
mer at  the  north  ;  the  sun  remaining  in  the  horizon  an  hour  longer 
in  New-England  than,  in  the  states  upon  the  Gulf.  It  is  not  the 
intensity,  but  the  duration  of  the  summer  heat  in  this  climate  that 
relaxes  and  enervates  the  system.  The  warm  weather  begins  with 
April  and  is  uninterrupted  till  November.  The  unhealthy  season 
of  the  lowlands  never  commences  till  past  midsummer;  and  the 
planters  and  business  men,  who  seek  the  cooler  breezes  and  purer 
waters  of  the  hilly  region,  seldom  leave  before  the  first  of  July. 

We  had  been  for  weeks  anticipating  a  visit  among  the  highlands 
°f  Alabama,  in  a  region  as  yet  unvisited  by  us.  The  first  part  of 
&e  route  would  be  by  way  of  the  Alabama  river.  The  boat  was 
Dot  to  leave  till  past  midnight,  and  when  we  went  on  board  all  the 
passengers  had  gone  below.  The  steam-boats  here  are  unlike  the 
'floating  palaces5  of  the  Hudson,  yet  they  afford  every  needful  con- 
venience. We  sat  down  on  the  upper  deck  to  enjoy  the  rich  and 
silvery  moonlight,  such  as  is  only  found  in  approaching  the  tropics. 
Hour  after  hour  stole  away  till  the  dawn  appeared,  disclosing  on 
e&chside  the  dusky  outline  of  the  surrounding  forest.  The  scenery 
?f*a  southern  river  is  never  imposing.  There  are  no  lofty  summits 
ln  the  distance,  no  cliffs  overhanging  the  stream.  The  banks  are 
covered  with  tall  trees,  and  their  drooping  boughs  and  dark  green 
toHage  sweep  far  over  the  current. 

We  were  watching  the  approach  of  the  sun  as  his  rays  were 
Ju8t  beginning  to  dance  among  the  topmost  branches,  when  several 
Indies  came  from  below  with  the  praiseworthy  intention  of  enjoy- 
lng  the  -  delicious  cool'  of  the  morning.  They  were  soon  in  gay 
8piriu,  as  well  they  might  be,  in  exchanging  the  stifled  air  of  the 
cabin  for  the  delightf.il  atmosphere  above.  One  of  the  number, 
a&d  the  youngest,  had  a  cheery  face  and  a  hoydenish  yet  heart- felt 
'augb,  such  as  could  only  come  from  a  blithesome  Yankee  girl. 
kuch  she  was,  and  that  too  from  our  own  native  state.  So  we  sat 
down  and  thought  no  more  of  the  morning  scenery,  but  looking  in 
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each  other's  faces,  talked  of  our  far  distant  homes  in  the  '/Granite 
State ;'  of  those  glorious  old  hills,  the  White  Mountains ;  and  of 
the  cherished  domestic  altars,  where  love  and  hope  had  entwined 
their  earliest  garlands. 

Our  fair  friend,  in  company  of  a  school-mate,  had  left  the  valley 
of  the  Connecticut  a  year  and  a-half  previous,  to  become  a  teacher 
at  the  south.  Her  companioa  went  to  Mississippi,  while  she  ob- 
tained a  situation  in  one  of  the  lower  and  retired  counties  of  this 
state.  As  she  was  designing  to  return  home  in  a  year,  she  was 
spending  this  summer  vacation  in  an  excursion  with  some  friends 
among  the  Talladega  hills.  Recently  she  had  heard  that  her 
school-mate  had  married  a  wealthy  planter,  an  old  bachelor;  and 
of  course  was  henceforth  a  southern  woman  with  '  southern,  prin- 
ciples.' 

'  Is  it  not  possible,'  inquired  we,  '  that  a  similar  fortune  awaits 
yourself  the  coming  year  V 

'  Ha,  ha  !  Marry  a  quinquegenarian  oachelor,  long  since  wedded 
to  his  own  peculiar  whims  and  oddities  ?  Not  she !  Forsooth,  it 
might  be  very  pleasant  to  be  surrounded  by  half-a-dozen  negro 
waiting-women,  with  their  picaninnies,  but  she  would  forego  even 
this  pleasure  to  return  to  her  fatherland.  True,  the  climate  of 
the  Granite  Hills  was  stern  and  cold,  but  warm  and  generous  and 
faithful  hearts  were  there.'  Heaven  bless  thee  !  thou  happy  and  art- 
less one  !  May  a  kind  Providence  watch  over  thee  until  thou  reach- 
eat  the  home  of  thy  childhood  ! 

This  reminds  us  that  a  majority  of  the  teachers  at  the  south  are 
from  the  northern  states  ;  we  might  even  say  from  New-England. 
Few  engage  in  the  occupation  permanently  ;  the  most  leaving  it  in 
a  few  years  for  a  less  arduous  and  confining  employment.  We 
know  of  no  business  taxing  the  health  so  severely  as  that  of  teach- 
ing at  the  south.  There  is  none  of  that  judicious  division  of  labor 
which  prevails  in  the  cities  and  larger  towns  of  the  north,  and 
which  is  an  essential  advantage  to  both  teacher  and  pupil.  Hence, 
in  a  school  of  thirty  pupils,  we  have  often  seen  every  grade  of 
scholarship,  from  young  men  reciting  in  Homer,  Horace,  and 
Euclid,  to  the  veriest  beginners  of  the  alphabet.  In  such  a  school 
an  instructor  will  sometimes  have  thirty  distinct  exercises  daito, 
and  soqae  of  the  more  advanced  requiring  near  an  hour's  time.  To 
do  justice  to  his  pupils,  and  sustain  his  own  reputation,  he  must  toil 
from  eight  in  the  morning  till  the  *  going  down  of  the  sun.'  This, 
added  to  the  necessary  confinement  of  a  teacher's  life,  will  in  a  few 
years  destroy  his  health,  unless  he  has  iron  nerves  and  an*  ante- 
del  uvi  an  constitution.  We  have  met  with  many  indefatigable  teach- 
ers in  this  region,  those  who  would  be  an  honor  to  any  profession, 
and  who  are  devoting  to  it  the  best  of  their  days  and  the  maturest 
of  their  efforts.  All  praise  is  due  to  them.  They  are  doing  more 
for  the  future  well-being  of  the  community  than  any  other  class  of 
men. 

The  great  existing  error  on  the  subject  of  education  at  the  south, 
is  the  neglect  to  establish  a  system  of  public  instruction ;  something 


1847.]  Letters  from  the  Gujf  States.  217 

equivalent  to  the  common  schools  of  the  eastern  states,  and  we  care 
not  how  much  better ;  something  that  shall  place  within  the  reach 
of  the  poor  man's  sons  and  daughters  the  first  elements  of  know- 
ledge, enough  at  least  to  enable  them  to  discover  that  they  are 
endowed  with  attributes  to  distinguish  them  from  the  brutes.  We 
care  not  how  ample  provision  the  men  of  wealth  may  make  for  the 
education  of  their  offspring,  how  liberally  they  may  endow  colleges 
with  professorships  ana  libraries ;  so  long  as  the  mass  of  the  people 
are  unprovided  for,  so  long  will  that  discrepancy  continue  to  aug- 
ment which  already  exists  between  them  and  their  northern  neigh-' 
•  bors  in  whatever  constitutes  the  elements  of  prosperity  and  happi- 
ness. 

After  breakfast  the  passengers  assembled  under  the  awning  on 
deck,  and  each  one  seemed  occupied  in  taking  a  view  of  the  com- 
pany in  whose  society  he  was  to  pass  the  remainder  of  the  week, 
and  perhaps  of  the  warm  season.     There  was  a  great  variety  of 
characters,  as  there  alwajfe  are  on  a  southern  steam-boat.     There 
were   planters   and  merchants   with   their  wives,  children,   black 
waiters,  and  an  abundance  of  trumpery,  lawyers,  men  of  leisure, 
exquisites,  some  spooneys,  a  few  snobs,  and  a  sprinkling  of  '  un- 
common queer  ones.'     The  day  soon  became  too  warm  for  general 
conversation.     The  few  remarks  that  were  made  were  far  from 
interesting,  consisting  chiefly  of  complaints  of  the  heat  or  glare ; 
of  the  children,  or  of  the  dulness  of  the  river ;    varied  by  mutual 
interrogation  of  where  every  body  was  going.     When  dinner  was 
over,  the  most  of  the  company  went  below,  to  engage  in  reading, 
whist,  and  drowsing.     Toward  sunset,  while  walking  on  the  hurri- 
cane-deck to  keep  from  falling  asleep,  we*  were  joined  by  a  quaint 
and  corpulent  companion  of  about  sixty  years.     He  was  an  '  old 
salt/  he  said,  was  raised  in  Massachusetts,  had  followed  the  sea 
forty  years,  and  now  considered  himself  a  sort  of  '  civis  mundi,'  a 
denizen  of  the  whole  world.     For  a  long  time  he  was  a  whaler  in 
the  south  Pacific  ;  had  sat  at  top-mast  many  a  long  day,  on  the  look* 
out  for  the  distant  monsters ;   and  gave  us  some  very  acceptable 
information  about  this  dangerous  occupation.    Aside  from  his  occa- 
sional profanity,  he  was  unusually  agreeable  in  conversation,  and 
during  his  leisure  hours  at  sea  had  made  himself  familiar  with  his- 
tory, biography,  and  romance. 

When  the  night  came  on,  and  many  of  the  passengers  had  re- 
tired, we  renewed  our  promenade.  Once  in  a  while  a  large  fire 
gleamed  forth  among  the  dark  bushes  on  shore,  and  around  were 
the  dusky  figures  of  half-naked  slaves  chopping  wood.  We  should 
have  gone  below  at  an  early  hour,  had  not  the  ominous  noises  from 
that  quarter  told  too  plainly  that  there  was  no  repose  for  the  weary 
there.  There  were  perhaps  a  half  score  of  infant  children  in  the 
cabin ;  and  having  just  been  taken  from  the  quiet  nursery  of  home, 
it  was  not  wonderful  that  they  now  exhibited  a  singular  gift  of 
squalling.  They  were  indefatigable,  those  little  fellows  ;  and  when 
one  became  quiet,  another  began  ;  so  among  them  they  kept  up  an 
incessant  jargon.     What  amused  us  most  was,  that  on  going  below 
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and  taking  in  our  arms  one  who  was  screaming  most  lustily  of  all, 
we  found  his  eye  as  dry  as  a  biscuit.  Their  mothers  scolded  and 
fretted  ;  their  nurses  humored  them  ;  and  between  these  two  me- 
thods of  management,  there  was  no  peace  for  any  body  within 
hearing.  Our  promenade  companion,  '  Old  Salt,'  said,  '  It  was 
worse  than  a  hail-storm  off  Cape  Horn  ;'  and  we  could  not  but  think 
of  the  remarks  of  a  fair  friend  of  ours,  herself  the  kindest  of  the 
kind,  that  'parents  who  make  their  children  odious  should  be 
classed  with  those  felons  who  poison  water-sources ;  for  they  spoil 
the  sweetest  things  that  Heaven  has  given  us.* 

The  light  breeze  which  had  blown  fresh  from  the  east  gradually 
died  away,  and  about  midnight  we  were  awakened  by  the  heavy 
rumbling  of  thunder.  A  black  cloud  lay  across  the  west,  and  ♦ran- 
dom flashes  of  lightning  were  darting  from  it.  Though  thunder- 
storms are  frequent  and  violent  here,  they  excite  little  apprehension, 
and  are  attended  with  but  little  danger.  The  tall  pine  abounding 
every  where,  by  receiving  the  strokes  of  lightning,  protects  the 
buildings  and  lower  objects.  This  happens  because  the  pine  is  the 
highest  object  presented  to  the  approaching  cloud,  has  a  pointed 
summit,  and  from  its  resinous  qualities  may  have  a  greater  affinity 
for  the  electric  fluid.  In  a  few  minutes  large  drops  of  rain  an- 
nounced the  approach  of  the  storm.  A  terrific  flash  and  peal  broke 
simultaneously  upon  us,  and  the  rain  fell  as  if  the  cloud  had  opened 
directly  over  our  heads.  Peal  after  peal  followed,  with  a  noise  that 
seemed  to  shake  the  bed  of  the  river.  The  violent  fall  of  rain  was 
soon  over ;  but  we  stood  for  some  time  watching  the  fitful  gleams 
of  lightning,  as  they  lingered  behind  to  illuminate  the  rear  of  the 
receding  tempest. t  Even  'Old  Salt'  felt  his  imagination  kindle. 
'  This,'  said  he, '  reminds  me  of  a  thunder-storm  off  the  mouth  of 
the  Amazon.  The  gale  compelled  all  hands  of  us  to  remain  above 
to  work  the  ship.  The  rain  poured  down  faster  than  I  ever  knew 
it  on  land,  yet  so  sharp  and  vivid  were  the  flashes  of  lightning,  that 
our  shirts  remained  as  dry  as  when  just  taken  from  the  drawer!' 

Passing  up  the  river,  we  saw  nothing  worthy  of  record  until  we 
reached  the  terminus  of  steamboat  travel ;  where,  with  several  fel- 
low-travellers, we  took  a  private  conveyance*to  a  rural  watering- 
place,  some  fifty  miles  above.  Tarrying  over  night  with  a  planter, 
we  saw  in  the  morning,  in  the  midst  of  an  open  plain,  a  single 
grave,  enclosed  by  a  slender  railing,  and  shaded  by  the  •  Pride  of 
China.1  It  is  the  final  resting-place  of  one  who  came  from  the 
north  to  escape  the  ravages  of  consumption  ;  and  like  too  many 
others,  came  too  late.  He  was  twenty-five  years  of  age,  and  was 
the  son  of  a  widow.  Having  passed  the  winter  in  the  western 
part  of  the  State,  and  finding  in  the  spring  that  his  health  was 
rapidly  failing,  he  hastened  to  return  home.  A  gentleman  travel- 
ling westward  found  him  in  a  public-house,  and  learned  from  him 
that  it  was  his  only  earthly  desire  to  reach  the  home  of  his  child- 
hood. Fearing  lest  his  intense  anxiety  should  lead  him  to  hurry 
forward  beyond  his  strength,  the  gentleman  gave  him  a  letter  of 
introduction  to  his  wife,  and  begged  him,  if  he  found  his  strength 
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failing,  to  tarry  at  his  house  until  he  should  return.  The  poor  fel- 
low did  not  even  reach  the  residence  of  his  friend,  but  died  a  few 
days  after,  and  was  buried  by  the  hands  of  strangers.  In  his  last 
hours  be  was  resigned  and  cheerful,  and  requested  that  his  mother 
should  be  informed  of  the  circumstances  of  his  death.  Having  at 
an  early  age  been  thrown  upon  his  own  resources,  with  but  a  frail 
constitution,  his  brief  life  was  one  of  struggle  and  of  sorrow : 

'After  life'*  fitful  fever,  he  sleeps  Well.'  « 

Another  sunny  day's  ride  has  brought  us  to  our  place  of  destina- 
tion. It  is  not  a  spot  which  would  enchant  the  antiquarian,  for  in 
lieu  of  antique  ruins  there  is  not  a  house  a  dozen  years  old ;  nor 
would  it  be  a  favorite  resort  for  the  student  of  the  fine  arts,  since 
as  yet  we  have  met  with  but  two  specimens,  one  a  lithograph  of 
•Old  Zach.,'  and  the  other  of  the  ' Beauty  of  Aikansaw ;'  still  it  is 
a  delightful  retreat  for  him  who  has  that  spirit  of  romance  which 

#  *  Finds  tongue!  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 

8ermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  every  thing.'  Mokadkock. 


TUB   BALLAD   OF   THE   BUTCHER-BOY, 


BT     J.     BOHITWIIL. 


It  was  unto  a  butcher-boy,  and  to  a  maiden  fair, 

That  while  he  coaxed  his  whiskers  trim,  and  she  her  yellow  hair,  • 

There  came,  when  other  mortals  slept,  or  only  woke  to  cares, 

A  heavenly  dove  that  fanned  a  flame  in  those  warm  hearts  of  theirs. 


Full  often  did  the  boy  protest  he  loved  the  maiden  dearly, 
And  she  returned,  as  woman  will,  his  plighted  love  sincerely ; 
Bat  her  father  was  a  cross-grained  man,  and  muttered  in  his  wrath, 
That  batcher-boys  would  surely  find  a  lion  in  their  path. 


Then  straight  the  youth  who  slaughtered  lambs  and  massacred  young  calves, 

Swore  back  again  he  never  did  do  any  thing  by  halves ; 

That  when  he  met  with  stubborn  brutes  they  always  bad  to  yield. 

And  he  would  come  off  conqueror  yet  from  this  contested  field. 


Now  though  the  maiden's  breast  was  filled  with  tenderest  alarms. 
When  he  proposed  to  bear  her  off,  by  night,  within  his  arms, 
Tet  his  persuasive  tongue  beguiled  the  maiden  to  his  hope, 
Till  she,  the  dear  confiding  girl !  consented  to  elope. 


'T  was  now  the  middle  watch  of  night ;  her  sire  had  ceased  to  snore, 

When  pat-pat  went  her  little  feet  across  the  chamber  floor ; 

And  cautiously  she  raised  the  amen,  to  lot  her  level  in, 

Who  came  wh*  aiy  and  stealthy  triad  a  blwsss*  bsi*  to  wim> 
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tt  was  the  middle  watch  of  night ;  her  father,  in  hii  bed, 

Tossed  to  and  fro,  for  sorely  ran  the  megrims  in  his  head, 

When  weird-like  came  the  self-same  voice  that  Macbeth  heard  of  yore, 

Speaking  to  him  the  thrilling  words  of  omen)  *  Sleep  no  more  !'. 


Uprist  he  then,  that  sleepless  man,  and  sought  the  open  ah*, 
And  startling  was  the  sight  that  met  his  troubled  vision  there  ; 
Against  his  daughter's  window  leaned  a  ladder  from  the  ground, 
And  the  butcher-boy  was  kissing  her  from  off  the  top-most  round  ! 


O,  how  elate  those  lovers  were  !  for  they  had  almost  climbed 
The  *  high  top-gallant  of  their  joy,'  where  beating  heart-bells  chimed ; 
But,  ah !  to  what  a  depth  the  hopes  that  buoyed  their  bosoms  fell, 
My  saddened  Muse  with  trembling  lip  and  weeping  eyes  shall  tell. 


That  sight  the  father's  vengeance  roused  ;  and  without  farther  stay, 
He  leaped  the  area-rail  and  dashed  the  frail  support  away ; 
Down  came  it  with  a  splintering  crash  that  echoed  overhead, 
And  with  it  fell  the  boy,  as  falls  the  unresisting  dead. . 


The  maiden  screamed  a  fearful  scream,  her  lover  gave  one  groan* 
And  then  the  palsied  father  stood  beside  the  dead  alone  ! 
'  The  blood  upon  the  murdered  man  in  gouts  began  to  clot, 
And  the  horror-stricken  homicide  seemed  rooted  to  the  spot 


At  length  the  wakened  watchmen  came  in  a  bewildered  throng, 
ffhose  harmless  city  pensioners,  whose  dreams  are  sweet  and  ton 
They  carried  him  a  captive  off,  the  corse  they  bore  away, 
While  the  maiden  on  her  chamber-floor  in  deathly  swooning  lay. 


All  solemnly  was  the  culprit  tried  by  twelve  good  men  and  true, 
Who  heard  the  judge  expound  old  law  and  manufacture  new ; 
And  how  't  was  done  1  cannot  tell,  but  it  was  thus  decreed, 
That  the  prisoner  at  the  bar  was  not  the  one  who  did  the  deed ! 


It  may  be  that  the  man  was  saved  by  a  convenient '  bnt ;' 

That  though  his  eyes  were  open  wide,  his  reasoning  powers  were  shot ; 

Such  loop-holes  of  escape  are  not  so  very  rare  of  late, 

But  that  full  many  a  rogue  is  saved  from  an  impending  fate. 


And  now  this  man  all  lonely  walks  with  eye-lids  never  raised, 
While  his  daughter  dwells  in  sorrow's  home,  forlorn,  among  the  erased ; 
Patient  and  uncomplaining  still,  but  pale  as  winter  snow, 
Like  one  whose  heart  is  crushed  beneath  an  avalanche  of  wo. 


For  her  beloved  she  wreathes  her  hair  with  flowers  and  ribbons  bright, 
In  ever-doomed  expectancy  that  he  will  come  to-night ; 
But,  ah !  she  longs  and  looks  in  vain,  with  (hose  transparent  eyes, 
For  when  she  olasps  his  hand  again,  'twill  be  in  Paradise. 
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SHADOWS. 

'^Hadows  to-night  hare  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richard,  than  can  the  rulutuucc  of 
tea  t:  thousand  soldiers  !* 

'  Hence,  horrible  shadow!  unreal  mockery,  hence !' 

1  Come  like  shadows,  so  depart !' 

'  Life  's  but  a  walking  shadow  — ' 

4  Night's  sable  shadows  from  the  ocean  rise.' 

4  Types  and  shadows  of  that  destined  seed.' 

'  Id  the  glorious  lights  of  Heaven  we  perceive  a  shadow  of  His  divine  countenance.' 

'Soft— as  that  harp's  unseen  controul 
In  morning  dreams  which  lovers  bear, 
Whose  strains  melt  gently  o'er  the  soul  • 

Bat  never  reach  the  waking  ear.' 


I  suppose  this  exquisite  stanza  of  the  Scottish  poet  to  have  never 
fallen  cold  and  dull  upon  the  ear  of  mortal  man  or  woman  !  It  is 
itself  a  shadow  of  what  all  have  once  seemed  to  hear,  all  have 
loved,  and  all  remember  ! 

It  chimes  upon  the  universal  Soul ;  which  stands  like  the  Statue 
holding  to  its  Ear  the  marine  shell,  and  listening  to  the  booming 
Ocean-surf  that  still  occupies  the  deep  concave  with  its  restless 
Sxirge  of  sound. 

How  momentary  was  the  passage  of  that  musick  of  the  harp, 
*xlong  the  sleeping  nerve  !  how  entrancing,  how  wonderful  its  ex- 
^^tence  !  how  beautiful  its  influence !  how  absorbing,  how  satisfy - 
**ig  beyond  all  measurement  of  time,  in  it's  utterance  and  it's  capa- 
city of  Joy  !  how  indelible  in  its  memory  !  and  yet,  in  its  distinctive 
^aotes  and  properties  of  musick,  irreclaimable,  unsearchable,  irrevo- 
cable, lost! 

Why,  why  is  this  1  Because  it  is  one  of  those  Spiritual  Reali- 
ties that  men  term  Shadows.  An  angel,  half  pausing  in  its  flight 
*Dver  a  sleeping  man,  floats  slowly  to  gaze  upon  him  with  Compas- 
sion and  with  Hope ;  and  the  hovering  motion,  and  the  look  were 
The  musick  of  the  dream  •: 

Motion  is  musick  in  the  Realms  above  ! 

Shadows  !  Shades  !  Shadows  !  In  these  are  the  true  wealth,  the 
real  Evils  of  life  !  and  all  the  rest  is  '  leather  and  prunella.'  Take 
from  existence  the  shadowy  colourings  of  Fancy ;  it's  anticipa- 
tions ;  it's  fears  ;  it's  memories ;  it's  fruitless  anxieties  and  passing 
hopes — what  is  there  left  between  the  two  naked  indivisible  points 
of  Birth  and  Death  ?  —  as  the  small  urn  suffices  to  enclose  the  ashes 
of  the  giant,  so  small  is  the  proportion  of  physical  good,  of  posi- 
tive sufferance,  of  original  thought,  in  the  life  of  man  :  the  rest  is 
shadow,  fleecy,  incorporeal,  spiritual,  intellectual  shadow ! 
I  delight  in  shadows,  I  account  that  man  in  one  respect  at  least 
vol.  xxx.  29 


222  Shadows.  [September, 

happy  who  hath  a  broad  deep  cornice  to  his  house,  however  low  the 
roof  and  near  the  Earth  that  cornice  may  be  placed,  so  that  the  Sun 
do  come  and  trace  a  rich  margin  on  the  dwelling  that  he  kisses  with 
his  golden  light.  It  is  the  bonnet  on  the  brow  of  woman,  or  like 
the  silken  lash  itself  at  times  above  her  blessed  eye.  How  such  a 
man  returns  to  such  a  house !  How  likely  such  a  house  to  contain 
such  a  Woman  ! 

The  shadows  that  belong  to  the  Palisado  Heights  of  the  Hudson 
in  the  warmth  of  Summer  as  the  Sun  goes  down  in  radiant  beauty— 
do  they  not  remind  one  of  the  Great  Rock  in  Scripture  whose  shel- 
ter hath  been  blessed  and  made  sacred  in  our  thoughts  ?  lengthen- 
ing, deepening,  extending  perceptibly  while  we  watch  1  and  the 
heart,  doth  it  not  rejoice  with  the  river  in  devotion  at  the  growing 
coolness  and  refreshment  of  the  shade  1 

And  those  that  move  along  the  light  green  sward  —  or  overtop 
the  waving  corn  upon  the  alluvial  meadow  —  or  come  over  the 
hamlet  an,d  the  mill  with  its  revolving  wheel  all-silvered  in  the 
spray,  gracefully,  slowly,  tardily  —  or  those  that  climb,  without  a 
thougnt  of  effort  or  of  Victory,  the  lofty  Kaatskill  Mountains  and 
then  course  along  their  fullest  extent  in  a  tumultuous  joy  of  mo-  ' 
tion,  have  these  not  almost  a  living  perception  ?  Doth  it  not  seem 
as  if  some  latent  sympathy  of  joy  and  of  affection  were  felt  be- 
twixt the  cloud  and  the  scope  of  Earth  it  covers  1  and  that  the  shade 
were  the  wordless  expression  of  thig  sympathy  from  above  1 

I  mean  not  always  when  the  shadow  flits  along  in  gayety,  but 
when  the  full  cloud  comes  onward  with  a  fixed  and  distinctive  pur- 

Sose,  and  rests  in  pleasure,  and  overhangs  some  favoured  nook  that 
eepens  into  richer  beauty,  as  if  the  eyes  of  its  long-hoped-for  lover 
dwelt  upon  it  with  delight. 

Mark  you  my  Masters,  during  this  enduring  Summer,  how  these 
passages  of  love  shall  be  interchanged  betwixt  the  elements  of 
Earth  and  Heaven  !  You  shall  see  the  full  full  cloud  come  with  its 
swelling  heart  of  Joy  and  Pride  to  rest  over  a  cluster  of  orchards 
and  gardens  in  the  height  of  blossom,  or  of  flower,  or  forming  fruit, 
and  cast  a  calm  and  tranquil  presence  on  the  scene. 

Then  shall  a  slight  hush  pass  from  tree  to  tree,  and  as  each,  ab- 
sorbed by  the  celestial  majesty  of  shade  above,  yields  up  its  dis- 
tinctive tracery  of  outline  upon  the  green,  sound  after  sound  shall 
cease,  or  be  diminished,  except  that  of  the  ever-joyous  brook,  which 
shall  seem  to  you  in  the  full  hilarity  of  Song  to  declare  its  passage 
to  the  River,  in  purity  and  innocence.  Then  shall  the  fragrance  be 
multiplied;  'the  young  leaf  lift  its  green  head;'  and  the  air  re- 
ceive an  offering  of  sweets  unknown  before. 

And  when  the  day  begins  to  close,  and  the  Shadow  shall  no  longer 
be  broad  cast  from  the  cloud,  but  is  sketched  along  the  surface  of 
the  earth  by  some  interception  of  a  tree,  or  spire,  hill-side,  or  pro- 
minence of  any  kind,  —  behold  you  how  free  and  rich,  graceful 
and  precious,  shall  be  the  outline  that  is  marked  upon  the  land ! 
how  the  sober  hue  shall  smile  away,  and  melt  itself  again  into  the 
light,  so  that  you  can  hardly  say  here  is  the  termination  of  the  one, 
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or  here  the  border  of  the  other,  but  rather  is  there  an  intermarriage 
of  the  two  ;  and  both,  and  all,  the  work  of  one  same  Artist  !  whose 
pencil  clothes  the  Earth  in  beauty  for  our  sakes,  and  rests  in  living' 
shade,  or  moves  in  Heavenly  light ! 

Now  as  these  precious  but  fleeting  existences  pass  like  sober 
thoughts  across  the  face  of  earth,  or  intermingle  side  by  side  with 
gay  and  brilliant  passages  of  light  of  equal  evanescence,  making 
that  tender  and  beautiful  which  otherwise  had  been' only  lustrous  or 
sparkling,  they  call  up  within  my  heart  the  memory  of  the  past ; 
and,  by  an  association  I  can  hardly  trace,  characters  reappear  of 
friends  that  have  passed  away  before  me. 

Then  social  life  becomes  the  landscape  in  my  mind ;  and  the 
brilliancy  of  Wit,  the  Ray  of  Genius,  the  Gush  of  Song,  the  Soul 
of  Honour,  are  accompanied,  associated,  illustrated,  attended, 
blended,  bordered  as  it  were,  by  the  calm,  the  gentle,  the  contem- 
plative, the  humble,  and  the  pure  in  heart;  and  it  is  to  a  gentle  be- 
ing, a  precious  shade  to  every  light  of  pure  joy  that  glowed  beside 
her,  that  I  would  fain  devote  the  recollection  of  this  hour,  and  the 
application  of  these  thoughts. 

She  was  married  to  the  happiness  and  joy  of  those  around 
ber — a  spiritual  wedlock,  and  the  only  one  she  ever  knew  —  for, 
in  her  infancy,  a  fall  from  her  nurse's  arms  (it  was  supposed)  had 
converted  the  child  into  the  deformed  misshapen  being  she  was  des- 
tined thereafter  to  become.  A  pitiable  object  to  the  cursory  ob- 
server; a  lesson,  a  tenderness,  a  refinement,  a  charm,  a  blessing, 
a  Shade  to  her  friends ;  a  Soul  that  God  loved  and  exercised  and 
employed  on  earth;  and  one  of  the  'just  made  perfect*  now  in 
Heaven  ;  called  to  Himself  and  breathing,  floating,  expanding, 
purifying  in  the  celestial  beauty  of  His  Truth  and  Love. 

It  was  delightful  to  behold  how  her  sphere  on  Earth  seemed 
planned  for  her,  and  how  actively  and  faithfully  it  was  occupied 
and  graced.  She  was  rarely  seen  on  foot  except  when  returning 
from  her  church  ;  which  was  at  very  short  distance  from  her  abode ; 
and  yet  this  was  an  unstudied  circumstance  on  her  part,  for  no  be- 
togwas  ever  more  destitute  of  every  species  of  affectation  and  self- 
love.  So  much  so,  that  her  soul  appeared  to  be  abroad,  and  every 
personal  defect  was  forgotten  in  the  charms  of  her  spirit,  with  which 
°nly  you  seemed  to  have  to  do. 

When  you  entered  the  family  parlour  as  a  Visitor,  she  would 
almost  invariably  be  found  seated  in  one  corner  of  the  sofa,  with  a 
flat  circular  cushion  at  her  back  or  sustaining  her  elbow,  ready  with 
constant  cheerfulness  to  receive  your  compliments  when  you  should 
approach,  but  without  the  least  indication  that  she  expected  them 
to  be  paid  her. 

She  was  the  most  satisfactory  and  graceful  of  listeners,  and  if  the 
subject  were  of  a  nature  to  interest  her,  a  beautiful  and  ^difying 
commentary  on  all  you  said  passed  traceably  through  her  pale  blue 
eyes  and  across  the  calm  and  truthful  lustre  of  the  upper  counte- 
nance, embellishing  and  elevating  the  original  thought,  and  taking 
it  immediately  into  the  Heaven  near  which  it  was  the  habit  of  her 
Soul  to  dwell. 
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If  on  the  other  hand  you  were  sportive  enough  to  advance  any 
proposition  that  was  extravagant,  or  sophistical  in  any  degree,  she 
had  a  bright  little  cheery  laugh  which  shewed  you  that  her  mind 
could  not  entertain  it  for  a  moment ;  but  that  she  dismissed  it  kindly, 
and  wondered  that  it  should  exist.  It  was  like  Vapour  upon  a  dia- 
mond shield,  resting  only  long  enough  to  shew  that  it  had  passed. 

It  was  impossible  not  to  be  struck  with  this  unvarying  sensibility 
to  truth,  and  incapacity  of  doubt  where  truth  was  once  established. 
In  the  same  manner,  her  heart  opened  to  all  the  nobler  sympathies 
of  our  nature,  and  she  delighted  in  the  grace  and  beauty  that  all  ad- 
mired ;  in  the  happiness  of  the  Mother ;  in  the  glory  of  the  Wife ; 
without  the  alloy  of  one  abiding  thought  that  but  for  this  sad  acci- 
dent, the  whole  of  all  these  treasures  might  have  been  garnered  by 
her  heart. 

1  And  when  to  Heaven  her  eye  the  raised,  ( 
Its  silent  waters  stole  away.' 

Toward  the  close  of  her  life  it  seemed  necessary  that  a  cruel  sur- 
gical operation  should  be  for  the  second  time  submitted  to  on  her 
part,  and  the  result  of  a  consultation  of  surgeons  on  the  occasion 
was  that  it  was  doubtful  whether  she  had,  or  not,  sufficient  strength 
to  sustain  it ;  and  that  her  life,  which  could  not  be  preserved  without 
it,  would  probably  not  be  much  prolonged  even  if  the  operation 
were  most  successfully  performed. 

When  this  was  imparted  to  her,  she  only  said,  *  It  seems  to  me  to 
be  the  path  of  duty  that  I  should  undergo  it,  and  I  am  ready.1  It 
was  accordingly  resolved  upon,  and  uncomplainingly  supported. 

A  year  or  two  rolled  on  in  the  constant  and  cheerful  exercise  of 
duties  that  endeared  her  unspeakably  to  her  family,  the  younger 
members  of  which  had  now  attained  an  age  to  be  sensible  of  the 
advantages  they  had  derived  from  her  life  of  gentleness,  of  refine- 
ment, and  of  invariable  piety,  when  her  chamber  being  one  morn- 
ing entered  by  her  servant,  she  was  found  lifeless  in  bed. 

It  was  difficult  to  realize  that  she  had  departed.  Her  small  thin 
diaphanous  hand  rested  between  the  marble  cheek  and  the  undis- 
turbed pillow,  that  hardly  bore  any  impression  of  the  light  weight 
that  rested  on  it,  and  every  appearance  indicated  the  gentlest  of 
existences. 

An  angel  of  surpassing  beauty,  clothed  in  the  imperishable  smile 
of  God,  and  graceful  as  one  of  His  chosen  promises,  floated  over 
the  scene ;  still  wondering  at  the  change,  and  gazing  for  the  last 
time,  at  the  small,  emaciated,  decrepit  Structure,  the  torn  and  shat- 
tered reliques  of  the  Chrysalis,  that  had,  so  lately  and  so  long, 
restrained  it's  ascension  to  the  Skies. 

Transcendent  Shade,  our  Teacher  by  Example,  and  our  Friend  ! 
let  our  Souls  feel  again  the  influences  of  thy  presence  !  and,  as  we 
raise  them  up  towards  thee,  pass  over  us*  with  the  graceful  move- 
ment of  the  cloud  that  loves  the  Earth,  bend  near  us,  and  let  us 
behold  the  reposeful  expression  of  celestial  Joy  and  Peace  ! 

John  Watebs. 
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TO      THE      FROG       THAT       KEPT      ME      AWAKE. 


'Stypm  ago  auditor  tantlurn?  aunqaamnn  rtponam  ?' 


Thou  Frog  ! 
Thou  temperate  soaker! 
(Oh  that  I  had  a  brick-bat  here  !) 

Thou  nightly  croaker ! 
The  most  lugubrious,  loud  and  drear, 
That  ever  bellowed  from  a  reedy  bog ; 

Or,  by  some  log 
Long  rotting  in  a  green  and  stagnant  stream, 
E'er  chanted  vespers  to  day's  lingering  beam, 
With  noise  above  the  treble  notes 
Arising  from  his  fellows*  throats, 
The  deep-toned  primo-basso  of  the  pond : 

I  own,  I  'm  fond 
Of  music,  the  divine,  the  child  and  heir 
Of  harmony  and  melody,  a  wedded  pair ; 
Music,  of  whatever  source, 
Either  Art's  or  Nature's  force  ; 
Music  from  the  harp  or  lute ; 
Music  from  the  pipe  or  flute ; 
From  the  piano's  many  strings, 
Which  the  maiden,  as  she  sings, 
Touches  with  such  flying  finger, 
That  music  seems  itself  about  her  hand  to  linger. 
And  not  less  sweet  to  me 
The  angry  hum  of  bee  ; 
The  morning  song  of  birds, 
Sending  their  greeting  to  the  approaching  son ; 

The  lowing  of  the  herds, 
Homeward  returning  when  their  work  is  done. 
Nor  is  it  small  delight 
To  hear,  at  eve,  beneath  some  leafy  tree 
The  loud  cicada,*  in  their  merry  glee, 
With  endless  contradiction  tire  the  night. 
And  hence,  oh  frog !  thy  voice  might  be 
At  other  times  not  harsh  to  me : 
But  now  I  'm  tired  ; 
Nor  should  I  be  inspired, 
Wert  thou  the  bard  who  mourned  his  fate 
To  see, 
Then  lose  Eurtdice, 
And  feel  his  error,  when  too  late. 
Then  have  compassion  on  my  wearied  bones ; 
Dive  'neath  the  water  wi£h  a  sudden  splash, 
And  cease  at. length,  to-night,  those  classic  tones, 
*  Brekekekesh  —  koash  —  koash  /'t 

Thou  quondam  tadpole !  oh  be  still, 
And  cease  that  trill. 


*  If  the  •  Katy-did'  is  not  the  cicada,  at  least  they  ore  relative*. 
t  Chorui  of  froga  in  Aristophanes. 
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Except  thy  hoarse,  incessant  sound, 
There  is  no  noise  above,  around  ; 
Save  where  the  distant  watch-dog's  bark 
Proclaims  some  wanderer  in  the  dark  ; 
Save  that  I  faintly  hear  the  rills 
Which  trickle  feebly  from  the  hills, 
And  gently  dripping  in  the  pond 
Scarcely  disturb  its  rest  profound. 
No  ripple  by  the  water's  edge 
Moves  the  light  boat  against  the  sedge. 
Each  leaf  upon  the  willow  bough, 
Which  sweeps  the  pond,  is  quiet  now, 
And,  shining  white  beneath  the  moon, 
Hangs,  still  as  on  a  summer's  noon. 
Yon  chair  upon  the  lawn's  smooth  green 
In  the  tree's  shade  is  plainly  seen, 
Lighted  by  one  small,  lonely  ray, 
Which  forces  through  the  leaves  its  way, 
As  wondering  in  that  place  to  meet 
Deserted  now,  that  noon-day  seat 
v      On  every  smooth  and  gravelled  walk, 
Not  vocal  now  with  lover's  talk, 
On  beds  of  many  a  gaudy  flower 
The  moon  pours  down  a  steady  shower ; 
And  all  the  hues,  in  day  so  bright, 
Fade  in  her  paler,  modest  light 
Now  dreams  the  maiden  of  her  lover ; 
Now  dreams  the  youth  of  shooting  plover  ; 
Now  manhood  dreams  of  toils  and  cares ; 
Now  mothers  dream  of  wealthy  heirs ; 
Now  would  I  dream  of  counsel  fees  ; 

(Although  't  would  only  be  a  dream,) 
But  hopelessly  I  lie  at  ease, 

For  when  just  half  asleep  I  seem, 
That  sound  comes  o'er  me,  like  a  crash, 
'  Brekekekesh  —  koash  —  koash  /' 

Thou  Vocalist ! 
With  mouth  out-stretched  from  ear  to  ear, 
Or  where  those  organs  would  appear, 
If  ever  thou  had'st  any, 

Hist! 
Like  thee,  alas !  how  many 
Condemn  an  audience  to  hear 
Such  inharmonious  strains, 
As  rack  their  aching  brains, 
Themselves  unharmed  ;  because  they  hare  no  ear. 
Oh  had'st  thou  dwelt  in  Grecian  bogs, 
Thou  Stentor  of  the  frogs ! 
Had'st  thou  but  lived  when  thy  amphibious  race 

Against  the  warlike  mice  a  contest  waged ; 
As  trumpeter,  thou  should'st  have  taken  thy  place, 

And  where  the  thickest  of  the  battle  raged, 
Where  reedy  spears  were  shivered ;  where  a  squeak 
Told  that  some  long-tailed  warrior  bit  the  ground, 
Thy  voice,  'mid  shouts  of  '  Victory !'   (in  Greek) 
'Mid  groans  of  dying  frogs  and  mice  around, 
In  triumph  o'er  the  conflict  should  have  rolled; 
And  Homer's  glorious  verse  thy  bravery  would  have  told.* 


*  Battle  of  the  frogs  and  mice,  ascribed  to  Homer. 
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Then  had'st  thou  had  a  useful  voice  ; 

Nor  should  I  e'er  have  longed  to  smash 
Thy  reverend  head,  to  stop  that  noise, 
*  Brekekekesh  —  koash  —  koash  J* 

In  vain,  in  vain  to  sleep  I  try  ; 

Despairing  now  I  close  the  sash ; 
Yet  still,  though  fainter,  hear  the  cry, 

*  Brekekekesh  —  koash  —  koash  ." 
Through  the  long  night,  till  day  is  nigh : 

*  Brekekekesh  —  koash  —  koash  ." 


W.   Lkanoeu. 


THE      OREGON      TRAIL 


BT      FRANCIS      PAR.KMA 


TAKING       FRENCH       LEAVE. 


Dbm.  '  Pry  thee,  friend,  why  wilt  thou  leave  usV 

Alk.  '  Why,  if  thou  must  need*  have  it, 
I  like  not  thy  company.' 


On  the  eighth  of  June,  at  eleven  o'clock,  we  reached  the  South 
Fork  of  the  Platte,  at  the  usual  fording-place.  For  league  upon 
league  nothing  broke  the  desert  uniformity  of  the  prospect;  the 
hills  were  dotted  with  little  tufts  of  shrivelled  grass,  but  betwixt 
these  the  white  sand  was  glaring  in  the  sun  ;  and  the  channel  of 
the  river,  almost  on  a  level  with  the  plain,  was  but  one  great  sand- 
bed,  about  half  a  mile  wide.  It  was  covered  with  water,  but  so 
scantily  that  the  bottom  was  scarcely  hidden  ;  for,  wide  as  it  is, 
the  average  depth  of  the  Platte  does  not  at  this  point  exceed  a  foot 
and  a  half.  Stopping  near  its  bank,  we  gathered  hois  de  vache,  and 
made  a  meal  of  buffalo-meat.  Far  off,  on  the  other  side,  was  a 
green  meadow,  where  we  could  see  the  white  tents  and  wagons  of 
an  emigrant  camp  ;  and  just  opposite  to  us  we  could  discern  a 
group  of  men  and  animals  at  the  water's  edge.  Four  or  five  horse- 
men soon  entered  the  river,  and  in  ten  minutes  had  waded  across 
and  clambered  up  the  loose  sand-bank.  They  were  ill-looking  fel- 
lows, thin  and  swarthy,  with  care-worn,  anxious  faces,  and  lips 
rigidly  compressed.  They  had  good  cause  for  anxiety;  if  was 
three  days  since  they  first  encamped  here,  and  on  the  night  of  their 
arrival  they  had  lost  one  hundred  and  twenty-three  of  their  best 
cattle,  driven  off  by  the  wolves,  through  the  neglect  of  the  man  on 
guard.  This  discouraging  and  alarming  calamity  was  not  the  first 
that  had  overtaken  them.  Since  leaving  the  settlements,  they  had 
met  with  nothing  but  misfortune.  Some  of  their  party  had  died ; 
one  man  had  been  killed  by  the  Pawnees ;  and  about  a  week  be- 
fore, they  had  been  plundered  by  the  Sioux  of  all  their  best  horses, 
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the  wretched  animals  on  which  our  visitors  were  mounted  being,  I 
believe,  the  only  ones  that  were  left.  They  had  encamped,  near 
sun-set,  by  the  side  of  the  Platte,  and  their  oxen  were  scattered 
over  the  meadow,  while  the  band  of  horses  wex;e  feeding  a  little 
farther  off.  Suddenly  the  ridges  of  the  hills  were  alive  with  a 
swarm  of  mounted  Indians,  at  least  six  hundred  in  number,  as  they 
said,  who,  with  a  tremendous  yell,  came  pouring  down  toward  the 
camp,  rushing  up  within  a  few  rods,  to  the  great  terror  of  the  emi- 
grants ;  but  suddenly  wheeling  in  front  of  the  camp,  they  swept 
around  the  band  of  horses,  and  in  five  minutes  had  disappeared 
with  their  prey  through  the  openings  of  the  hills. 

As  these  emigrants  were  telling  their  story,  we  saw  four  other 

men  approaching.     They  proved  to  be  R and  his  companions, 

who  had  encountered  no  mischance  of  any  kind,  but  had  only  wan- 
dered too  far  in  pursuit  of  the  game.     They  said  they  had  seen  no 

Indians,  but  only  '  millions  of  buffalo  ;'  and  both  R and  Lorel 

had  meat  dangling  behind  their  saddles. 

The  emigrants  re-crossed  the  river,  and  we  prepared  to  follow. 
First  the  heavy  ox-wagons  plunged  down  the  bank,  and  dragged 
slowly  over  the  sand-beds ;  sometimes  the  hoofs  of  the  oxen  were 
scarcely  wetted  by  the  thin  sheet  of  water ;  and  the  next  moment 
the  river  would  be  boiling  against  their  sides,  and  eddying  fiercely 
around  the  wheels.  Inch  by  inch  they  receded  from  the  shore, 
dwindling  every  moment,  until  at  length  they  seemed  to  be  floating 
far  out  in  the  •  very  middle  of  the  river.  A  more  critical  experi- 
ment awaited  us  ;  for  our  little  mule-cart  was  but  ill-fitted  for  the 
passage  of  so  swift  a  stream.  We  watched  it  with  anxiety  till  it 
seemed  to  be  a  little  motionless  white  speck  in  the  midst  of  the 
waters ;  and  it  was  motionless,  for  it  had  stuck  fast  in  a  quick-sand. 
The  little  mules  were  losing  their  footing,  the  wheels  were  sinking 
deeper  and  deeper,  and  the  water  began  to  rise  through  the  bottom 
and  drench  the  goods  within.  All  of  us  who  had  remained  on  the 
hither  bank  galloped  to  the  rescue  ;  the  men  jumped  into  the  wa- 
ter, adding  their  strength  to  that  of  the  mules,  until  by  some  effort 
the  cart  was  extricated,  and  conveyed  in  safety  across. 

As  we  gained  the  other  bank,  a  rough  group  of  men  surrounded 
us.  They  were  not  robust,  nor  large  of  frame ;  yet  they  had  an 
aspect  of  hardy  endurance.  Finding  at  home  no  scope  for  their 
fiery  energies,  they  had  betaken  themselves  to  the  prairie  ;  and  in 
them  seemed  to  be  revived,  with  redoubled  force,  that  fierce  spirit 
which  impelled  their  ancestors,  scarce  more  lawless  than  them- 
selves, from  the  German  forests,  to  inundate  Europe,  and  break  to 
pieces  the  Roman  empire.  A  fortnight  afterward,  this  unfortunate 
party  passed  Fort  Laramie,  while  we  were  there.  Not  one  of 
their  missing  oxen  had  been  recovered,  though  they  had  remained 
encamped  a  week  in  search  of  them ;  and  they  had  been  compelled 
to  abandon  a  great  part  of  their  baggage  and  provisions,  and  yoke 
cows  and  heifers  to  their  wagons  to  carry  them  forward  upon  their 
journey,  the  most  toilsome  and  hazardous  part  of  which  lay  still 
before  them. 
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It  is  worth  noticing,  that  on  the  Platte  one  may  sometimes  see 
the  shattered  wrecks  of  ancient  claw-footed  tables,  well  waxed  and 
robbed,  or  massive  bureaus  of  carved  oak.  These,  many  of  them 
no  doubt  the  relics  of  ancestral  prosperity  in  the  colonial  time, 
must  have  encountered  strange  vicissitudes.  Imported,  perhaps, 
originally  from  England  ;  then,  with  the  declining  fortunes  of  their 
owners,  borne  across  the  Alleghanies  to  the  remote  wilderness  of 
Ohio  or  Kentucky ;  then  to  Illinois  or  Missouri ;  and  now  at  last 
fondly  stowed  away  in  the  family  wagon  for  the  interminable  jour- 
ney to  Oregon.  But  the  stern  privations  of  the  way  were  little  an- 
ticipated. The  cherished  relic  is  soon  flung  out,  to  scorch  and 
crack  upon  the  hot  prairie  ! 

We  resumed  our  journey ;  but  we  had  gone  scarcely  a  mile 
when  R called  out  from  the  rear  : 

'  We  '11  'camp  here.' 

'  Why  do  you  want  to  'camp  1  Look  at  the  sun.  It  is  not  three 
o'clock  yet.' 

'We'll  'camp  here!' 

This  was  the  only  reply  vouchsafed.  Delorier  was  in  advance 
with  his  cart.  Seeing  the  mule-wagon  wheeling  from  the  track,  he 
began  to  turn  his  own  team  in  the  same  direction. 

'  Go  on,  Delorier ;'  and  the  little  cart  advanced  again.  As  we* 
rode  on,  we  soon  heard  the  wagon  of  our  confederates  creaking 
and  jolting  on  behind  us,  and  the  driver,  Wright,  discharging  a  fu- 
rious volley  of  oath 8  against  his  mules;  no  doubt  venting  upon 
them  the  wrath  which  he  dared  not  direct  against  a  more  appropri- 
ate object. 

Something  of  this  sort  had  frequently  occurred.  Our  English 
friend  was  by  no  means  partial  to  us,  and  we  thought  we  discovered 
in  his  conduct  a  deliberate  intention  to  thwart  and  annoy  us,  espe- 
cially by  retarding  the  movements  of  the  party,  which  he  knew 
that  we,  beiug  Yankees,  were  anxious  to  quicken.  Therefore  he 
would  insist  on  encamping  at  all  unseasonable  hours,  saying  that 
fifteen  miles  was  a  sufficient  day's  journey.  Finding  our  wishes 
systematically  disregarded,  we  took  the  direction  of  affairs  into  our 
own  hands.  Keeping  always  in  advance,  to  the  inexpressible  in- 
dignation of  R ,  we  encamped  at  what  time  and  place  we 

thought  proper,  not  much  caring  whether  the  rest  chose  to  follow 
or  not.  They  always  did  so,  however,  pitching  their  tent  near  ours, 
with  sullen  and  wrathful  countenances. 

Travelling  together  on  these  agreeable  terms  did  not  suit  our 
tastes ;  for  some  time  we  had  meditated  a  separation.  The  con- 
nection with  them  had  cost  us  various  delays  and  inconveniences ; 
and  the  glaring  want  of  courtesy  and  good  sense  displayed  by  the 
virtual  leader  of  their  party  did  not  dispose  us  to  bear  these  annoy- 
ances with  much  patience.  Early  in  the  morning  we  resolved  to 
leave  the  camp,  and  push  forward  as  rapidly  as  possible  for  Fort 
Laramie,  which  we  hoped  to  reach  by  hard  travelling  in  four  or 
five  days.  The  Captain  soon  trotted  up  between  us,  and  we  ex- 
plained our  intentions. 

tol.  xxx.  30 
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1  A  very  extraordinary  proceeding,  upon  my  word  V  he  remarked. 
Then  he  began  to  enlarge  upon  the  enormity  of  the  design.  The 
most  prominent  impression  in  his  mind  evidently  was,  that  we  were 
acting  a  base  and  treacherous  part  in  deserting  his  party,  in  what 
he  considered  a  very  dangerous  part  of  the  journey.  To  palliate 
the  atrocity  of  our  conduct,  we  ventured  to  suggest  that  we  were 
only  four  in  number,  while  his  party  still  included  sixteen  men ;  and 
as,  moreover,  we  were  to  go  forward  and  they  were  to  follow,  at 
least  a  full  proportion  of  the  perils  he  apprehended  would  fall  upon 
us.  But  the  austerity  of  the  Captain's  features  would  not  relax. 
'  A  very  extraordinary  proceeding,  gentlemen  !'  and  repeating  this, 
he  rode  off  to  confer  with  his  principal. 

By  good  luck,  we  found  a  meadow  of  fresh  grass,  and  a  large 
pool  of  rain-water  in  the  midst  of  it.  We  encamped  here  at  sun- 
set. Plenty  of  buffalo-skulls  were  lying  around,  bleaching  in  the 
sun  ;  and  sprinkled  thickly  among  the  grass  was  a  great  variety  of 
flowers,  wholly  unknown  farther  toward  the  east.  I  had  nothing 
else  to  do,  and  so  gathering  a  handful,  1  sat  down  on  a  buffalo- 
skull  to  study  them.  Although  the  offspring  of  a  savage  wilder- 
ness, their  texture  was  frail  and  delicate,  and  their  colors  extremely 
rich  :  pure  white,  dark  blue,  and  a  transparent  crimson.  One  tra- 
velling in  this  country  seldom  has  leisure  to  think  of  any  thing  but 
the  stern  features  of  the  scenery  and  its  accompaniments,  or  the 
practical  details  of  each  day's  journey.  Like  them,  he  and  his 
thoughts  grow  hard  and  rough.  But  now  these  flowers  suddenly 
awakened  a  train  of  associations  as  alien  to  the  rude  scene  around 
me  as  they  were  themselves ;  and  for  the  moment  my  thoughts 
went  back  to  New-England.  A  throng  of  fair  and  well-remem- 
bered faces  rose,  vividly  as  life,  before  me.  '  There  are  good  things,' 
thought  I,  *  in  the  savage  life,  but  what  can  it  offer  to  replace  those 
powerful  and  ennobling  influences  that  can  reach  unimpaired  over 
more  than  three  thousand  miles  of  mountains,  forests  ,and  deserts  I9 

Before  sunrise  on  the  next  morning  our  tent  was  down ;  we  har- 
nessed our  best  horses  to  the  cart  and  left  the  camp.  But  first  we 
shook  hands  with  our  friends  the  emigrants,  who  sincerely  wished 
us  a  safe  journey,  though  some  others  of  the  party  might  easily 
have  been  consoled  had  we  encountered  an  Indian  war-party  on 
the  way.  The  captain  and  his  brother  were  standing  on  the  top  of 
a  hill,  wrapped  in  their  plaids,  like  spirits  of  the  mist,  and  keeping 
an  anxious  eye  on  the  band  of  horses  below.  We  waived  adieu 
to  them  as  we  rode  off  the  ground.  The  captain  replied  with  a 
salutation  of  the  utmost  dignity,  which  Jack  tried  to  imitate ;  but 
being  little  practised  in  the  gestures  of  polite  society,  his  effort  was 
not  a  very  successful  one. 

In  five  minutes  we  had  gained  the  foot  of  the  hills,  but  here  we 
came  to  a  stop.  Old  Hendrick  was  in  the  shafts,  and  being  the 
very  incarnation  of  perverse  and  brutish  obstinacy,  he  utterly  re- 
fused to  move.  Delorier  lashed  and  swore  till  he  was  tired,  but 
Hendrick  stood  like  a  rock,  grumbling  to  himself  and  looking 
askance  at  his  enemy,  until  he  saw  a  favorable  opportunity  to  take 
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his  revenge,  when  he  struck  out  under  the  shaft  with  such  cool 
malignity  of  intention  that  Delorier  only  escaped  the  blow  by  a 
sudden  skip  into  the  air,  sncb  as  no  one  but  a  Frenchman  could 
achieve.  Shaw  and  he  then  joined  forces,  and  lashed  on  both  sides 
at  once.  The  brute  stood  still  for  a  while  till  he  could  bear  it  no 
longer,  when  all  at  once  be  began  to  kick  and  plunge  till  he  threat- 
ened the  utter  demolition  of  the  cart  and  harness.  We  glanced 
back  at  the  camp,  which  was  in  full  sight.  Our  companions,  in- 
spired by  emulation,  were  levelling  their  tents  and  driving  in  their 
cattle  and  horses. 

*  Take  the  horse  out,'  said  I. 

I  took  the  saddle  from  Pontiac  and  put  it  upon  Hendrick ;  the 
former  was  harnessed  to  the  cart  in  an  instant.  '  Avarice  done  /' 
cried  Delorier.  Pontiac  strode  up  the  hill,  twitching  the  little  cart 
after  him  as  if  it  were  a  feather's  weight  j  and  though,  as  we  gained 
the  top,  we  saw  the  wagons  of  our  deserted  comrades  just  getting 
into  motion,  we  bad  little  fear  that  they  could  overtake  us.  Leav- 
ing the  trail,  we  struck  directly  across  the  country,  and  took  the 
shortest  cut  to  reach  the  main  stream  of  the  Platte.  A  deep  ravine 
suddenly  intercepted  us.  We  skirted  its  sides  until  we  found  them 
less  abrupt,  and  .then  plunged  through  in  the  best  way  we  could. 
Passing  behind  the  sandy  ravines  called  '  Ash  Hollow,'  we  stopped 
for  a  short  nooning  at  the  side  of  a  pool  of  rain-water ;  but  soon 
resumed  our  journey,  and  some  hours  before  sunset  were  descend- 
ing the  ravines  and  gorges  opening  downward  upon  the  Platte  to 
the  west  of  Ash  Hollow.  Our  horses  waded  to  the  fetlock  in  sand ; 
the  sun  scorched  like  fire,  and  the  air  swarmed  with  sand-flies  and 
mosquitoes. 

At  last  we  gained  the  Platte.  Following  it  for  about  five  miles, 
we  saw,  just  as  the  sun  was  sinking,  a  great  meadow,  dotted  with 
hundreds  of  cattle,  and  beyond  tbem  an  emigrant  encampment.  A 
party  of  about  a  dozen  came  out  to  meet  us,  looking  upon  us  at 
first  with  cold  and  suspicious  faces.  Seeing  four  men,  different  in 
appearance  and  equipment  from  themselves,  emerging  from  the 
hills,  they  had  taken  us  for  the  van  of  the  much-dreaded  Mormons, 
whom  they  were  very  apprehensive  of  encountering.  We  made 
known  our  true  character,  and  then  they  greeted  us  cordially. 
They  expressed  much  surprise  that  so  small  a  party  should  venture 
to  traverse  that  region,  though  in  fact  such  attempts  are  not  unfre- 
quently  made  by  the  trappers  and  Indian  traders.  We  rode  with 
them  to  their  camp.  The  wagons,  some  fifty  in  number,  with  here 
and  there  a  tent  intervening,  were  arranged  as  usual  in  a  circle ; 
in  the  area  within  the  best  horses  were  picketed,  and  the  whole 
circumference  was  glowing  with  the  dusky  light  of  the  fires,  dis- 
playing the  forms  of  the  women  and  children  who  were  crowded 
around  tbem.  This  patriarchal  scene  was  curious  and  striking 
enough  ;  but  we  made  our  escape  from  the  place  with  all  possible 
despatch,  being  tormented  by  the  intrusive  curiosity  of  the  men,  who 
crowded  round  us  by  dozens.  Yankee  curiosity  was  nothing  to 
theirs.    They  demanded  our  names,"  where  we  came  from,  where 
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we  were  going,  and  what  was  our  business.  The  last  query  was 
particularly  embarrassing ;  since  travelling  in  that  country,  or  in- 
deed any  where,  from  any  other  motive  than  gain,  was  an  idea  of 
which  they  took  no  cognizance.  Yet  they  were  fine-looking  fel- 
lows, with  an  air  of  frankness,  generosity,  and  even  courtesy,  hav- 
ing come  from  one  of  the  least  barbarous  of  the  frontier  counties. 

We  passed  about  a  mile  beyond  them,  and  encamped.  Being 
too  few  in  number  to  stand  guard  without  excessive  fatigue,  we 
extinguished  our  fire,  lest  it  should  attract  the  notice  of  wandering 
Indians  ;  and  picketing  our  horses  close  around  us,  slept  undis- 
turbed till  morning.  For  three  days  we  travelled  without  interrup- 
tion, and  on  the  evening  of  the  third  encamped  by  the  well-known 
spring  on  Scott's  Bluff. 

Henry  Chatillon  and  I  rode  out  in  the  morning,  and  descending 
the  western  side  of  the  Bluff,  were  crossing  the  plain  beyond. 
Something  that  seemed  to  me  a  file  of  buffalo  came  into  view, 
descending  the  hills  several  miles  before  us.  But  Henry  reined  in 
his  horse,  and  keenly  peering  across  the  prairie  with  a  better  and 
more  practised  eye,  soon  discovered  its  real  nature.  '  Indians  !'  he 
said.  *  Old  Smoke's  lodges,  I  b'lieve.  Come  !  let  us  go  !  Wall ! 
get  up,  now,  '  Five  Hundred  Dollar !' '  And  laying  on  the  lash 
with  good  will,  he  galloped  forward,  and  I  rode  by  his  side.  Not 
long  after,  a  black  speck  became  visible  on  the  prairie,  full  two 
miles  off.  It  grew  larger  and  larger ;  it  assumed  the  form  of  a 
man  and  horse  ;  and  soon  we  could  discern  a  naked  Indian,  career- 
ing at  full  gallop  toward  us.  When  within  a  furlong  he  wheeled 
his  horse  in  a  wide  circle,  and  made  him  describe  various  mystic 
figures  upon  the  prairie  ;  and  Henry  immediately  compelled  '  Five 
Hundred  Dollar'  to  execute  similar  evolutions.  '  It  is  Old  Smoke's 
village,'  said  he,  interpreting  these  signals  ;  *  did  't  I  say  so  V 

As  the  Indian  approached  we  stopped  to  wait  for  him,  when  sud- 
denly he  vanished,  sinking,  as  it  were,  into  the  earth.  He  had  come 
upon  one  of  the  deep  ravines  that  every  where  intersect  these  prai- 
ries. In  an  instant  the  rough  head  of  his  horse  stretched  upward 
from  the  edge,  and  rider  and  steed  came  scrambling  out,  and 
bounded  up  to  us ;  a  sudden  jerk  of  the  rein  brought  the  wild, 
panting  horse  to  a  full  stop.  Then  followed  the  needful  formality 
of  shaking  hands.  I  forget  our  visitor's  name.  He  was  a  rough 
fellow,  of  no  note  in  his  nation  ;  yet  in  his  person  and  equipments 
he  was  a  good  specimen  of  a  Sioux  warrior  in  his  ordinary  travel- 
ling dress.  Like  most  of  his  people,  he  was  nearly  six  feet  high ; 
lithely  and  gracefully,  yet  strongly  proportioned  ;  and  with  a  skin 
singularly  clear  and  delicate.  He  wore  no  paint ;  his  head  was 
bare  ;  and  his  long  hair  was  gathered  in  a  clump  behind,  to  the  top 
of  which  was  attached  transversely,  both  by  way  of  ornament  and 
of  talisman,  the  mystic  whistle,  made  of  the  wing-bone  of  the  war- 
eagle,  and  endowed  with  various  magic  virtues.  From  the  baok 
of  his  head  descended  a  line  of  glittering  brass  plates,  tapering 
from  the  size  of  a  doubloon  to  that  of  a  half  dime ;  a  cumbrous 
ornament,  in  high  vogue  among  the  Sioux,  and  for  which  they  pay 
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the  traders  a  most  extravagant  price;  and  his  chest  and  arms  were 
naked  ;  the  buffalo  robe,  worn  over  them  when  at  rest,  had  fallen 
about  his  waist,  and  was  confined  there  by  a  belt.  This,  with  the 
gay  moccasins  on  his  feet,  completed  his  attire.  For  arms  he  car- 
ried a  quiver  of  dog-skin  at  his  back,  and  a  rude  but  powerful  bow 
in  his  hand.  His  horse  had  no  bridle  :  a  cord  of  hair,  lashed  around 
bis  jaw,  served  in  place  of  one.  The  saddle  was  of  most  singular 
construction ;  it  was  made  of  wood  covered  with  raw-hide,  and 
both  pommel  and  cantle  rose  perpendicularly  full  eighteen  inches, 
so  that  the  warrior  was  wedged  firmly  in  his  seat,  whence  nothing 
could  dislodge  him  but  the  bursting  of  the  girths. 

Advancing  with  our  new  companion,  we  found  more  of  his  peo- 
ple, seated  in  a  circle  on  the  top  of  a  hill;  while  a  rude  proces- 
sion came  straggling  down  the  neighboring  hollow,  men,  women, 
and  children,  with  horses  dragging  the  lodge-poles  behind  them. 
All  that  morning,  as  we  moved  forward,  dozens  of  tall  savages  were 
stalking  silently  behind  us.  At  noon,  we  reached  Horse-Creek ; 
and  as  we  waded  through  the  shallow  water  we  saw  a  wild  and 
striking  scene.  The  main  body  of  the  Indians  had  arrived  before 
us.  On  the  farther  bank,  stood  a  large  and  strong  man,  nearly 
naked,  holding  a  white  horse  by  a  long  cord,  and  eyeing  us  as  we 
approached.  This  was  the  chief  whom  Henry  called,  '  Old  Smoke/ 
Just  behind  him,  his  youngest  and  favorite  squaw  sat  astride  of  a 
fine  mule  :  it  was  covered  with  caparisons  of  whitened  skins,  gar- 
nished with  blue  and  white  beads,  and  fringed  with  little  ornaments 
of  metal  that  tinkled  with  every  movement  of  the  animal.  The 
girl  had  a  light  clear  complexion,  enlivened  by  a  spot  of  vermilion 
on  each  cheek  ;  she  smiled,  not  to  say  grinned,  upon  us,  showing  two 
gleaming  rows  of  white  teeth.  In  her  hand,  she  carried  the  tall 
lance  of  her  unchivalrous  lord,  fluttering  with  feathers ;  his  round 
white  shield  hung  at  the  side  of  her  mule  ;  and  his  pipe  was  slung 
at  her  back.  Her  dress  was  a  tunic  of  deer-skin,  made  beautifully- 
white  by  means  of  a  species  of  clay  found  on  the  prairie,  and  orna- 
mented with  beads,  arrayed  in  figures  more  gay  than  tasteful,  and 
with  long  fringes  at  all  the  seams.  Not  far  from  the  chief,  stood  a 
dozen  stately  figures,  their  white  buffalo  robes  thrown  over  their 
shoulders,  gazing  coldly  upon  us  ;  and  in  the  rear,  for  several  acres, 
the  ground  was  covered  with  a  temporary  encampment ;  men,  wo- 
men, and  children  swarmed  like  bees ;  hundreds  of  dogs  of  all  sizes 
and  colors,  ran  restlessly  about ;  and  close  at  hand,  the  wide  shallow 
stream  was  alive  with  boys,  girls  and  young  squaws,  splashing, 
screaming,  and  laughing  in  the  water.  At  the  same  time  a  long 
train  of  emigrant  wagons  were  crossing  the  creek,  and  dragging  in 
their  slow,  heavy  procession,  passed  the  encampment  of  the  people 
whom  they  and  their  descendants,  in  the  space  of  a  century,  are  to 
sweep  from  the  face  of  the  earth. 

But  for  .the  encampment  itself;  it  was  merely  a  temporary  bivouac 
in  the  heat  of  the  day.  None  of  the  lodges  were  erected  ;  but  there 
heavy  leather  coverings,  and  the  long  poles  used  to  support  them, 
were  scattered  every  where  around,  among  weapons,  domestic  uten- 
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sils,  and  the  rude  harness  of  mules  and  horses.  The  squaws  of 
each  lazy  warrior  had  made  him  a  shelter  from  the  seen,  by  stretch- 
ing a  few  buffalo-robes,  or  the  corner  of  a  lodge-covering  upon  poles ; 
and  here  he  sat  in  the  shade,  with  a  favorite  young  squaw,  perhaps, 
at  his  side,  glittering  with  all  imaginable  trinkets.  Before  bim 
stood  the  insignia  of  his  rank,  as  a  warrior,  his  white  shield  of  bull- 
hide,  his  medicine-bag,  his  bow  and  quiver,  his  lance  and  his  pipe, 
raised  aloft  on  a  tripod  of  three  poles.  Except  the  dogs,  the  most 
active  and  noisy  tenants  of  the  camp  were  the  old  women,  ugly  as 
Macbeth' 8  witches,  with  their  hair  streaming  loose  in  the  wind,  and 
nothing  but  the  tattered  fragment  of  an  old  buffalo-robe  to  hide  their 
shrivelled  wiry  limbs.  The  day  of  their  favoritism  passed  two  gene- 
rations ago ;  now  the  heaviest  labors  of  the  camp  devolved  upon 
them  ;  they  were  to  harness  the  horses,  pitch  the  lodges,  dress  the 
buffalo-robes,  and  bring  in  meat  for  the  hunters.  With  the  cracked 
voices  of  these  hags,  the  clamor  of  dogs,  the  shouting  and  laughing 
of  children  and  girls,  and  the  listless  tranquillity  of  the  warriors,  the 
whole  scene  had  an  effect  too  lively  and  picturesque  ever  to  be  for- 
gotten. 

We  stopped  not  far  from  the  Indian  camp,  and  having  invited 
some  of  the  chiefs  and  warriors  to  dinner,  placed  before  them  a 
sumptuous  repast  of  biscuit  and  coffee.  Squatted  in  a  half  circle 
on  the  ground,  they  soon  disposed  of  it  As  we  rode  forward  on 
the  afternoon  journey,  several  of  our  late  guests  accompanied  us. 
Among  the  rest  was  a  huge  bloated  savage,  of  more  than  three  hun- 
dred pounds  weight,  christened  Le  Cochon,  in  consideration  of  bis 
preposterous  dimensions,  and  certain  corresponding  traits  of  his  cha- 
racter. l  The  Hog'  bestrode  a  little  white  pony,  scarce  able  to  bear 
up  under  the  enormous  burden,  though,  by  way  of  keeping  up  the 
necessary  stimulus,  the  rider  kept  both  feet  in  constant  motion, 
playing  alternately  against  his  ribs.  The  old  man  was  not  a  chief; 
ne  never  had  ambition  enough  to  become  one ;  he  was  not  a  war- 
rior nor  a  hunter,  for  he  was  too  fat  and  lazy ;  but  he  was  the  richest 
man  in  the  whole  village.  Riches  among  the  Dahcotah  consist  in 
horses ;  and  of  these, '  The  Hog'  had  accumulated  more  than  thirty. 
He  had  already  ten  times  as  many  as  he  wanted,  yet  still  his  appe- 
tite for  horses  was  insatiable.  Trotting  up  to  me,  he  shook  me  by 
the  hand  and.  gave  me  to  understand  that  he  was  a  very  devoted 
friend  ;  and  then  he  began  a  series  of  most  earnest  signs  and  ges- 
ticulations, his  oily  countenance  radiant  with  smiles,  and  his  little 
eyes  peeping  out  with  a  cunning  twinkle  from  between  the  masses 
of  flesh  that  almost  obscured  them.  Knowing  nothing  at  that  time 
of  the  sign-language  of  the  Indians,  I  could  only  guess  at  his  mean- 
ing.    So  I  called  on  Henry  to  explain  it. 

*  The  Hog/  it  seems,  was  anxious  to  conclude  a  matrimonial  bargain. 
He  said  he  had  a  very  pretty  daughter  in  his  lodge,  whom  he  would 

f've  me,  if  I  would  give  him  my  horse.  These  flattering  overtures 
chose  to  reject ;  at  which  '  The  Hog,'  still  laughing  with  undi- 
minished good  humor,  gathered  his  robe  about  his  shoulders,  and 
rode  away. 
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Where  we  encamped  that  night,  an  arm  of  the  Platte  ran  be- 
tween high  bluffs ;  it  was  turbid  and  swift  as  heretofore,  but  trees 
were  growing  on  its  crumbling  banks,  and  there  was  a  nook  of  grass 
between  the  water  and  the  hill.  Just  before  entering  this  place,  we 
saw  the  emigrants  encamping  at  two  or  three  miles  distance  on  the 
right ;  while  the  whole  Indian  rabble  were  pouring  down  the  neigh- 
boring hill,  in  hope  of  the  same  sort  of  entertainment  which  they 
had  experienced  from  us.  In  the  savage  landscape  before  our  camp, 
nothing  but  the  rushing  of  the  Platte  broke  the  stern  silence.  Through 
the  wild  ragged  boughs  of  the  trees,  dilapidated  and  half  dead,  we 
saw  the  sun  setting  in  crimson  behind  the  peaks  of  the  Black  Hills  ; 
the  restless  bosom  of  the  river  was  suffused  with  red  ;  our  white 
tent  was  tinged  with  it,  and  the  sterile  bluffs,  up  to  the  rocks  that 
crowned  them,  partook  of  the  same  fiery  hue.  It  soon  passed  away : 
no  light  remained,  but  that  from  our  fire,  blazing  high  among  the 
dusky  trees  and  bushes.  We  lay  around  it  wrapped  in  our  blankets, 
smoking  and  conversing  until  a  late  hour,  and  then  withdrew  to  our 
tent. 

We  crossed  a  sun-scorched  plain  on  the  next  morning ;  the  line 
of  old  cotton-wood  trees  that  fnnged  the  bank  of  the  Platte  forming 
its  extreme  verge.  Nestled  apparently  close  beneath  them,  we 
could  discern  in  the  distance  something  like  a  building.  As  we 
came  nearer,  it  assumed  form  and  dimensions,  and  proved  to  be  a 
rough  structure  of  logs.  It  was  a  little  trading  fort,  belonging  to 
two  private  traders  ;  and  originally  intended,  like  all  the  forts  of  the 
country,  to  form  a  hollow-square,  with  rooms  for  lodging  and  storage 
opening  upon  the  area  within.  Only  two  sides  of  it  had  been  com- 
pleted ;  the  place  was  now  as  ill-fitted  for  the  purposes  of  defence  as 
any  of  those  little  log-houses  which  upon  our  constantly-shifting  fron- 
tier have  been  so  often  successfully  maintained  against  overwhelm- 
ing odds  of  Indians.  Two  lodges  were  pitched  close  to  the  fort; 
the  sun  beat  scorching  'upon  the  logs ;  no  living  thing  was  stirring 
except  one  old  squaw,  who  thrust  her  round  head  from  the  opening 
of  the  nearest  lodge,  and  three  or  four  stout  young  pups,  who  were 
peeping  with  looks  of  eager  inquiry  from  under  the  covering.  In 
a  moment  a  door  opened,  and  a  little  swarthy  black-eyed  French- 
man came  out.  His  dress  was  rather  singular ;  his  black  curling 
hair  was  parted  in  the  middle  of  his  head  and  fell  below  his  shoulders; 
he  wore  a  tight  frock  of  smoked  deer-skin,  very  gaily  ornamented 
with  figures  worked  in  dyed  porcupine-quills.  His  moccasins  and 
leggins  were  also  gaudily  adorned  in  the  same  manner ;  and  the 
latter  had  in  addition  a  line  of  long  fringes  reaching  down  the 
seams.  The  small  frame  of  Richard,  for  by  this  name  Henry  made 
him  known  to  us,  was  in  the  highest  degree  athletic  and  vigorous. 
There  was  no  superfluity,  for  there  seldom  is  among  the  active  white 
men  of  this  country,  but  every  limb  was  compact  and  hard ;  every 
sinew  had  its  full  tone  and  elasticity,  and  the  whole  man  wore  an 
air  of  mingled  hardihood  and  buoyancy. 

Richard  committed  our  horses  to  a  Navaho  slave,  a  mean-looking 
fellow,  taken  prisoner  on  the  Mexican  frontier ;  and  relieving  us  of 
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our  rifles  with  ready  politeness,  he  led  the  way  into  the  principal 
apartment  of  his  establishment.  This  was  a  room  ten  feet  square. 
The  walls  and  floor  were  of  black  mud,  and  the  roof  of  rough  tim- 
ber ;  there  was  a  huge  fire-place  made  of  four  flat  rocks,  picked  up 
on  the  prairie.  An  Indian  bow  and  otter-skin  quiver,  several  gaudy 
articles  of  Rocky  Mountain  finery,  an  Indian  medicine-bag,  and  a 
pipe  and  tobacco-pouch,  garnished  the  walls,  and  rifles  rested  in  a 
corner.  There  was  no  furniture  except  a  sort  of  rough  '  settle/ 
covered  with  buffalo-robes,  upon  which  lolled  a*  tall  half-breed,  with 
his  hair  glued  in  masses  upon  each  temple,  and  saturated  with  ver- 
milion. Two  or  three  more  '  mountain  men*  sat  cross-legged  on 
the  floor.  Their  attire  was  not  unlike  that  of  Richard  himself;  but 
the  most  striking  figure  of  the  group  was  a  naked  Indian  boy  of 
sjxteen,  with  a  handsome  face,  and  light  active  proportions,  who  sat 
m  an  easy  posture  in  the  corner  near  the  door.  Not  one  of  bis 
limbs  moved  the  breadth  of  a  hair ;  his  eye  was  fixed  immoveably, 
not  on  any  person  present,  but  as  it  appeared,  on  the  projecting 
corner  of  the  fire-place  opposite  to  him.  This  boy,  who  was  called 
the  '  Hail  Storm/  I  shall  introduce  again  to  the  reader. 

On  these  prairies  the  custom  of  smoking  with  friends  is  seldom 
omitted,  whether  among  Indians  or  whites.  The  pipe,  therefore, 
was  taken  from  the  wall,  and  its  great  red  bowl  crammed  with  the 
tobacco  and  shongsasha,  mixed  in  suitable  proportions.  Then  it 
passed  round  the  circle,  each  man  inhaling  a  few  whiffs  and  handing 
it  to  his  neighbor.  Having  spent  half  an  hour  here,  we  took  our 
leave ;  first  inviting  our  new  friends  to  drink  a  cup  of  coffee  with 
us  at  our  camp  a  mile  farther  up  the  river. 

By  this  time,  as  the  reader  may  conceive,  we  had  grown  rather 
shabby ;  our  clothes  had  burst  forth  into  rags  and  tatters  ;  and  what 
was  worse,  we  had  very  little  means  of  renovation.  Fort  Laramie 
was  but  seven  miles  before  us.  Being  totally  averse  to  appearing 
in  such  a  plight  among  any  society  that  could  boast  an  approxima- 
tion to  the  civilized,  (and  at  Fort  Laramie  the  approximation  was 
very  remote,)  we  soon  stopped  by  the  river  to  make  our  toilet 
in  the  best  way  we  could.  We  hung  up  small  looking-glasses  against 
the  trees  and  shaved  ;  an  operation  neglected  for  six  weeks ;  we 
performed  our  ablutions  in  the  Platte,  though  the  utility  of  such  a 
proceeding  was  questionable,  the  water  looking  exactly  like  a  cup 
of  chocolate,  and  the  banks  consisting  of  the  softest  and  richest 
yellow  mud,  so  that  we  were  obliged,  as  a  preliminary,  to  build  a 
causeway  of  stout  branches  and  twigs.  Having  also  put  on  radiant 
moccasins,  procured  from  a  squaw  of  Richard's  establishment,  and 
made  what  other  improvements  our  narrow  circumstances  allowed, 
we  took  our  seats  on  the  grass  with  a  feeling  of  greatly  increased 
respectability,  to  await  the  arrival  of  our  guests.  They  came  ;  the 
banquet  was  concluded  and  the  pipe  smoked.  Bidding  them  adieu, 
we  turned  our  horses'  heads  toward  the  fort. 

An  hour  elapsed.  The  barren  hills  closed  across  our  front,  and 
we  could  see  no  farther ;  until  having  surmounted  them,  a  rapid 
stream  appeared  at  the  foot  of  the  descent,  running  into  the  Platte ; 
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beyond  was  a  green  meadow,  dotted  with  bushes,  and  in  the  midst 
of  these,  at  the  point  where  the  two  rivers  joined,  were  the  low  clay 
walls  of  a  fort.  This  was  not  Fort  Laramie,  bat  another  post  of 
less  recent  date,  that  having  sunk  before  its  successful  competitor, 
was -now  deserted  and  ruinous.  A  moment  after,  the  hills  seeming 
to  draw  apart  as  we  advanced,  disclosed  Fort  Laramie  itself,  its  high 
bastions  and  perpendicular  walls  of  clay  crowning  an  eminence  on 
the  left  beyond  the  stream,  while  behind  stretched  a  line  of  arid  and 
desolate  ridges,  and  behind  these  again,  towering  aloft  seven  thou- 
sand feet,  arose  the  grim  Black  Hills. 

We  tried  to  ford  Laramie  creek  at  a  point  nearly  opposite  the 
fort,  but  the  stream,  swollen  with  the  rains  in  the  mountains,  was 
too  fierce  and  rapid.  We  passed  up  along  its  bank  to  find  a  better 
crossing  place.  Men  gathered  oti  the  wall  to  look  at  us.  '  There  9s 
Bordeaux  !'  called  Henry,  his  face  brightening  as  he  recognized  his 
acquaintance  ;  '  him  there  with  the  spy-glass ;  and  there  's  old  Vas- 
kiss,  and  Tucker,  and  May ;  and,  by  George  !  there 's  Cimoneau !' 
This  Cimoneau  was  Henry's  fast  friend,  and  the  only  man  in  the 
country  who  could  rival  him  in  hunting. 

We  soon  found  a  ford.  Henry  led  the  way,  the  pony  approach- 
ing the  bank  with  a  countenance  of  cool  indifference*  bracing  his 
feet  and  sliding  into  the  stream  with  the  most  unmoved  composure  : 

'  At  the  first  plunge  the  hone  sunk  low, 
And  the  waters  broke  o'er  the  saddle-bow.' 

We  followed  J  the  water  boiled  against  our  saddles,  but  our  pow- 
erful horses  bore  us  easily  through.  The  unfortunate  little  mules 
came  near  going  down  with  the  cujarent,  cart  and  all ;  and  we 
watched  them  with  some  solicitude  scrambling  over  the  loorfe  round 
stones  at  the  bottom,  and  bracing  stoutly  against  the  stream.  All 
landed  safely  at  last ;  we  crossed  a  little  plain,  descended  a  hollow, 
and  riding  up  a  steep  bank,  found  ourselves  before  the  gate- way  of 
Fort  Laramie,  under  the  impending  block-house  erected  above  it  to 
defend  the  entrance. 


D    D'M       VIVIMU8      VIVAMUS. 


'WBU.B    Wl     Z.Z-VB,    LZT     JJ%    LIV».' 


Lira  is  fleeting,  time  flies  fat, 
Love  and  life  will  soon  be  past  ? 
Let  us  seize,  while  yet  we  may, 
Joy  from  every  passing  day. 


From  the  rosy  pouting  lip 
Honeyed  nectar  let  us  sip  | 
From  the  rich  wine,  mantPnf  high, 
Mirth  and  gladness,  ere  we  die. 

VOL.   XXX.  31 


Clonds  hang  ever  o'er  the  earth, 
Never  let  them  shade  our  mirth  ; 
Pans  the  brimming  goblet  round, 
Death  should  be  with  roees  crowned. 


Life  at  beet  is  but  a  dream, 
Ending  in  the  Lethe  stream '; 
Snatch  we  then  enjoyment  here, 
■  should  aide  no  fear, 
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THE       OLD       INDIAN      ORCHARD. 


'  I  would  lecall  a  vlaion  u  hich  I  djean.M.r—  Bvbc  h. 


I  wandered  alone  on  the  banks  of  the  rhrer, 

And  far  from  my  right  stretched  the  meadows  away ; 
Happy  birds  were  in  tune,  warbling  thanks  to  the  Giver 

Of  every  good  gift  for  the  bounties  of  May. 
An  old  Indian  Orchard,  unpruned  and  neglected, 

Bright  blossoms  dropped  round  me  in  odorous  showers ; 
It  flourished  before  the  first  settler  erected 

His  cabin  of  logs  in  this  valley  of  flowers. 

Thick  moss,  pale  adorner  of  ruin,  was  clinging 

To  trunks  by  the  winds  of  a  century  bowed, 
And  tongues  not  of  earth  in  the  branches  were  singing 

Of  times  ere  one  furrow  by  whiteman  was  ploughed. 
My  limbs  were  aweary,  for  far  had  I  rambled, 

And  rest  on  the  turf  of  the  meadow  I  found, 
While  near  in  the  sunshine  the  gray  squirrel  gambolled, 

And  stole  forth  the  fox  from  his  den  in  the  ground. 

Composed  by  the  murmur  of  waves  gently  flowing, 

A  slumber  stole  over  me,  haunted  by  dreams  ; 
I  thought  that  around  me  the  forest  was  growing, 

Its  floor  by  the  sunlight  touched  only  in  gleams ; 
With  organ-like  tones  its  dark  canopy  trembled, 

While  timing  to  low,  mournful  measures  their  tread, 
The  sachems  of  old,  in  their  war-dress  assembled, 

A  shadowy,  throng  from  the  land  of  the  dead. 

'  How  bitter,'  they  chanted,  *  our  deep  desolation ! 

The  trails  that  we  loved  are  erased  by  the  plough  ; 
How  changed  are  the  wide  hunting-grounds  of  our  nation, 

The  herds  of  the  stranger  range  over  them  now ! 
Gone  hence  are  the  children  to  whom  we  transmitted 

Traditions  that  match  the  gray  mountains  in  age, 
And  by,  like  a  vision  of  midnight,  hath  flitted 

The  glory  of  warrior,  sachem  and  sage.' 

« We  longed,  in  a  land  where  the  leaves  never  wither, 

To  visit  our  ancient  and  kingly  domain, 
And,  sunset's  red  portal  unfolding,  came  hither 

To  look  on  the  scenes  of  our  childhood  again. 
The  river  that  freshens  this  valley  hath  shifted 

Its  channel,  and  rolls  where  it  rolled  not  of  yore, 
And  fallen  are  dark  solemn  oaks,  that  uplifted, 

Like  sentinels  tall,  their  plumed  tops  on  the  shore. 

*  Old  burial-places  once  sacred  are  plundered, 
And  thickly  with  bones  is  the  fallow -field  strown ; 

Hie  bond  of  confederate  tribe*  has  been  sundered, 
Hie  long  council-hall  of  the  brave  overthrows. 
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The  Mohawk  and  Seneca  bowmen  no  longer 
Preserve  at  the  door-poets  nnilamberhtf  guard ; 

We  fought,  bat  the  pale-browed  invaders  wove  etn 
Oar  knife-blades  too  blunt,  and  their  bosoms  too  hard. 

•  Alas !  for  the  heart-broken  remnant  surviving ! 

The*  deeds  of  their  fathers  arouse  them  no  more ; 
His  team  o'er  their  hearth-stones  the  farmer  is  driving, 

Unroofed  are  their  wigwams  on  Erie's  green  shore. 
Not  long  round  the  graves  of  the  dead  will  they  ponder, 

A  cloud  is  above  them  they  cannot  dispel ; 
Lo !  westward,  far  westward  the  homeless  must  wander, 

And  land-robbers  laugh  while  they  sob  out  farewell  f 

1  woke  when  their  lay  had  the  Sagamores  chanted* 

And  traced  on  my  tablets  each  musical  word ; 
Long  alter  that  vision  my  memory  haunted ; 

Long  after  those  wild  wailing  numbers  I  heard : 
And  oft  when  the  cares  of  existence  oppress  me, 

To  visit  the  old  Indian  Orchard  I  stroll ; 
The  balm-breathing  winds  there  more  gently  caress  me, 

With  murmur  more  solemn  the  dark  waters  roll.     w  , 
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It  had  been  a  pleasant  day  overhead.  Nearly  all  the  time  since 
early  in  the  morning  the  windows  of  •  the  Library'  had  been  open. 
I  shut  them  only  as  the  sun  went  down.  I  do  not  know  precisely 
what  makes  a  '  January  thaw'  so  pleasant.  Perhaps  it  is  that  the 
bland  air  and  the  cheerful  sky  puts  one  in  mind  of  spring.  A  robin 
had  been  singing  all  day  on  the  elms  about  the  house.  Before 
eight  o'clock  in  the  morning  I  heard  him  down  at  the  gate  of  the 
avenue,  on  the  '  Tory  Elm,'  and  now  he  was  warbling  good-night 
to  the  sun  up  in  the  top  of  the  one  next  my  study.  While  listen- 
ing to  him,  I  watched  the  sunset  clouds.  There  was  no  misty 
grayishness  and  coldness  about  them.  They  lay  in  long  bright  bars, 
one  above  the  other,  over  the  horizon,  whose  hills,  covered  with 
efergreens,  looked  blue  in  the  distance.  The  sky  was  deep  and 
soft,  such  as  it  is  in  the  warm  days  of  April ;  and  as  I  watched  the 
clouds,  they  seemed  as  if  they  had  taken  this  delightful  time  for  a 
little  repose  from  their  hurried  and  compulsory  winter  journeyings. 
Reader,  in  your  younger  days  you  have,  no  doubt,  left  your  fowl- 
ing gun  slyly  hid  in  a  fence  corner,  on  the  side  next  the  woods,  and 
while  on  the  fence,  carefully  watched  and  listened  till  satified  that 
no  one  was  near ;  and  then,  jumping  off  into  the  tall  corn,  whose 
spindles  were  high  above  your  head,  noiselessly  wormed  your  way 
between  the  green  silken  .ears  that  almost  met  between  the  rows, 
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far  into  the  heart  of  the  corn-field,  where,  beside  a  blackened  stone- 
heap,  on  the  black  site  of  a  burnt  log-pile,  was  hidden  a  back-woods 
farmer's  choice  path  of  water-melons.  Then  you  have  stolen  back 
with  an  •  old  settler9  under  your  fcrm,  and  resumed  your  gun  ;  and 
with  your  huge-bladed  jack-knife,  (a  pest  on  Worcester  for  not 
spelling  that  word  for  me  !)  opened  the  rich  melon-into  two  luscious 
and  gigantic  halves ;  and  paused  an  instant  to  devour  it  with  your 
eyes,  before  you  commenced  a  more  destructive  devouring.  Your 
eyes  then  drank  in  the  exact  appearance  of  those  slumbering 
clouds.  They  were  tinged  with  a  ripe  water-melon  color.  As  the 
twilight  faded  away  the  clouds  also  faded ;  and  when  the  stars  came 
out,  I  drew  the  curtains  and  stirred  the  grate,  while  Martha  ar- 
ranged the  furniture  and  carried  out  the  coffee-tray. 

As  the  clock  was  on  the  stroke  of  six  the  door-bell  rang,  and  my 
three  friends  took  their  chairs  by  the  whist-table.  The  Lieutenant, 
who  is  always  my  partner,  played  with  unusual  spirit,  and  we  were 
the  victors.  When  we  had  finished,  and  resumed  our  old  places 
around  the  fire,  the  Doctor,  taking  off  his  glasses,  and  sipping  one 
of  a  different  shape,  addressed  himself  to  the  Lieutenant. 

'  You  promised,  last  evening,  to  give  us  the  train  of  thought, 
some  time  or  other,  which  interested  you  so  much  while  we  were 
talking  of  ministers.     What  was  it  V 

*  Nothing  of  much  importance,  perhaps.  A  piece  of  coal  which 
lay  upon  the  top  of  the  grate  fell  over  and  attracted  my  eye.  As 
it  began  to  burn,  the  gas  escaping  made  a  singing  noise  for  an  in- 
stant; and  this  sound  awoke  an  old  train  of  reflection.  The  ques- 
tion about  which  I  was  busied  was  trite  enough.  I  was  thinking  of 
that  strong  instinct  of  the  human  race  which  leads  us  to  take  the  side  of 
the  Weak  against  the  Strong. 

*  When  I  was  in  Florida  I  was  awakened  from  a  siesta,  one  after- 
noon, in  my  marquee,  by  the  singing  of  a  large  white-faced  humble- 
bee.  It  was  in  the  clutches  of  a  spider,  whose  web  was  swung 
from  the  tent-pole  out  to  the  canvass.  Each  time  that  the  black 
pirate  came  down  to  fasten  a  new  thread  about  him,  the  bee  set  up 
a  shrill  singing,  which  ceased  as -soon  as  his  captor  ran  up  to  make 
it  fast  above.  \Vith  the  point  of  my  sword  I  succeeded  in  reaching 
the  poor  fellow  ;  and  with  my  penrknife  gradually  freed  his  wings 
and  legs  from  the  well-woven  meshes,  and  gave  him  his  liberty  at 
the  tent  door.  He  struck  a  '  bee-line'  for  the  forest,  and  probably 
never  trusted  himself  near  a  tent  again. 

'When  I  got  back  to  my  camp-bed  the  spider  was  repairing  his 
net,  and  I  began  to  regret  robbing  him  of  his  dinner,  which  he  had 
worked  harder  and  more  patiently  for  than  I  ever  had  for  my  own* 
I  even  went  so  far  as  to  catch  a  huge  gad-fly  which  had  got  under 
my  musquito-net,  and  throw  him  up  into  the  web  of  the  spider  I 
had  wronged.  Then,  '  between  waking  and  sleeping,'  I  thought  of 
the  strange  instinct  that  at  first  prompted  me  ;  and  from  that  fell  to 
fancying  that  the  Seminoles,  which  our  army  was  hunting  down, 
were  humble-bees  in  the  United  States'  spider-web.    I  can  assure 
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you  that  I  did  not  feel  *  over  and  above'  comfortable  at  the  notion 
that  I  and  my  men  were  mere  spider-pirates  on  a  larger  scale. 

'  Two  or  three  days  before,  we  had  surprised  a  party  of  Indians 
in  the  swamp,  and  secured  a  young  chief  and  his  squaw,  who,  tied 
hand  and  foot,  were  now  lying  on  the  ground  in  the  log-prison 
which  by  courtesy  was  termed  the  guard-house.  That  night  about 
nine  o'clock,  after  going  the  rounds,  I  stepped  in  to  look  at  the 
prisoners.  The  woman,  naked  to  her  waist,  had  rolled  herself  close 
to  her  husband,  and  forgetting  her  misery,  was  brushing  off  the 
musquitoes  from  his  face  and  chest  with  her  long  black  hair.  As 
the  light  of  the  lantern  struck  her  face,  she  stopped,  and  lay  with- 
out motion.  I  could  see  the  trails  of  tears  on  her  fine  cheek,  but 
the  chief's  face  was  hard  and  stern,  and  his  eyes  glared  at  me 
under  his  half-closed  lids,  and  his  lips  were  set  firmly  together. 

'  Whether  I  did  right  or  wrong  as  a  military  officer  I  shall  not 
now  decide ;  but  at  any  rate  I  slipped  my  dirk  through  the  cords 
that  were  pressed  deep  into  the  swollen  flesh,  and  with  my  finger 
on  my  lips  went  out  and  returned  to  my  tent,  to  bed,  but  not  to 
sleep.  About  one  o'clock  I  heard  a  shot ;  and  before  the  echoes 
bad  died  away  in  the  forest  my  men  were  crowding  in  the  starlight 
around  the  entrance  of  my  tent.  The  sentry  thought  he  had  seen 
»n  Indian  crawling  in  the  shadow  of  the  trees,  and  fired  ;  but  what- 
ever it  was,  it  made  off  unhurt.  A  suggestion  was  made  about  the 
prisoners ;  and  examining  the  guard-house,  we  found  it  empty. 
The  prisoners  had  escaped  P 

'  Thank  God  !'  exclaimed  the  Parson,  rising  in  .his  seat  on  the 
lounge;  'thank  God  that  there  is  any  thing  like  pity  found  in  the 
vmy !  Christianity  has  struck  deeper  into  the  hearts  of  men  than 
JI  dreamed !' 

'Nonsense!'   answered   the  Doctor;    'nonsense,   Mr.   Parson! 
ZDon't  you  suppose  that  a  soldier  is  a  man?     Such  noble  acts  are 
:met  with  in  Pagan  history.     They  are  not  necessarily  the  result  of 
any  thing  but  the  warm  emotions  of  a  warm  heart.' 

•  Tut !  tut !'  interposed  the  'Squire  ;  '  a  truce  to  your  wrangling  ! 
The  Lieutenant  did  just  what  be  ought  to  have  done;  so  do  n't 
compliment  him  on  the  one  hand  for  his  Christianity,  nor  on  the 
other  for  his  warmth  of  heart.  Did  n't  the  man  on  guard  suspect 
the  hand  you  had  in  the  matter,  Lieutenant  V 

'Not  that  I  could  ever  find  out,'  he  quietly  answered. 
'  The  instinct  which  prompts  us  to  defend  the  weak  against  the 
strong  is  part  of  our  constitution,'  said  the  'Squire  ;  '  but  what  do 
you  say,  Lieutenant,  to  that  other  opposite  instinct,  which  impels  the 
strong  to  oppress  the  weak  V 

' 1  do  n't  believe  there  is  any  such  thing,'  replied  the  Lieutenant. 
'  Not  one  man  in  ten  thousand  has  any  natural  impulse  toward  op- 
pression. It  is  the  slow  growth  of  time,  and  is  the  result  of  a  long 
possession  of  power.  The  love  of  ease,  coupled  with  a  natural 
selfishness,  is  generally  the  parent  of  oppression.  The  love  of  rule, 
also,  which  is  indeed  innate  in  some  men ;  avarice,  lust,  engen- 
der it.     The  holding  of  power  must,  however,  precede  for  a  long 
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time  before  a  man  or  a  government  becomes  an  oppressor.  But  it 
is  true,  nevertheless,  that  the  holding  of  power  always,  sooner  or 
later,  results  in  oppression.  I  think  the  Parson  is  right.  Christi- 
anity is  the  only  restraining  influence.  It  does  not  create  the  more 
tender  emotions,  but  it  quickens  them.  Some  men  need  no  such 
ameliorating  influence  As  for  myself,  the  perusal  of  .the  biogra- 
phies of  Christ  has  led  me  to  reflect  on  my  duty  to  the  race,  and  I 
can  trace  the  influence  of  it  in  my  own  character.  I  am  not  natu- 
rally pitiless.  No  man  is  so.  But,  like  most,  I  am  heedless. 
Christianity  has  caused  me  to  reflect.  It  was  the  remembrance  of 
my  mother's  early  teaching,  which  was  brought  to  mind  by  the  dan* 
ger  of  that  insect,  that  gave  material  for  reflection,  and  I  acted  as 
I  did.  The  natural  instinct  was  the  impulse,  to  be  sure  ;  but  it  was 
quickened  by  Christianity.  The  singing  of  the  lump  of  coal  was 
exactly  the  sound  made  by  the  humble-bee.' 
.    *I  yield,'  said  the  Doctor. 

'  I  am  glad,'  said  the  Parson. 

'  Umph  !'  said  the  'Squire,  shrugging  his  shoulders.  •  I  wish  you 
ministers,  Mr.  Parson,  quickened  the  good  instincts  of  men  more 
than  you  do.  As  a  general  thing,  you  whine  too  much,  and  look 
sanctimonious.     You  use  too  much  cant,  by  far.     You ' 

4  Let  me  tell  you  a  story,'  interrupted  the  Parson.  '  Let  me  tell 
you  a  story,  just  to  show  that  I  agree  with  you,  before  we  get  into 
an  argument  about  words.  I  see  this  very  thing,  and  regret  it 
Perhaps  I  am  chargeable  with  it  myself;  but  I  hope  not.  What 
you  call  'cant'  is  only  the  expression  of  truths  whicn  we  do  not  at 
the  moment  trust  in.  It  is  delivering,  from  memory,  those  senti- 
ments which  have  ceased  to  exert  a  living  influence  on  us.  I  recol- 
lect an  instance.  It  was  related  to  me  by  my  old  friend  S  ■  ^ 
when  I  was  in  the  seminary  : 

4  Somewhere  in  New-Hampshire  lived  a  tender-hearted  old  maid 
of  sixty,  whose  medicine-box  was  opened  on  all  occasions,  and  for 
every  body  who  she  thought  needed  her  aid.  There  was  not  a  child 
or  adult  in  the  whole  town  of  whose  complaints  *  Aunt  Polly1  was 
ignorant.  She  was  always  full  of  inquiries  touching  the  health  of 
every  body  she  met.  The  minister  of  her  parish,  a  full,  portly,  and 
fresh-looking  man  of  forty,  was,  however,  a  perfect  enigma  to  her. 
He  was  always  well.  He  had  been  settled  six  whole  years,  and 
had  not  once,  to  '  Aunt  Polly's'  knowledge,  been  unwell.  One 
forenoon,  in  the  course  of  his  weekly  visits,  he  dropped  in  to  chat 
with  the  family,  looking  as  hale  and  hearty  as  ever.     After- an  hour 

of  pleasant  talk  with  Mrs. (•  Aunt  Polly's'  married  sister,)  and 

story-telling  with  the  children,  Mr.  rose  to  depart;    when 

'  Aunt  Polly'  raised  her  spectacles,  and  asked  in  her  shrill  voice  : 

•  '  Is  your  health  as  good  as  ever,  Mr. V 

'  *  O,  yes  !'  said  he;  '  I  never  was  better  in  my  life.  I  am  as 
hearty  as  an  ox ;  but  you  know,  Sister  Polly,  that  we  are  poor 
mortals,  after  all.  We  may,  at  any  time,  go  off  at  a  moment's 
warning.     1  feel  that  1  may  be  soon  food  for  worms  P 

1  '  Eh  !  troubled  with  'em  V  said  she. 
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1  Mr. made  a  very  speedy  exit.' 

Just  as  the  Doctor  was  about  offering  some  queer  thought,  Martha 
tapped  at  the  door,  and  handed  me  the  *  Tattleton  Gazette/  which 
Thomas  had  brought  up  from  the  printing-office.  I  always  get  the 
paper  about  nine  o'clock  on  Friday  evening,  although  it  is  not  pub- 
licly issued  till  Saturday  morning.  We  were  all  eager  to  see  the 
editor's  account  of  the  literary  dinner,  which  had  taken  place  the 
week  before  at  the 4  Tattleton  Hotel,'  the  most  considerable  public- 
house  in  the  village. 

After  the  paper  was  a  little  dry,  I  turned  to  the  second  page,  and 
there,-  occupying  four  close  columns,  was  the  thing  we  wanted. 
The  Parson  was  inducted  into  the  office  of  reader : 

'  GRAND    LITERARY    ENTERTAINMENT  !  ! 

'festival  op  the  poets  at  the  tattleton  hotel!! 

*  In  recording  the  occurrences  of  the  late  splendid  occasion,  the 
editor  is  not  only  conferring  a  pleasure  upon  the  great  body  of  the 
refined  and  intellectual  citizens  of  Tattleton,  but  also  on  himself; 
for  after  having  enjoyed  the  exquisite  satisfaction  which  every  man 
of  any  cultivation  experiences  when  thrown  into  familiar  inter- 
course with  eminent  literary  men,  the  editor  will  ever  feel  it  a  hap- 
piness to  enjoy  it  over  again,  as  it  were,  whenever,  as  now,  he  is 
called  on  in  the  exercise  of  his  duty  to  refer  to  it.  It  is  not  so  much 
the  consideration  that  so  many  distinguished  individuals  have  hon- 
ored our  beautiful  village  with  their  presence,  and*  enlivened  it  in 
their  coming  and  departure  with  the  music  of  their  sleigh-bells,  nor 
the  fact  that  in  the  depth  of  winter  they  have  so  obligingly  responded 
to  the  invitation  which  led  them  hither ;  but  it  is  the  reflection  that 
we  have  in  our  midst  so  much  true  refinement  and  intellectual  cul- 
tivation as  to  have  led  to  so  generous  an  invitation,  as  the  one  which 
gave  rise  to  the  glorious  festival  to  which  we  allude.  What  can  be 
more  grateful  to  a  true  lover  of  his  country  than  to  see  eminent  men 
throwing  aside  all  sectional  and  political  feeling,  and  congregating 
urbanely  together  about  the  festive  board  1  What  can  give  us  more 
exalted  ideas  of  the  influence  of  literature,  and  especially  of  the 
sacred  art  of  poetry,  than  to  see  those  whose  genius  has  raised  them 
to  an  exalted  height  on  the  towering  pinnacle  of  Fame,  come  from 
all  quarters  of  this  mighty  Union,  and  greet  each  other  with  a  fra- 
ternal warmth  ?  But  we  are  saying  too  much,  although  we  could 
readily  say  more,  and  must  content  ourselves,  for  the  present,  with 
giving  our  readers  a  brief,  but,  so  far  as  our  notes  serve  us,  a  satis- 
factory account  of  one  of  the  most  interesting  occasions,  which  it 
will  be  the  pride  of  Tattleton  to  remember. 

'It  will  be  recollected .'     Here  the  door-bell  rang  violently, 

and  the  Doctor  was  called  away  to  attend  on  a  patient  suddenly 
seized  with  spasms ;  so  we  deferred  the  reading  of  the  article  till 
the  next  evening.  What  this  editorial  report  said  of  the  dinner, 
and  the  grand  entrance  into  town  of  the  'splendid  equipage  of 
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'  The  North-American  Mutual  Tickling  Club/  '  will,  courteous 
reader,  be  given  in  another  chapter.  The  'Squire  do  n't  wish  to 
tire  you  out  at  one  sitting. 


MOHAWK 


PABSAOCS     TOUCHING     A     CF.RTAIM     RKOXVT     PIX.ORIMAOC     TB&OOOH     THAT    TA.LX.Mr. 


'Now  when  that  thou  wouldest  travel  thou  shall  do  it  not  for  y  increasing  of  thy  i 
wherein  is  covetouaness,  ne  for  rioting,  nor  such  like  disportes,  but  principally  for  thy  solace,  i 
for  ye  health  of  thy  body,  and  specially  of  thy  soul e.'—  Old  Ta*TTaa. 

'  Lsbbn  und  uicht  seben,  das  ist  ein  Ungluck/— Sohilhr. 

'  Knick'  reis't  durchs  land. 


The  woody  summits  of  the  Palatine 

Gleamed  in  the  misty  noontide,  add  the  wind 

Blew  freshly  o'er  wide  fields  of  rustling  corn, 

And  patches  of  buckwheat,  just  whitening 

Amid  the  blaze  of  summer.    So  *  Old  Knick.,' 

Having  escaped  the  dusty  thoroughfares 

Of  Gotham,  and  its  piles  of  heated  brick, 

Passed  on  his  pilgrimage  through  many  a  town 

With  its  red  chimneys  smoking  in  that  vale, 

Of  whose  darks  annals  many  is  the  wild 

Heart-stirring  legend,  told  at  night  amid 

The  fire-light  by  the  wrinkled  backwoodsman, 

Of  the  fierce  Mohawk,  and  '  th*  accursed  Brandt/ 

Who  often  from  those  mountain  solitudes 

Burst  like  a  devil  on  the  settlements. 

He  saw,  amid  the  noontide,  where  the  wheat  _ 

Waved  over  many  an  ancient  battle-field, 

Deep  gulfs  o'erhung  with  forests ;  ancient  mounds, 

And  swamps  o'ergrown  with  cedar,  which  of  old 

Swarmed  with  fierce  bands  of  warriors.    Dark-eyed  girity 

Within  whose  olive  cheeks  the  summer  wind 

Had  hid  its  pilfered  roses ;  belted  forms, 

And  the  bronzed  faces  of  old  Mohawk  chiefs 

Rose  up  before  him.    Once  again  he  saw 

The  Indian  sharpening  his  scalping-knife 

In  the  recesses  of  the  solemn  wood ; 

And  where  through  swaying  boughs  the  timid  light 

Dropped  down  in  spots  of  gold,  on  beds  of  moss 

And  glossy  wintergreen,  beheld  him  creep, 

With  the  red  war-paint  daubed  upon  his  face, 

To  lie  in  ambush.    Then  the  scene  was  changed  ) 

And  in  the  place  of  those  dark  warriors, 

There  stood  an  Indian  girl  beside  a  cove 

Where  the  bright  currents  of  the  river  whirled 

In  rings  of  silver.    'Neath  a  spreading  roof 

Of  willow  boughs,  whose  screen  of  dancing  leaver 

Let  the  soft  sky  look  in  upon  the  sweet 

Green  twilight  of  that  nook,  her  graceful  form 

Was  imaged  with  the  mirrored  emerald.    Beads/ 
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And  jetty  braid,  and  quill-strung  wampum  belt, 
And  crimson  cassock  broidered  o'er  with  sprigs 
Of  silver  tinsel.    Beautiful  yet  brief 
The  sweet  creation,  for  she  swiftly  passed, 
That  being  of  Knick.'s  romance ;  such  an  one 
As  might  have  lived  in  those  old  times,  whereof 
The  settlers  tell  quaint  legends,  half  device 
And  half  tradition ;  legends  of  the  days 
Of  fair  Abtonoroga,*  which  their  sires 
Heard  from  the  tawny  Mohawk. 

Knick.  looked  out, 
While  the  strong  engine  rushing  through  a  file 
Of  half-clad  laborers,  beneath  those  huge 
Gray  walls  of  moss-stained  masonry,  awoke 
A  hollow  bellowing  among  the  hills ; 
And  saw  in  that  wild  gorge,  whose  granite  halls 
Are  green  with  moss  and  leaning  mountain  pine, 
The  spot  to  which  her  history  hath  linked 
A  deathless  romance.     It  was  here  she  fled 
With  her  red  lover  from  her  father's  wrath, 
For  he  was  chief  among  her  tribe,  and  she  , 

The  fairest  of  the  maidens,  but  she  loved 
The  foeman  of  her  kindred.     'T  was  a  night 
Of  wind  and  tempest,  when  the  lovers  passed 
Those  rapids  which  have  named  the  rock-built  town 
That  smokes  within  this  pass  ;  a  wailing  night 
In  the  mid-autumn,  and  the  roaring  stream 
Swollen  by  frequent  rains  dashed  o'er  its  bed 
With  an  unwonted  fury.     Safely  passed 
The  maiden  and  her  lover,  but  her  sire, 
And  they  who  voyaged  in  his  company, 
Perished  upon  that  rock  which  since  hath  borne, 
In  honor  of  the  daughter  of  the  chief, 
The  name  of  Astoroga. 

v  On,  still  on ! 

And  as  the  thirsty  engine  rumbling  through 
That  little  Alpine  town,  (famed  for  its  boys 
Who  offer  *  diamonds'  in  their  little  palms 
To  the  tired  passenger,)  with  a  bellow  cleared 
Its  rock-hewn  streets,  with  houses  on  each  hand ; 
Knick.  saw,  far  up  'mid  scattered  fields  of  pine, 
Full  many  a  quaint  red  building,  perched  among 
The  granite  blocks ;  of  old  the  residence 
Of  staid  Dutch  families ;  a  noble  race 
Of  honest-hearted  folk,  who  by  their  fires 
With  the  red  Mohawk  smoked  in  amity, 
Ere  Massacre  had  raised  his  blood-stained  hand 
To  smite  the  border  settlements.    Once  more, 
Invoking  back  the  greatness  of  the  past, 
He  saw  the  sleepy  faces  of  old  ment 
Before  those  time -stained  mansions ;  fair  hairM  girls, 
And  portly  merchants,  whose  deep-laden  sloops 

*  This  pronunciation  is  undoubtedly  according  to  the  ancient  Indian  idiom.  The  term  is  now 
*&own  as  Astobogan  or  Astoboga,  and  the  Rock  which  bears  that  name  is  still  shown  in  the  bed  of 
^Mohawk,  at  Little  Falls. 

t '  Fob  their  love  of  smoke, 

And  their  love  of  sleep, 
Neither  time  nor  tide  observing, 
And  their  love  of  liquor, 
Vide  the  Knickkb- 
Bocxbr  of  Washington  Ibving.' 
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Tacked  in  the  gusty  Highlands,  and  across 
The  Tappaan  Zee,  spread  their  white  wings  lor  Gotham, 
In  the  gcK>d  days  of  Peter  Stuytmant 
And  Diedeich  Kniokbrbockeju    Far  away 
The  mellow  mist  of  noontide  lay  between, 
Deepening  the  soft  blue  tints  upon  the  hills, 
That  drifted  southward,  quilted  to  their  tops 
With  patches  of  bright  gold,  and  fragrant  fields 
Of  snowy  buckwheat    O'er  the  distent  road, 
The  white-sleeved  farmer  from  the  upland  farm, 
Sitting  half-bent,  urged  through  a  cloud  of  dust 
His  weary  team.     Boys  hallo'd  in  the  woods, 
And  as  Mohawken,*  with  its  summer  pomp 
Of  crag  and  forest-land,  grew  dim  amid 
The  hazy  sunshine,  so  that  day-dream  passed, 
And  like  the  vague  transitions  of  a  vision, 
As  beautiful  4hd  incorporeal, 
The  valley  with  its  romance  took  once  more 
The  sober  features  of  reality.  h.  w   koc*w«x.z.. 

Valley  of  the  Mohawk,  UHca,  (N.  T.) 


CLASSICAL      CRITICISM. 


1IPLI     TO      '0.    A.      B    '     IV     THI     IV  JC  tlRlOOKR    FOk    JOKE. 

In  the  Knickerbocker  for  June,  there  is  a  review  of  Professor 
Felton's  '  Agamemnon/  in  the  course  of  which  the  writer  forces 
himself  out  of  his  way  to  make  a  very  insulting  and  utterly  unpro- 
voked attack  upon  myself.  This  insidioust  thrust  would  have  been 
unnoticed,  if  there  had  not  been  otfeer  reasons  calling  attention  to 
it,  aside  from  any  regard  to  its  intrinsic  force  or  justice.  If  it  fur- 
nishes occasion  for  some  discussion  of  a  question  in  philosophy,  sug- 
gested by  the  misconception  of  the  reviewer,  and  for  some  general 
remarks  on  a  certain  species  of  classical  criticism,  it  is  hoped  that 
the  readers  of  the  Knickerbocker  will  pardon  a  few  pages  devoted 
to  what  might  otherwise  seem  uninteresting  and  unprofitable. 

Utterly  averse  to  controversies  of  this  petty  kind,  or  to  any  con- 
troversies, except  upon  questions  of  vital  importance  to  society,  1 
might  cheerfully  have  left  the  book  assailed  to  the  judgment  of  those 
distinguished  scholars  and  theologians  who  have  given  it  their  most 
hearty  commendations,  unbought  and  unsolicited.  Even  had  a 
grammatical  mistake  been  committed,  the  author  fondly  thinks  that 
there  is  enough  of  solid  merit  in  the  work  to  prevent  any  great 
mortification  arising  from  such  a  discovery.  The  aim  of  the  volume 
was  almost  wholly  philosophical  and  theological*  without  any  grsmt 
claim  to  critical  excellence,  or  any  parade  of  critical   investiga- 

*  Thk  liohawken  or  Antoroga  bluff,  the  southern  barrier  of  the  Pan  at  Little  Pall*,  It  k  com- 
monly  known  by  the  unmeaning  title  of  '  Pall  Hill.' 

t  We  say  this,  because  it  was  covertly  introduced  into  an  ill-natured  review  of  Mother,  aad  did 
not  therefore,  until  very  lately,  meet  the  eye  of  the  one  for  whom  it  was  intended. 
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tion.  Even  in  this  department,  however,  it  has  been  deemed 
worthy  of  liberal  commendation  by  one  excelling  the  reviewer  of 
the  Knickerbocker  bb  much  in  scholarship,  as  in  a  true  apprecia- 
tion of  what  may  justly  be  expected  from  a  literary  gentleman,  who 
even  when  he  points  but  faults,  does  it  in  such  a  manner  as  to  secure 
the  respect  of  the  person  reviewed.*  The  assault,  then,  is  noticed 
simply  because  it  furnishes  a  good  ground  for  discussing  a  few 
points  in  philosophy,  which  may  have  interest  for  some  readers  of 
the  Knickerbocker,  and  also  presents  an  admirable  opportunity  of 
exposing  the  folly  and  petty  malignity  which  seem  ever  to  accom- 
pany the  pedantic  school  to  which  this  reviewer  belongs. 

The  critic  who  subscribes  himself  C.  A.  B.,  (meaning  doubtless, 
at  full  length,  Charles  AsTor  Bristed,)  remarks  very  charitably  of 
Professor  Felton's  Agamemnon,  that '  it  contains  no  very  outrageous 
blunders ;  nothing,  for  example,  like  Tatler  Lewis's  constitu-nsQ 
state  for  xadsfnrjxvla  $£tg.'  It  is  not  easy  at  first  to  see  what  the 
writer  was  driving  at  in  this'except  that  he  evidently  intended  to  be 
very  insulting,  very  severe,  and  very  profound.  We  are,  however, 
helped  out  of  the  difficulty  by  the  aid  of  his  capitals  and  italics.  He 
clearly  means  that  instead  of  constitu-TWQ,  it  should  be  constitu-TEVt. 
This  learned  Theban,  who  takes  such  childish  pains  to  let  us  know 
that  he  is  from  an  English  University,  would  have  it  understood  that 
uadscrtrfxvta  is  perfect,  and  cannot  therefore  be  properly  rendered  by 
our  present  participle  in  ing.  He  has  actually  ascertained,  from  a 
most  profound  examination  of  many  learned  authorities,  that  the 
former  tense  denotes  completion,  finish,  perfectness.  The  American 
author  is  supposed,  of  course,  to  be  wholly  ignorant  of  this  recondite 
lore,  and  to  have  actually  mistaken  the  word  for  the  continuous, 
transitive,  and  flowing  present ;  and  hence  his  egregious  blunder. 
Has  our  Oxford  scholar,  however,  yet  to  learn,  that  the  English  par- 
ticiple in  ing  often  has  a  perfect  sense,  both/ in  transitive  and  intran- 
sitive verbs,  and  is  sometimes  even  passive  ?  This  is  the  case  when 
finish  and  fixedness  of  state,  enter  into  the  very  idea  of  the  verb ; 
the  more  precise  and  philosophical  Greek  generally  using,  for  their 
expression,  the  distinct  perfect  form,  which  Qur  inaccurate  language 
is  compelled  to  render  by  a  seeming  present. 

How,  for  example,  would  our  critic  render  eldtbg  ?  Probably, 
know-iNQ.  And  so  nenotddtg,  trus-Tim ;  dedoQx<bg,  see-ixo,  (the  verb 
being  used  of  that  kind  of  sight  which  is  regarded  as  sharp  and 
fixed  ;)  dsdotrK&g  or  dedubg,  fear-ino,  signifying  the  settled  influence  of 
fear  in  distinction  from  present  rising  emotion ;  ioix&g,  being  like  or 
resembl-iNQ ;  nenov6d>g,  being  in  a  certain  state  or  condition  —  suffer- 
'  ing  ;  and  to  come  nearer  to  the  case  in  hand,  katt]*<hg,  stand-ma,  sig- 
nifying the  fixed  condition  of  rest  in  distinction  from  motion,  as  the 
second  aorist,  and  present  middle  or  passive,  denote  the  intransitive 
act.  So  alsojtlMNG  and  ly-mo  are  both  expressed  in  Greek  by  perfects. 
Now  it  is  usual,  we  know,  for  grammars  and  lexicons  to  say,  that 
in  such  cases  the  perfect  has  a  present  signification  j  and  this  is  con- 

*  Pmtbmob  Woolssy,  n*w  President  WooLStr,  of  Tata  Collef  •. 
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venient  enough  as  a  rule  of  distinction  ;  but,  Btrictly  speaking,  the 
Greek  is  philosophically  correct ;  the  deficient  English,  it  would  be 
more  proper  to  say,  uses  its  form  of  the  present  for  an  idea  that  is 
really  ana  in  its  very  nature  perfect. 

Now  for  these  and  similar  distinctions,  there  is  no  need  of  re- 
sorting to  such  a  rabble  of  commentators  and  grammarians  as  the 
critic  sometimes  makes  a  parade  of  quoting.  Had  he  really  accus- 
tomed himself  to  an  extensive  course  of  Greek  reading,  until  he  had 
learned  to  think  and  feel  in  the  language,  instead  of  forever  hunting 
for  trifling  emendations,  and  cretic  endings,  and  forbidden  anapaests, 
he  might  have  known  that  it  may  be  very  correct  to  render  a  Greek 
perfect  participle  by  the  English  participle  in  ing  ;  the  course  which 
the  first  view  of  his  italics  and  capitals  would  lead  the  reader  to  sup- 
pose he  meant  to  condemn. 

But  perhaps  this  was  not  the  whole  or  main  objection.  Kafernij- 
xvTa,  it  might  be  said, is  intransitive  and  even  passive,  while  constituting 
is  transitive.  Now  here  we  would  take  issue  with  our  Oxford  scholar 
on  both  points.  His  '  private  tutor'  should  have  better  instructed 
him  as  to  the  true  nature  both  of  the  Greek  and  English  word. 
KaMvTTjfii,  in  what  are  called  its  intransitive  tenses,  approaches  more 
nearly  to  the  office  of  the  substantive  class  of  verbs.  It  is  akin  to 
ytyveoQou,  tin<jcQxeivt  <pv*'<*i,  nEyvxivai,  etc.  Thus,  xataoji^vai  elg  <ty/i}* 
does  not  so  much  mean  to  be  appointed  to  office,  as  to  become  a  magis- 
trate, whatever  the  mode  of  appointment.  The  purely  passive 
sense  would  be  expressed  by  the  passive  infinitive  xaxaoxaG^vtu. 
Tb  xadeoTTjxdTa  or  *u6e oima,  when  used,  as  it  is  said, for  tA  verofuapiva, 
status,  vel  instituta  reipublicce,  does  not  so  much  mean  things  decreed 
or  appointed,  in  the  mere  passive  sense,  (although  it  may  include 
that)  as  the  standing,  in-forming,  political-life-giving  elements  of  the 
organic  polity  or  body  politic ;  and  this,  too,  corresponds  well  to  the 
Grecian  idea  of  the  state  as  constitut-iNQ,  rather  than  constitut-ED  by, 
the  members  who  partake  of  its  citizenship. 

The  Latin  constituo,  we  think,  is  always  transitive.  A  good  word 
in  that  language  for  some  uses  of  xa&eoTTjK&s  would  be  constant,  and 
in  other  cases,  consistens.  Consti tutus  would  do  when  mere  passivity, 
without  any  reflex  action,  or  substantive  predication,  is  the  predomi- 
nant idea  ;  in  other  cases,  especially  the  last  mentioned,  it  would  be 
quite  inadmissible.  But  the  English,  constitute,  has  a  distinct  reflex, 
substantive  usage ;  and  therefore,  when  so  taken,  its  participle  in 
ino  may  well  render  xadeoTTjK&g  in  some  of  its  substantive  applica- 
tions ;  especially  as  used  by  Plato  in  the  passage  referred  to,  and  in 
many  other  parts  of  his  dialogues.  *  Constituting1  may  denote  either 
the  efficient  or  the  formal,  cause  of  being.  In  the  first  sense,  it  means 
to  appoint,  fix,  establish,  as  by  a  power  from  icithout ;  in  the  second, 
or  substantive  sense,  it  denotes  that  internal,  in-forming,  constitutive 
diva/uig,  or  agency,  be  it  real  or  supposed,  which  may  be  regarded 
as  giving  formal-  existence  to  any  thing,  or  constituting  it  what  it  is. 

Thus  we  say,  oxygen  and  hydrogen,  in  certain  proportions,  con- 
stitute water.  Like  the  corresponding  tenses  of  KaMoTt]futit  approaches 
the  nature  of  the  substantive  class  of  verbs,  and  the  above  expres- 
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8ion  is  almost  the  same  as  though  we  should  say  —  oxygen  and  hy- 
drogen in  certain  ratios  become,  or  even  are  water  ;  the  difference 
"being,  that  the  other  verb,  in  addition  to  the  bare  idea  of  mere  con- 
tingent existence,  signifies,  as  it  were,  an  energy  of  being,  by  virtue 
of  which  any  thing  is  what  it  is.     They  are  the  constituting  elements 
in  another  sense,  and  in  distinction  from  the  external  power  which 
originally  constituted  or  appointed  them,  and  their  numerical  com- 
binations, to  the  permanent  internal  maintaining  of  this  peculiar 
^Jbrm  of  being.     Thus  we  may  also  say,  pedantry,  flippancy,  most 
offensive  self-conceit,  insufferable  cant,  and  petty  malignity,  constitute 
a  certain  school  of  criticism ;  they  give  it  its  formal  existence  ;  they 
are  its  essential  or  constitutive  elements ;  they  are  its  taQeoTtjKvTa 
S£*£,  not  simply  its  constitut-ED  or  established,  but  its  constitu-TiNQ 
state. 

We  say,  then,  that  if  KaOsvuiKvla  has  this  reflex  substantive  sense, 
our  word  constituting  has  it  likewise.  When  the  latter  is  thus  used, 
as  in  the  chemical  example*  above  given,  the  noun  following,  al- 
though it  may  seem  to  be  objective  in  form  and  position,  is  in  its  true 
nature  subjective,  as  it  would  be  after  any  other  substantive  verb ; 
since  the  elements,  in  their  proper  ratios,  do  not  make  the  organism 
as  an  objective  ab  extra  result,  separate  from  themselves,  but  they 
constitute,  or  are  its  very  subjective  being.  The  Greek  verb  has  so 
near  a  resemblance,  in  this  respect,  that  perhaps  nothing  in  English 
would  so  well  represent  it  in  this  peculiar  application  as  the  word 
we  have  chosen.  The  perfect  KaOeoTrjK&g  combines,  in  these  cases, 
the  ideas  of  fixedness  or  completion  along  with  that  of  permanence 
or  abiding  indwelling;  as  any  one  may  see  who  carefully  studies  its 
philosophical  sense  as  used  by  Plato  and  Aristotle.  It  does  not  de- 
note mere  passivity  like  the  Latin  constitutum,  although  passive 
words  may  sometimes  coveniently  render  it  in  English  when  great 
precision  is  not  required. 

But  why,  it  may  be  asked,  may  it  not  be  thus  taken  passively  in 
this  case  ?  Why  might  it  not  be  rendered  constituted  or  established 
state  1  Certainly  this  would  be  very  good  English ;  but  our  Oxford 
scholar  needs  to  be  told  that  it  would  be  at  war  with  one  of  the 
most  peculiar  aspects  of  the  Platonic  philosophy.  'C.  A.  B.'  may" 
rest  assured,  that  the  blunder  here,  if  blunder  there  is,  was  not  the 
result  of  carelessness.  The  words  were  most  deliberately  chosen, 
under  the  conviction  that  no  others  in  the  English  language  Could 
so  well  express  the  Platonic  idea.  Of  this  idea  the  critic  manifests  the 
most  profound  ignorance.  The  philosopher  means  the  same  thing 
that  Aristotle  does  in  the  second  of  his  quadruple  division  of  causes; 

*  In  rendering  this  example  into  Greek,  the  transitive  tenses  of  *a0iVr??fii  would  not  do  at  all. 
The  intransitive,  although  very  closely  resembling,  would  not  in  all  points  correspond  to  the  sub- 
stantive use  of  our  verb  constitute.  The  difference,  however,  would  be  mainly  in  the  fact,  that  the 
Greek  KoBierriKt  or  tartcm  would  probably  require  a  preposition  (ctf)  after  it,  and  before  the  noun 
which  signifies  the  subjective  result ;  as  though  there  were  a  sort  of  transition,  or  passing  over  from 
ths  constituting  elementary  combinations  into  that  which  they  become.  When  this  resultant  state  la 
not  mentioned,  and  the  participle  alone  is  used  as  a  general  expression,  like  tadionicvTa  fys,  our  form 
to  mo  fits  it  exactly ;  whereas  the  passive  would  botdeficient  in  the  moat  important  part  of  the  Idea. 
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(Vide  Aristotl.  Phys.,  Ausc.  n.  3,)  or  in  other  words,  the  formal  cause, 
(t6  eldog,  xb  nao&dsiyfia,  6  X6yog  6  toO  xt  %p  efrai)  the  idea,  the  paradigm, 
the  law  or  reason  of  the  being  of  any  thing,  or  rather  of  its  bemg 
what  it  is ;  as  though  in  this  law,  or  idea,  or  Uyog,  of  any  organism, 
there  was  not  merely  an  established  or  constitut-BD  arrangement, 
but  a  formative,  a  causative,  a  constitutive,  or  constitu-TUfO  pouter. 
Hence  the  schoolmen  and  metaphysicians  generally  have  styled  it 
the  formal  cause,  in  distinction  from  the  other  three  which  Aristotle 
specifies  —  namely,  the  material,  (the  £(  oh,)  the  externally  efficient, 
(fi  <*ftrt  T*fc  peiuflotiig  %  flrtfcSrif,)  and  the  final  or  moral,  {xb  o$  fra**.) 
Plato  is  treating  of  various  kinds  of  change ;  but  although,  as  be 
tells  us,  there  may  be  increment  or  decrement,  this  does  not  amount 
to  a  diaq>0oo6t  a  destruction  of  one  thing,  and  a  yiveaig  of  another, 
as  long  as  the  xadeoi^xvla  ££ig  remains ;  (dta/iivei,)  remains  through- 
out;  that  is,  survives  or  outlasts  all  other  transformations.  The 
identity  is  preserved,  although  the  same  matter  may  be  partially  or 
even  wholly  gone,  as  long  as  this  ££*£  is  unaffected.  Now  what 
egregious  ignorance  of  one  of  the  most  peculiar  aspects  of  the 
Platonic  philosophy,  to  take  this  word  in  the  merest  passive  sense 
alone,  as  that  which  is  arranged  or  established,  and  so  utterly  to 
lose  sight  of  an  internal  constitutive  or  constituting  law.  Whether 
the  philosophy  be  true  or  not,  we  maintain,  (and  certainly  there  are 
some  very  good  grounds  for  maintaining,)  that  in  the  case  of  every 
true  organism,  Plato  held  to  the  constitutive  nature  of  the  idea  as 
a  real  power,  and  not  merely  an  arrangement.  Hence,  with  him, 
all  existence  which  involved  an  idea,  was,  in  a  certain  sense,  an 
energy  distinct  from,  and  more  real  than  the  matter  which  might  be 
said  only  truly  to  BE  by  virtue  of  it.  Hence,  to  be  was  to  act,  to 
stand.  It  was  an  internal  dtvapig.  As  he  says  in  the  '  Sophista,' 
(Lips.,  p.  47,)  Ttde/iai  Sooy  bol&iv  xa  u  ONTA,  tig  Mow  oi)x  diXo  t*  <ii)r 
J  T NAM  12. 

Perhaps  no  word  in  the  English  language  would  fully  set  forth 
the  idea  of  the  Greek  xadeoxtjx&g,  when  thus  used.  Although  con- 
stituting, in  its  substantive  and  reflex  import,  comes  the  nearest,  yet 
one  objection  to  it  is,  that  it  is  so  much  used  in  a  purely  transitive 
sense  as  to  be  liable  to  be  mistaken  by  such  readers  as  '  C.  A.  B.' 
Stand-iSQ  (laTTjxvTa)  might  do  ;  as  we  say,  standing  method,  standing 
condition  or  law,  etc.  This  has  the  passive  meaning  of  settled,  along 
with  the  substantive  and  reflex  idea  of  xadBoxijxvia ;  the  preposition 
x«t&  imparting  to  hoirjx&g  more  of  fixedness  and  permanence. 
Although  an  awkward  phrase,  it  would  answer  well  to  the  favorite 
distinction  which  the  old  Greek  philosophy  made  between  the  two  < 
ideas  of  existence,  as  standing,  or  fiowing.  Of  these,  the  first  was 
the  highest  and  most  real,  (to  Snug  6rt)  the  energy  of  rest,  the 
power  of  the  immoveable,  the  idea,  the  law,  or  in  lower  terms,  the 
££(£,  which  stands  (earrjxe)  amid  all  outward  flowings,  and  which, 
while  it  remains,  is  the  real  being  of  that  which,  in  the  highest 
sense,  exists  by  its  presence.  So  also,  in  another  place,  (Soph.  57,) 
he  thus  connects  those  genera  which  he  regarded  as  the  highest  consti- 
tuents of  being  :  M&yioxa  pkv  xfbv  yev&p  xb  xe*ON  aM  xal  STASIS 
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xal  KINHSIS.  Among  these,  <n&oig  is  not  the  mere  negative  of 
xfrfcrts,  but  the  higher  being  of  the  idea,  as  the  other  is  of  the 
matter.  * 

The  insulting  and  disparaging  remark  of  *  C.  A.  B.'  could  only 
have  proceeded  from  the  most  superficial  glance  at  the  passage  on 
pages  twenty-fifth  and  one  hundred  and  sixty-eighth  of  the  work  as- 
sailed. He  discovered,  perhaps,  a  slight  singularity  in  the  expres- 
sion. Suspecting,  of  course,  a  blunder,  he  lays  it  up  among  similar 
treasures,  which  are  so  highly  prized  by  the  literary  scavenger,  and 
having  no  other  place  to  bring  it  in,  turns  aside,  for  this  purpose, 
from  his  ungentlemanly  attack  upon  Prof.  Felton.  Since  writers 
such  as  this  critic  has  shown  himself  to  be  do  not  themselves  pro- 
duce any  thing  by  way  of  addition  to  the  literary  stock  of  the 
country,  except  their  petulant  reviews  of  others,  they  are,  of  course, 
in  a  great  measure  unassailable ; '  and  whoever  contends  with  them 
at  all,  does  so  at  great  disadvantage.  It  is  not,  however,  alone  in 
their  unprovoked  attacks  upon  others  that  they  render  themselves 
justly  odious  to  all  honorable  scholars.  Their  very  criticisms  are 
an  impudent  fraud  upon  the  community.  They  are  swindling  at- 
tempts to  get  a  reputation  for  learning  by  false  pretences.  The 
true  scholar  knows  how  very  small  an  amount  of  real  and  solid 
erudition  is  required  for  the  ridiculous  display  which  is  often  made 
in  these  attacks.  Even  the  unclassical  reader,  who  is  possessed  of 
any  portion  of  good  sense,  cannot  fail  to  see  that  the  insufferable 
pedantry  which  attends  such  efforts  must  be  inconsistent  with  all 
manly  and  liberal  scholarship.  How  very  easy  a  matter  for  a  man, 
with  the  merest  smattering  of  Greek,  to  catch  the  cant  and  peculiar 
lingo  of  the  school,  to  array  himself  in  the  cast-off  garments  of 
some  second  or  third-rate  English  critics,  and  to  affect  a  jauntiness, 
and  an  impudence,  which  may  pass  for  what  some  are  so  fond  of 
styling  '  exceedingly  racy  and  classical.'  Every  thin?  with  them 
depends  far  more  on  that  peculiar  kind  of  learning,  (if  it  deserve 
the  name,)  which  consists  in  a  knowledge  of  editions  and  commen- 
tators, than  on  any  intimate  acquaintance  with  classic  authors  them- 
selves. In  the  former,  they  may,  and  perhaps  often  do,  surpass 
scholars  whom  they  cannot  approach  in  regard  to  a  solid  know- 
ledge of  the  literature  and  philosophy  of  antiquity.  Even,  too,  in 
this  lower  learning  of  editions  and  commentators,  they  often  make 
a  vast  display  from  the  very  smallest  materials.  One  commentator 
sets  them  on  the  track  of  others,  with  whom,  by  means  of  second- 
hand quotations  and  references,  they  present  a  show  of  most  inti- 
mate familiarity. 

One  who  is  acquainted  with  the  tricks  of  this  class  of  critics,  can 
easily  detect  the  methods  by  which  they  practice  this  species  of 
literary  legerdemain.  They  often  remind  us  of  people  who  have  a 
few  chosen  stories,  by  the  repetition  of  which  they  imagine  they 
may  make  themselves  peculiarly  entertaining  and  agreeable.  How 
industriously,  and  sometimes  how  ingeniously,  will  they  endeavor 
to  give  any  conversation  that  may  be  started  just  such  a  turn  as  to 
bring  in  their  favorite  anecdotes.     Probably  almost  every  one  has 
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beard  of  the  man  who  had  a  favorite  story  about  a  gun,  and- who 
always  used  to  find  occasion  for  it  by  making  a  report  under  the 
table.  '  By  the  way,  talking  about  guns,'  he  would  say,  and  then 
out  it  would  come,  in  the  most  unaffected  and  natural  manner  ima- 
ginable. In  the  same  way,  some  men  take  every  pains  to  bring  in 
their  choice  specimens  of  learning,  carefully  culled  from  this  or  that 
commentator,  or  perhaps  jotted  down  from  the  lips  of  their  *  pri- 
vate tutor.'  .  They  put  them  forth  as  impromptus,  just  suggested 
by  the  matter  which  they  then  happened  to  be  discussing ;  while, 
all  this  time,  the  experienced  reader  cannot  fail  to  be  amused  at 
the  manner  in  which  the  whole  subject  has  been  warped  round  to 
present  an  opportunity  for  such  display.  By  these  means,  a  pas- 
sing comment  on  JEschylus  or  Horace— it  makes  no  difference 
which,  one  answers  just  as  well  as  the  other — gives  an  occasion  to 
affect  the  utmost  familiarity  with  Aristotle,  Plato,  Polybius,  Plu- 
tarch, Plotinus,  the  Byzantyne  Chalcocondyles  even,  or  any  other 
from  whom  their  dictionary  of  quotations,  or  their  scrap-book,  made 
up  of  cullings  from  commentators  or  from  the  crammings  of  the 
'  private  tutor,'  has  given  them  samples. 

For  instance ;  our  critic  of  the  Knickerbocker  has  picked  up 
somewhere  a  piece  of  learning  about  etfuxQfiivoQ,  of  which  he  is  as 
fond  as  Goldsmith's  famous  '  J  enkinson'  of  his  erudition  in  respect 
to  '  Sanchoniatho'  and  '  Cosmogony.'  The  thing  is,  however,  to  de- 
vise a  method  of  introducing  it  in  a  criticism  on  Prof.  Felton. 
This  gentleman  has  said  nothing  about  elpaQpivog,  but  he  refers  to 
Klausen  in  respect  to  something  else.  Klausen,  however,  has 
somewhere  made  a  remark  on  this  word,  and  this  is  sufficient  for  a 
connecting-link,  especially  if  there  can  be  made  a  show  of  reason 
for  it,  under  pretence  of  passing  an  opinion  on  Klausen's  authority. 
Every  thing  now  follows,  as  it  were,  impromptu.  '  By  the  way/ 
as  the  man  with  the  story  about  the  gun  used  to  say,  '  By  the  way,' 
says  our  critic,  'Klausen  has  somewhere'  —  as  though  the  thought 
had  just  then  been  faintly  suggested  from  the  most  remote  recol- 
lections of  his  multifarious  reading  —  '  Klausen  has  somewhere  said 
a  similar  thing  about  elpaDtiivog,  on  which  Paley  naively  observes,9 
etc.  And  so  Paley  comes  in  with  another  remark,  which  suggests 
to  the  reviving  recollection  of  the  reviewer,  how,  '  when  a  member 
of  the  university,  this  authoritative  dictum  set  us  hunting,  by  the  aid 
of  our  private  tutor,  all  over  JEschylus  to  find  out  other  instances  of 
elfictQfiivoQ ;'  a  very  foolish  piece  of  business, '  by  the  way,'  if  ever 
done,  as  long  as  indexes  are  so  common.  This  gives  an  excellent 
opportunity  to  apply  the  select  classical  phrase,  duuteftog  tplvaoCaf  as 
though  upon  the  spur  of  the  moment,  although,  perhaps,  it  had. long 
been  waiting  in  his  scrap-book  for  just  such  an  opportunity  of  ap- 
plication ;  and  then  again  comes  in  very  naturally  a  Latin  joke, 
which  may  have  been  biding  its  time  in  a  similar  depository. 

Perhaps  the  best  opportunity  for  showing  off*  this  kind  of  learn" 
ing  is  in  the  review  of  a  lexicon ;  the  critic  can  there  select  just  the 
words  which  will  best  call  out  the  choicest  treasures  of  his  erudi- 
tion.   He  will  commence  somewhat  in  this  manner :  '  By  way  of 
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showing  the  difference  to  the  student/  or  tyro,  (he  is  very  fond  of 
addressing  the  tyro,)  '  we  will  take  the  first  article  that  occurs,  viz. 
that  on  &Uog.  It  is  scarce  possible  to  read  a  dialogue  of  Plato  (he 
proceeds,)  without  being  struck  with  the  singular  use  of  this  word/ 
etc. ;  just  as  though  this  Attic  use  of  tiMog  had  not  been  noted  by 
almost  every  grammarian  and  commentator  that  ever  wrote.  Some 
other  word  is  then  selected  —  of  course  the  next  that '  happens  to 
occur ;'  and  then,  as  though  some  fresh  classical  recollection  had 
suddenly  struck  him,  he  proceeds  in  the  usual  flippant  style,  or 
something  like  this  :  '  By  the  way,  since  we  are  upon  this  word, 
how  comes  it  that  our  learned  lexicographer  has  no  where  adverted 
to  a  peculiar  use  of  the  term  in  Aristotle's  Metaphysics  V  Or : 
•  How  could  he  have  overlooked  the  remarkable  manner  in  which 
Pindar  employs  the  term  in  that  very  difficult  place  V  etc. ;  and 
then  this  suggests  some  very  learned  reflections  which  '  occur'  on 
the  aforesaid  passage  from  Pindar,  with  a  very  profound  query 
whether,  after  all,  there  may  not  be  something  in  it  which  no  com- 
mentator has  ever  noticed,  but  on  which  the  reviewer  has  not  time 
now  in  passing  to  dwell.*  All  this  shows  how  immensely  more 
learned  the  critic  is  than  the  blundering  lexicographer.  It  also 
gives  admirable  occasions  to  call  up  reminiscences  of  the  *  English 
University/  and  for  talking  about  that '  private  tutor.'  Thus  he  is 
ever  giving  us  his  literary  experience,  so  very  different  from  that  of 
our  American  youth,  who  cannot  boast  of  the  aristrocratic  appen- 
dage of  a  '  private  tutor/  Another  common  device  by  which  the 
impression  of  great  familiarity  with  classic  authors  is  sought  to 
be  given,  is  to  affect  a  knowledge  of  many  passages  directly  appli- 
cable to  some  case  in  point,  the  exact  location  of  which  the  critic 
cannot  now  bring  up  from  his  well-stored  but  somewhat  burthened 
memory.  As,  for  example :  '  JloQBvi6gt  in  its  passive  sense,  (our 
reviewer  very  naively  observes,)  means  travelled  on,  passable,  etc., 
applied  to  roads.  We  cannot  now  quote  in  proof  some  desiderated 
passages  from  Polybius,  but  will  engage  to  look  them  up/  etc. 
What  must  be  thought  of  this,  by  one  who  is  aware  that  these  very 
'  desiderated  passages'  may  all  easily  be  found  by  turning  to  the 
larger  grammars,  or  to  indexes  and  other  books  of  reference,  with- 
out the  trouble  of  opening  Polybius;  and  that,  too,  by  one  who 
had  never  read  consecutively  a  single  section  in  that  author  1  A 
similar  game  is  played  when  they  make  copious  references  to  clas- 
sic writers  and  commentators,  with  great  affectation  of  precision ; 
giving  it  off  for  the  instruction  of  the  wondering  '  tyros/  as  though 
it  were  wholly  the  result  of  original  investigation,  and  not  some 
transposed  list  of  authorities,  handed  down  from  commentator  to 
commentator,  and  which  had  been  growing  longer  and  longer  ever 
since  the  days  of  the  Scholiasts. 

Now,  gentle  reader,  or  gentle  tyro,  as  these  people  are  very  fond 
of  saying,  be  assured  that  all  this,  to  use  a  little  classicality  on  a 

*  A  otEAT  doal  of  ibis  kind  of  pedantry  deforms  Donaldson's  New  Cratylus,  a  work  which,  al- 
though possessing  much  merit  in  some  respect*,  has  a  great  deal  of  that  forced  criticism  so  prominent 
in  the  productions  of  this  pedantic  school. 

vol.  xxx.  33 
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befitting  occasion^  is  *oHg  ittXog,  or  rather,  SAo*  yevdos,  *t  %i  xal 
&Yqoix6t8qov  8lQr\pfa*.  In  plain,  unclassical  Anglo-Saxon,  it  is  all 
gammon.  He  has  not  read  critically,  nor  even  consecutively,  any 
thing  like  the  number  of  classic  authors  with  whom  he  makes  so 
great  a  show  of  familiarity.  The  words  from  the  lexicon  were  not 
the  first  that  *  occurred,'  but  the  book  was  reviewed  for  the  very 
purpose  of  getting  an  opportunity  to  bring  out  his  culled  erudition 
on  these  very  points.  He  has  not,  and  never  had,  the  least  thought 
of  instituting  any  laborious  search  in  Polybius  for  those  '  desidera- 
ted passages ;'  because  he  knows  full  well  that  they  can  all  be 
found,  made  out  to  his  hand,  in  a  much  easier  way.  He  has  no 
idea  that  the  '  tyro'  will  ever  be  at  the  pains  of  looking  up  the 
authorities  to  which  he  refers  him  ;  and  should  he  wish  to  do  so,  it 
must  be  indeed  a  very  simple  and  inexperienced  tyro  who  could 
not  get  on  the  track  himself,  without  any  of  those  copious  direc- 
tions which  the  friendly  critic  is  so  generously  inclined  to  give  him. 

There  is  no  need  that  one  of  this  school  should  stop  any  where, 
or  at  any  thing.  In  the  same  way  he  might  ring  the  changes 
through  the  whole  range  of  ancient  literature ;  when,  perhaps,  the 
man  who  is  playing  off  these  fantastic  tricks  may  have  never  read 
twenty  pages  in  some  of  the  works  with  which  he  affects  a  famili- 
arity so  great,  that  he  would  have  us  believe  that  all  their  peculiar 
uses  of  words  and  idioms  are  at  once  suggested  to  him  by  barely 
glancing  at  a  lexicon  under  review.  And  yet,  by  the  aid  of  indexes 
and  commentators  setting  him  on  the  track,  he  fraudulently  affects 
a  superiority,  and  presumes  to  sit  in  judgment  upon  works  which, 
even  should  they  contain  mistakes,  have  been  the  result  of  the  most 
careful  and  laborious  original  investigation.  What  a  contrast,  for 
example,  to  all  this,  is  presented  in  the  manner  in  which  that  noble 
scholar,  Dr.  Arnold,  speaks,  in  some  of  his  letters,  of  his  classical 
reading !  At  the  age  of  forty,  his  attainments  could  not  even  be- 
gin to  be  placed  beside  the  pretensions  of  this  young  man,  fresh 
from  an  '  English  university'  and  from  the  hands  of  his  '  private 
tutor.' 

What  may  be  styled  the  English  pedantic  school  never  did  much, 
even  in  its  best  state,  for  the  higher  departments  of  classical  litera- 
ture. Its  founders,  it  is  true,  were  eminent  scholars,  whose  real 
attainments  did  not  belie  their  pretensions  ;  but  even  with  them  the 
reading  and  study  of  the  writings  of  antiquity,  although  most  ex- 
tensive, was  still  only  a  reading  for  passages.  The  Greek  poets, 
and  philosophers,  and  historians,  were  not  read  as  one  Would  think 
of  reading  our  own  Milton,  or  Shakspeare,  or  Bacon  ;  but  it  was 
all  for  illustrations  of  syntax,  and  prosody,  and  peculiar  forms ;  in 
other  words,  for  the  collection  of  materials  for  critical  annotations. 
These,  doubtless,  were  matters  of  much  importance,  but  still,  it 
should  be  ever  remembered,  only  as  the  means,  and  not  as  the  end  of 
an  acquaintance  with  the  ancient  authors.  It  was  their  grievous 
fault  that  they  made  them  too  much  the  end ;  and  the  consequence 
has  been,  that  although  they  themselves  may  have  entered  into  the 
inner  temple  of  classic  literature  and  philosophy,  they  have 
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kept  their  followers  in  the  very  vestibule ;  or,  in  other  words,  ever 
occupied  with  those  preliminaries  which  have  little  or  no  value, 
except  as  a  means  to  something  better  and  higher.  If  this  remark 
k  true  of  the  sect  in  its  best  days,  in  how  much  lower  a  view  must 
it  now  be  regarded,  when  it  consists  of  the  mere  imitators  of  the 
P arsons  and  Elmsleys  of  a  past  generation  1  In  fact  the  school  has 
become  almost  effete  and  worn  out  in* England.  It  could  not  exist 
where  there  was  felt  the  influence  of  such  a  scholar  and  such  a 
man  as  Arnold.  Its  practices  are  unknown  to  the  noble  spirits  of 
Grermany,  and  our  critic  from  the  '  English  university'  is  probably 
almost  the  only  representative  of  it  in  this  country.  It  has  injured 
the  reputation  of  classical  scholarship  by  its  trifling  spirit.  What 
is  worse,  it  has  introduced  vulgar  jealousies  and  petty  malignities 
into  the  humanas  liter  as  —  into  those  pursuits  which  should  truly  be 
ttmdia  humanitatis,  and  which  ought  to  elevate  us  above  the  feel- 
ings and  spirit  of  the  race-course  or  the  boxing-ring.  Surely,*  if 
there  is  any  region  in  which  every  thing  should  aspire  to  be  gene- 
rous, and  calm,  and  dignified,  and  above  all  petty  strife,  it  must  be 
that  hi  which  all,  who  have  the  true  spirit  of  classical  learning, 
should  ever  delight  to  live. 

But  it  is  impossible  that  the  men  who  are  so  fond  of  these  petty 
displays,  and  who  indulge  in  this  species  of  criticism,  can  ever 
truly  relish  the  philosophers  and  poets  of  Greece.  How  can  such  a 
one  justly  appreciate  the  moral  sublime  of  that  noble  trilogy  in 
which  JEschylus  presents  the  doom  of  the  wicked  house  of  Atreus  1 
How  can  he  enter  into  its  awful  representations  of  human  passion, 
and  supernatural  justice,  when  he  is  only  thinking  of  some  oppor- 
tunity of  getting  up  a  critical  note ;  when  his  whole  soul,  his 
d<pf*i>  yvz&Qtov,  is  wholly  occupied  with  the  mighty  merits  of  a  <r», 
or  a  *?,  or  a  «>*,  or  a  to*,  or  some  various  reading  of  a  trifling  pas- 
sage —  perhaps  one  of  the  most  unmeaning  in  the  poem,  and  which 
had  become  grossly  corrupt,  simply  because  it!  had  too  little  point, 
or  too  little  of  the  salt  of  genius  to  avail  for  its  preservation  % 
How  different  from  such  critics  as  Schlegel  or  Dana  I  Just  when 
the  poet  nods  the  most  the  annotators  of  the  pedantic  school  are 
ever  wide  awake : 

1  Such  for  renown  on  scraps  of  learning  dote. 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  a*  they  quote. 
Thus,  also,  some  a  classic  fame  demand 
Por  breaking  up,  with  a  laborious  band, 
A  wagon*load  of  meanings  for  one  word  ; 
While  A 's  deposed,  and  B  with  pomp  restored.' 

How  contemptible  a  thing  is  mere  classical  literature,  or  what 
with  some  passes  under  the  name,  when  separated  from  the  great 
questions  of  theology,  of  morals,  of  political  economy,  and  con- 
fined solely  to  those  investigations  which  distinguished  even  the 
best  period  of  the  Porsonian  school !  Take,  for  example,  this  very 
review  of  Prof.  Felton's  Agamemnon.  From  such  a  mass  of  fri- 
volity and  egotism,  occupying  seventeen  close  pages  of  the  Knick- 
erbocker, what  idea  could  any  unclassical  reader  form  of  one  of 
the  sublimest  tragedies  of  the  most  sublime  of  Grecian  poets? 
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The  man  who  truly  loves  these  noble  poets  will,  of  course,  avail 
himself  of  every  aid  in  acquiring  the  true  meaning  of  difficult  pas- 
sages ;  although  even  here  he  will  eschew  all  trifling  on  things  of 
little  or  no  value.  But  when  this  is  done,  he  would  throw  com- 
mentators to  the  winds,  and  enjoy  communion  with  his  author 
uninterrupted  and  alone.  He  would  hold  hallowed  intercourse 
with  long-departed  genius ;  and  instead  of  being  ever  harassed 
with  the  lumber,  and  cant,  and  folly  of  criticism,  would  utterly  cast 
from  him,  for  the  time,  the  dry  dust  of  the  scholiasts,  and  the  pe- 
dantry of  annotations.  He  would  most  cordially  acknowledge  the 
merits  and  valuable  assistance  of  Peile,  and  Rlausen,  and  Schnei- 
der, and  Herman,  and  Porson,  and  Heyne,  and  Stalbaum  ;  but 
when  his  soul  is  truly  filled  with  iEschylus,  and  Homer,  and  Pin- 
dar, and  Plato,  he  would  forget  that  the  former  names  had  ever 
had  existence.  The  editions  of  Greek  tragedies  and  comedies  put 
forth  by  Messrs.  Felton  and  Woolsey  have  been  an  honor  to  the 
scholarship  of  the  country,  and  admirable  for  their  accurate  and 
discriminating  learning.  We  do  not,  however,  hesitate  to  say,  that 
the  best  parts  have  been  just  those  in  which  the  authors  have  most 
appeared  themselves,  undisturbed  by  any  fear  whether  they  should 
agree  or  disagree  with  previous  commentators.  Some  things,  too, 
which  they  have  assigned  to  others,  might  have  lawfully  appeared 
as  their  own  thoughts.  In  reference  to  subsequent  productions  of 
the  kind,  we  would  venture  to  advise  those  gentlemen,  if  they 
would  not  deem  it  an  act  of  impertinence,  to  write  the  main 
and  substantial  parts  of  what  they  mean  to  present  to  the  public, 
before  consulting  any  critical  aids,  and  then  resort  to  them  for  the 
purpose  of  correcting  or  guarding  against  mistakes.  Another  way 
mignt  be,  first,  to  settle  the  text  and  the  true  meaning  of  difficult 
passages  by  means  of  such  assistance ;  then  to  cast  it  all  aside,  and 
present  the  author's  own  fresh  and  glowing  impressions ;  the  rich 
results  o£  an  enthusiastic  and  unembarrassed  reading.  In  either 
case,  let  commentators  be  named  as  little  as  possible ;  and  let  there 
be  no  fear  of  the  charge  of  plagiarism  because  the  same  sugges- 
tions may  perhaps  have  before  occurred  to  other  minds.  Such  a 
book,  we  believe,  would  be  more  valuable  to  the  student  than  one 
cumbered  with  a  crowd  of  references,  seldom  if  ever  consulted  by 
those  for  whom  they  are  professedly  intended.  Should  there  be 
mistakes,  they  may  be  safely  left  fpr  discovery  to  that  odious,  yet 
sometimes  useful  animal,  the  Literary  Scavenger,  who  doubtless 
will  seek  for  them,  whether  he  has  the  critical  sagacity  and  learning 
to  find  them  or  not.  *.  l. 


EVENING:     A    FRAGMENT. 

6acAT  is  the  calm,  for  every  where 
The  wind  is  settling  down ; 

The  reek  throws  up  right  in  the  air 
From  every  tower  and  town. 
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VESTAL         FAME. 

I  will  tell  thee  of  a  sweet  calm  fame, 
Calmer  far  than  that  of  bard  or  poet. 
Greener  wreath  than  warrior  yet  can  claim j 
Would'st  thou  know  it  ? 

Gentle  maiden,  be  thou  maiden  still ! 

Bridal -rosea  lose  their  splendor  early, 
Vestal  lilies  wear  of  time  no  chill, 
Pure  and  pearly ! 

Vestal  lilies !  bind  them  on  thy  brow, 

They  will  circle  with  a  gentle  cooling  ; 
Needeth  passion  and  its  burning  vow 
Stormy  ruling  ? 

If  thy  heart  hath  learned  to  hold  commune 

With  the  lovely,  beauty's  presence  queenly; 
Link  thy  spirit  to  the  stars,  the  moon, 
Gaze  serenely ! 

Link  thy  spirit  to  the  bright  in  life, 

Yet  be  free  in  all  thy  soul's  aspiring, 
Rising  o'er  the  dream  of  inward  strife, 
Love's  requiring. 

Love  can  give  thee  but  a  world  of  tears, 

Chains,  perchance,  thou  might'st  not  brook  to  bind  thee, 
Cloud  and  storm  o'erhanging  evil  years 
Yet  to  find  thee. 

Therefore  link  thee  to  a  higher  fate, 

Bow  thy  heart  to  Mind's  dominion  only ; 
Let  the  earth-wed  call  thee  Desolate  — 
Stars  are  lonely ! 

Stars  are  lonely,  shrined  in  midnight's  crown, 

Vainly  shadows  gather  round  to  screen  them  ; 
Gleam  they  brightest  when  a  cloud-born  frown 
Glides  between  them. 

Be  thou  wedded  to  the  True  alone ; 

Gentle  spirits  smile  upon  such  union ; 
Unseen  beings  with  thy  heart  shall  own 
Sweet  communion ! 

Thou  wilt  pass  through  life  with  quiet  tread, 

Eye  serene,  and  forehead  still  unshaded, 
With  the  garland  on  thy  vestal  head 
All  unfaded. 

Gentle  maiden,  't  is  for  thee  to  choose  : 

Bridal-roses,  bright  yet  transitory, 
Vestal-lilies,  blooming,  ne'er  to  lose 
Vestal  glory. 

Take  the  chaplet  bringing  no  unrest, 

Hope  will  shed  its  fairy  visions  round  thee  f 
Bind  the  crimson  roses  on  thy  breast— ^ 

Thorns  will  wound  thee !  u.  a.  i 


Chicago,  July,  1847. 
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Febsh  Gleanings  :  ox  ▲  New  Shea*  from  the  Old  Ftbxds  of  CovrnnatTAL  Eueopk. 
Is.  Maevel.    New- York :  Harper  and  Brother!. 

The  Harpers,  who  have  so  long  been  famous  for  the  multitude  of  their  i 
seem  recently  to  have  determined  upon  surpassing  all  competitors  in  the  beauty  of 
their  execution.  This  pleasant  gossiping  book,  with  its  rubricated  title,  smooth  white 
paper,  and  large  and  elegant  type,  is  equal,  as  a  specimen  of  book-manufacture,  to 
any  thing  we  have  seen  from  Paris  or  London  ;  and  it  deserves  this  dress,  for  it  has 
the  freshness  that  is  claimed  for  it ;  while  its  dashes  of  humor,  the  fidelity  of  its  draw- 
ings, and  the  evident  sincerity  which  pervade  it,  make  it  among  the  most  lively  pro* 
ductions  of  its  class.  The  sketches  of  the  restaurants  at  Paris,  the  beggar-boys  in 
Hungary,  the  inns  of  Lyons,  the  author's  travelling  companions,  etc.,  are  in  an  ex^ 
ceedingly  clever  vein.  We  make  but  one  or  two  extracts.  The  following  passage 
affords  a  graphic  picture  of  a  Parisian  grisette : 

•  You  will  find  her  in  every  shop  of  Paris,  (except  those  of  the  exchange  broken,  where  are  fat, 
middle-aged  ladies,  who  would  adorn  the  circles  of  Wall-street ;)  there  she  stands,  with  her  hair 
laid  smooth  as  her  cheek,  over  her  forehead  j  in  the  prettiest  bine  mastin  dress  yon  can  possibly 
imagine ;  a  bit  of  narrow  white  lace  running  round  the  neck,  and  each  little  hand  set  off  with  the 
same— and  a  very  witch  at  a  bargain.  He  who  makes  the  shop-girl  of  Paris  bate  one  jot  of  price, 
must  needs  have  French  at  his  tongue's  end. 

•  There  may  be  two  at  a  time,  there  may  be  six ;  she  is  nothing  abashed.  She  has  the  same  plea- 
sant smile ;  the  same  gentle  courtesy  for  each,  and  her  eye  glances  Hke  thought  from  one  to  the 
other.  You  may  laugh —she  will  laugh  back ;  you  may  chat— she  will  chat  back;  you  may  scold— 
she  will  scold  back.  She  guesses  your  wants :  there  they  are,  the  prettiest  gloves,  she  says,  in  Paris. 
You  cannot  utter  half  a  sentence,  but  she  understands  the  whole ;  you  cannot  pronounce  so  had]*, 
but  she  has  jour  meaning  in  a  moment  She  takes  down  package  upon  package ;  she  nseasuresyoev 
hand— her  light  fingers  running  over  yours :  '  QueUs  joti*  pent*  main  !*  She  assists  in  pattuif  a 
pair  fairly  on :  '  And  bow  many  pair  does  Monsieur  wish  t' 

•  *  But  one !— ah  !  Monsieur  is  surely  joking  I  8ee  what  pretty  colors  I'  and  she  fathers  a  clatter 
in  her  fingers ;  '  and  so  nice  a  fit  1'  and  she  takes  hold  of  the  glove  upon  your  band. 

* '  Only  two  I  ah  I  it  is  indeed  too  few,  and  §o  cheap  I  Only  fifteen  francs  for  the  si*  pair— which 
is  so  little  for  Monsieur  I*  and  she  rolls  them  in  a  paper,  looking  you  all  the  time  fixedly  in  the  eye. 
And  there  is  no  refusal ;  and  you  slip  the  three  pieces  of  money  upon  the  counter,  and  aha  drops 
them  into  the  little  drawer,  and  thanks  you  in  a  way  that  makes  pea  think,  as  yoa  go  oat,  that  year 
have  been  paying  for  the  smiles,  and  nothing  lor  the  gloves. 

•  One  wears  out  a  great  many  gloves  at  Paris !' 

The  second  extract,  and  all  for  which  we  have  space,  will  give  the  reader  soma 
idea  of  the  manner  in  which  the  municipal  machinery  of  the  great  world  of  Falsi  ia 
carried  on : 

•  You  see  a  stone  out  of  its  place  in  the  pavement ;  and  a  day  does  not  pass,  bat  a  parcel  ef  qntet 
workers,  without  any  visible  director,  with  pick-axes  and  shovels,  restore  the  order.  Tow.  see  a 
man  run  down  by  one  of  the  groaning  onmibasses ;  and  appearing  oa  the  instant,  yoa  know  not 
whence,  are  five  or  six  men  in  military  dress,  who  bear  him  earefhuy  away  for  surgical  treaf  eat  j 
and  if  no  friends  claim  him,  in  two  hoars  time,  he  is  carried  to  one  of  those  great  hospitals,  where 
he  has  one  of  those  beds,  and  a  share  ef  that  attendance  which  is  daily  bestowed  apoa  iweatssa 
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thousand  sick  and  homeless  sou  Is.  You  hear  a  disturbance,  a  slight  quarrel  in  a  thoroughfare ;  a  few 
onlookers  collecting;  and  before  you  ha?  e  noticed  his  approach,  a  man  in  military  cap  and  with  light 
sword  is  among  them,  and  takes  one  of  the  brawlers  by  the  arm »  he  wares  his  hand  to  the  crowd, 
aad  it  disperses.  How  is  it  that  one  feels  so  secure  against  every  annoyance  in  the  city  he  has 
thought  of  as  the  city  of  wickedness  }'•••'  You  are  going  to  the  opera:  yonr  carriage  is  stopped 
two  squares  from  the  opera-house  by  a  horseman  in  a  glittering  helmet,  with  black  plumes  waving 
over  it ;  he  directs  with  his  drawn  sword  the  way  the  coachman  is  to  take ;  the  order  hen  been 
arranged  and  prescribed  at  the  Prefecture  of  Police.  Arrived  at  the  door  of  the  theatre,  three  or 
more  of  the  mounted  guard,  upon  their  black  horses,  direct  order  upon  driving  away  {  it  may  snow*, 
-or  it  may  rain ;  it  may  be  early  or  late ;  still  the  stern-looking  horsemen  are  there ;  their  helmets 
and  swords  glittering  in  the  gas-light.  You  alight  from  your  carriage,  and  a  couple  of  the  sergeants- 
de-ville  are  loitering  carelessly  upon  the  steps ;  they  run  their  eyes  half-inquiringly  over  yon  as  you 
enter.  Each  side  the  little  ticket-box  is  stationed  a  soldier  with  musket;  two  of  the  municipal 
guard.  You  enter  a  passage  sentinelled  by  another ;  and  within  are  three  or  four  loitering  at  the 
door-ways. 

*  Perhaps  there  is  a  slight  disturbance ;  some  brawler  is  in  the  house.  In  that  event,  the  soldier 
at  the  door  disappears  a  moment ;  he  conies  again  with  four  or  five  of  kis  comrades ;  there  b  no 
need  of  excuses  or  promises  now  ;  the  brawler  goes  out,  over  benches  and  boxes.  He  is  handed 
over  to  the  sergeant-de-viHe.  The  sergeant-de-ville  calls  a  carriage,  and  the  brawler  rides  to  the 
Palais  de  Justice. 

1  Perhaps  the  disturbance  is  more  general  The  soldiers  try  to  arrest  it ;  they  press  some  down, 
they  motion  the  others ;  but  perhaps  half  the  company  are  hissing  and  snouting  so  that  the  play 
cannot  go  on.  In  this  event — and  it  occurred  during  my  la*t  visit  to  Paris— a  plain-looking  gentle- 
man, dressed  simply  in  black,  with  a  bit  of  ribbon  in  one  button-hole,  leans  over  from  one  of  the 
boxes  and  tells  the  audience,  in  a  quiet  way, '  if  the  noise  does  not  cease  he  shall  order  the  theatre 
to  be  cleared.' 

*  There  is  no  use  in  expostulation,  still  less  in  resistance;  for  the  man  in  black,  whom  nobody 
knew  till  now,  is  a  commissary  of  police,  and  in  twenty  minutes  could  order  a  thousand  men  upon 
the  spot.    The  house  was  quiet  in  a  moment,  and  the  play  went  on.' 

Perhaps  the  time  may  come,  under  some  city  administration  or  other,  when  our 
own  metropolis  will  be  equally  well  guarded:  that  <  end'  however,  so  devoutly  to  be 
hoped  for, ( is  not  yet ;'  although  its  advent  is  promised  toward  the  commencement 
of  every  municipal  election,  by  those  worthy  office-seekers  who  would  avoid  doing 
any  thing  that  may  '  look  disgracious  i*  the  city's  eye'  at  such  a  time. 


Thx  History  of  the  Girondists  :  or  Personal  Memoirs  of  the  Patriots  of  tub  French 
Revolution,  from  Unpublished  8ourcrs.  By  Alphonse  La  Martins.  New-York :  Har- 
ps* and  Brothers. 

La  Martink,  the  greatest  of  the  living  poets  of  the  Continent ;  celebrated  also  as 
a  traveller,  an  orator,  and  a  statesman  ;  whose  recollections  go  back  to  the  '  days  of 
terror,'  and  to  whom  the  most  familiar  traditions  are  those  of  the  Revolution  and  the 
Empire ;  is  on  all  accounts  a  fit  historian  of  the  Girondists.  His  genius,  his  position, 
his  integrity,  and  the  period  of  time  and  the  point  of  view  from  which  he  writes, 
give  a  great  and  peculiar  value  and  interest  to  this  work  of  his  upon  the  most  re- 
markable portion  of  modern  history.  Even  Carltlk  has  not  more  graphic  power  ; 
and  his  style,  in  the  original  and  in  the  translation,  is  classically  pure.  The  distin- 
guishing excellence  of  this  history  is  in  its  dramatic  arrangement,  its  effective  group- 
ing and  perfect  unity.  It  consists  of  scenes  and  sketches, '  distinct  as  the  billows, 
bat  one  as  the  sea.'  Nothing  can  be  finer  than  some  of  the  individual  portraits,  as 
specimens  of  literary  art,  and  many  of  them  will  surprise  the  reader  by  their  origi- 
nality :  they  have  hardly  a  line  in  agreement  with  previous  limnings  of  the  same 
subjects.  Take  the  case  of  Robespierre  :  on  the  canvass  of  La  Martine  he  is  by 
no  means  the  native  demon  of  the  common  histories,  but  a  great  angel  ruined,  nor 
yet  even  quite  abraded  of  his  glory.  Ko  history,  romance,  or  poem,  has  for  a  long 
time  appeared,  that  possesses  more  attractions,  or  that  will  have  a  wider  popularity. 
In  France,  in  a  few  months,  twenty  thousand  copies  of  it  have  been  sold.  Of  the 
elegant  edition  which  the  Harpers  have  given  us,  probably  as  great  a  number  will 
be  demanded ;  at  all  events,  it  would  be  creditable  to  our  citiiens  if  such  should 
prove  to  be  the  fact 


260  Ltiterary  Notices,  [September, 


Thx  Nobth-Amkrican  Revikw.    Number  CXXXVL    pp.  963.    Boston :  Otis, 
Company.    New- York :  C.  S.  Fbancis  and  Company. 

Among  the  numerous  publications  which  accumulated  upon  our  table  during  our 
late  absence,  few  of  which  we  have  gained  leisure  even  yet  to  read  with  attention,  we 
found  the  (  >  orth-  American  Review'  for  the  July  quarter.  Its  typographical  appear- 
ance is  even  more  than  usually  chaste  and  neat ;  while  its  papers  seem  to  possess 
something  more  than  their  wonted  variety,  in  theme  and  mode  of  treatment.  The 
articles  are  upon  (  Gayarre's  History  of  Louisiana/  '  Early  History  of  the  English 
Language/  *  Egypt  and  England/  '  Balzac's  Novels/  (  Ellm'b  Life  of  William 
Penn/  (  Sabine's  Sketches  of  the  Loyalists/  (  Campbell's  Lives  of  the  Chancellors,' 
•  D'Israeli's  Tancred/  (a  most  spirited,  well -reasoned,  sententious  paper,)  Mrs.  But- 
ler's ( Year  of  Consolation/  '  The  Knickerbocker  on  Felton's  ( Agamemnon/ ' 
and  the  usual  briefer  '  Critical  Notices.'  Touching  the  last  article  proper,  we  must 
permit  '  the  youth  fresh  from  college/  who  has  so  excited  the  ire  of  the  '  North- 
American'  Reviewer,  to  return  '  measure  for  measure'  to  his  Athenian  antagonist 
In  doing  so,  however,  we  must  be  permitted  to  say,  that  in  our  judgment  the  con- 
troversy has  on  both  sides  assumed  an  asperity  which  is  much  to  be  regretted.  So 
far  as  this  Magazine  is  concerned,  the  discussion  of  this  classical  question  must  end 
with  the  present  number,  to  which  so  many  of  its  pages  are  devoted,  to  the  exclusion 
of  much  aud  various  materiel,  of  far  more  interest,  we  cannot  help  thinking,  to  the 
general  reader : 

THE    NORTH-AMERICAN    REVIEW    AND    OUR    CRITIQUE    ON    FILTOV, 

To  assafl  an  abuse  of  any  standing,  or  expose  a  humbug  of  any  prevalence,  is  always  a  task  of 
more  or  less  peril.  The  iconoclast  is  seldom  a  welcome  apparition,  though  often  a  very  i 
one  *,  and  if  he  does  not  provoke  the  genuine  lightnings  of  Zxua,  he  must  at  least  make  up  his  i 
to  encounter  the  mimic  thunders  of  Salmoneus.  No  imposture  is  so  weak  that  it  cannot  I 
noise  in  its  defence  when  attacked ;  and,  in  most  cases,  the  weaker  the  imposture,  the  louder  the 
clamor ;  for  the  imposition  is  built  up  originally  out  of  wind  and  vapor,  which  cost  very  Utile,  but 
arc  its  indispensable  supports.  The  man  who  undertakes  to  clean  out  a  long-disused  chimney  will 
probably  bring  down  much  rubbish  about  his  cars,  and  possibly  some  vermin,  bat  the  < 
must  be  swept,  notwithstanding. 

When,  therefore,  in  the  exercise  of  our  critical  capacity,  wc  were  called  on  to  pats  J 
upon  that  very  pretentious  and  inadequate  book,  Felton's  Agamemnon,  we  did  not  for  a  i 
suppose  that  our  searching  and  deliberate  export  of  that  precious  production  would  be  sulfa ed  to 
pass  without  exciting  much  vehement  indignation  and  sputtering  outcry.  Accordingly,  the  iter** 
American  Review,  which  has  the  fatuity  to  suppose  itself  the  organ  of  a  great  school,  and  actaaBy 
talks  as  if  it  were  a  periodical  of  talent  and  reputation,  like  the  Edinburgh  or  Blackwood,  or  even 
our  own  humble  Magazine,  has  fulmiuatcd  a  most  virulent  article  against  us.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
that  the  writer  is  in  downright  earnest  His  attack  is  intended  to  be  overwhelming ;  and  it  is  through 
no  want  of  inclination  on  his  part  that  wc  fail  to  be,  not  merely  excoriated,  but  utterly  obliterated 
and  annihilated  by  the  severity  of  his  onset  Fortunately  for  ourselves,  the  woodenneas  of  bis  arms 
and  the  inefficiency  of  his  aim  have  converted  what  was  meant  for  a  formidable  assault  into  a  lu- 
dicrous exhibition  of  impotent  antics ;  much  an  if  '  Saibkt  Oamp,'  after  an  over-dose  of  —  tea, 
should  essay  to  run  a  muck  with  her  umbrella. 

The  reviewer  begins  with  a  dignity  too  briefly  sustained  to  be  very  imposing,  by  affirming  mat 
he  has  not  the  slightest  intention  '  of  entering  into  any  debate  with  the  Knicksbbockbu  upon  ab- 
struse points  of  philology,  or  upon  the  merits  of  an  edition  of  a  Greek  classic.  Our  present  object 
is  only  to  expose  the  character  of  an  article  so  remarkable  for  its  violation  of  the  laws  not  only  of 
politeness,  but  of  decency,  for  its  unprovoked  personalities  and  gross  invasion  of  the  sanctity  of 
private  life,  that  the  writer  of  it  deserves  public  rebuke  and  disgrace.  He  shall  have  the  notoriety 
which  he  seems  to  covet,  so  far  as  the  circulation  and  influence  of  this  Review  can  give  it  to  Urn.' 
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Here  he  gives  up  the  battle  in  the  outlet,  and  ktru  himself  nothing  bat  a  cowardly  system  <rf 
guerilla.  For  what  U  tfcto  opening  annouiicen^irt  but  saying :  'The  KCTcnmBMScm  to  too  strong 
fbruamtireek;  there  be  has  us.  One  of  our  pet  idok  to  irretrievably  smashed.  Daook  tsdown, 
end  we  east  get  him  on  hto  legs  again.  But  wo  be  to  the  iconoclast  who  haa  made  thia  public 
issue*:  of  our  false  godaf  Won't  we  give  it  to  him  if  we  can  cateh  him  P  Accordingly,  our  assail. 
•smta  next  move  to  to  designate  an  indiridual  New  Yorker,  whom  he  introduces  prominently  by 
venae,  aa  the  author  of  our  critique;  and,  thia  done,  proceed*  to  pelt  him  with  the  longest  end 
hardest  words  he  can  find.  Now  there  is  no  doubt  that,  as  a  general  rule,  sonorous  epithets  have 
•  wry  fine  effect  The  excited  town-bellman,  in  one  of  Blackwood's  stortea,  calls msopponent'a 
dephlngtotjcated  parabola,'  and  makes  a  great  sensation  by  it;  but  aa  the  point  at  issue  was  the 
merits  and  demerits  of  Mr.  Fxi/ton,  aa  an  editor  of  JSscbylvs,  not  the  birth,  parentage,  and  edu- 
cation of  the  individual  denounced  by  the  reviewer,  or  of  any  other  individual  in  New  York  or 

elsewhere,  all  the  particulars  of  Mr. 's  private  history,  however  valuable  they  may  be  to  that 

gentleman's  future  biographer,  are  in  the  present  instance  remarkably  irrelevant  and  decidedly 
•ijfV  wp&s  Atavttooir.  As  to  the  quondam  Scholar  of  Trinity,  assumed  to  be  our  classical  critic,  Ms 
standing  on  both  aides  the  Atlantic  is  such  as  to  render  him,  and  his,  felicitously  indifferent  with  re- 
spect to  whatever  the  'Norm  American'  may  choose  to  say  of  him,  either  in  its  ordinary  routine 
of  placid  and  prosy  panegyric,  or  its  occasional  exuberance  of  absurd  invective.  One  remark, 
however,  we  must  make  en  passadt.  To  call  names  requires  no  stupendous  effort  of  genius.  Any 
*  loafer/  or '  snob,'  or  gamin,  can  do  it ;  indeed,  people  of  mat  sort  are  usually  cleverer  at  it  than 


Our  reviewer's  next  demonstration  is  a  piece  of  cool  hypocrisy,  for  which  our  readers  will  hardly 
be  prepared.  He  pretends  (credits  posteri .')  to  defend  New-York  scholarship,  and  to  vindicate  It 
from  our  slights  I  This  idea  of  a  man's  attacking  himself  and  being  defended  against  himself  is  too 
Mnerous  for  any  but  a  tTanscendentahst  to  contemplate  with  gravity.  And  on  what  Is  the  exquis- 
itely absurd  pretension  grounded  f  Favete  Unguis  I  FeDow-New- Yorkers  (  hear  this  chivalrous 
champion  in  your  defence : 

'Does  he  suppose  that  his  fellow-citizens  generally  will  be  gratified,  when  a  youth  fresh  from 
coDege  — from  an  English  college  —  assures  them,  with  a  very  lordly  and  patronising  air,  mat 
'New-York  scholarship  is  really  very  respectable  as  far  as  it  goes,  and  not  altogether  contemned  on 
the  other  tide  of  the  water  ?'  Really,  who  will  say,  after  this,  mat  Punch's  illustrations  of '  the  Rising 
Generation'  are  only  caricatures  V 

Now  if  we  had  written  the  above-quoted  clauses  in  all  soberness,  we  should  be  at  no  loss  for  a 
plausible  defence  of  them.  We  might  say  that  we  spoke  of  New- York  scholarship  in  no  terms  of 
extravagant  eulogy,  because  it  is  not  our  custom  to  puff  ourselves,  as  it  is  the  custom  of  the  Bos- 
ton clique  to  puff  themselves,  in  season  and  out  of  season ;  because  we  prefer  that  others  should 
blow  our  trumpet  for  us,  or  if  none  can  be  found  to  do  so,  that  it  should  be  left  unblown ;  because, 
if  we  were  silly  enough  to  act  differently,  our  fellow-classics  here  would  not  be  silly  enough  to 
thank  us  for  it ;  because,  for  instance,  if  we  had  impliedly  called  Anthon  a  greater  scholar  than 
Pobson  and  Hermann  put  together,  or  openly  said  of  Dbislxb  that  he  had  cleared  up  all  the  dif- 
ficulties of  his  authors,  we  should  not  raise  ourselves  in  the  estimation  of  either  of  those  gentlemen 
by  toadyism  so  open  and  disgusting,  but,  on  the  contrary,  incur  their  just  contempt  But  we  have 
no  need  or  wish  to  put  an  ex-po$t-facto  construction  on  our  expressions.  What  we  wrote  stood 
originally  thus : 

•  And  not  only  do  they  claim  to  be  the  classics  of  the  Continent,  but  the  only  classics ;  affecting 
to  despise  New- York  scholarship,  which  is  really  very  respectable  as  far  as  it  goes,  and  not  alto- 
gether contemned  on  the  other  side  of  the  water,  Professor  Antkon's  books  being  extensively  read 
and  republished  in  England  and  Scotland.' 

The  restoration  of  the  now  Italicized  clause  will  leave  our  readers  In  little  doubt  as  to  the  mean- 
ing of  our  sentence.  It  was  written  in  pure  irony ;  and  now  this  stupid  Bostonian  takes  it  for  down- 
right earnest  I  After  this,  we  are  less  surprised  to  find  the  writer,  in  the  next  place,  gravely  and 
ferociously  attacking  a  good  humoured  pleasantry  of  ours,  ns  if  it  were  a  deliberate  piece  of  scan- 
dal, or  slander,  or  Heaven  knows  what  We  are  very  sorry  that  our  joke  was  misconstrued,  or 
supposed  to  be  any  thing  more  than  a  joke ;  and  if  the  fellow  who  has  been  employed  to  do  Fxx- 
ton's  dirty  work  in  the  '  North  American'  had  made  the  most  distant  approach  to  decency  or  hon- 
esty in  any  one  of  his  sixteen  pages,  we  should  have  been  too  happy  to  make  any  explanation  or 
apology  that  he  or  Mr.  Fklton,  or  any  one  else,  could  have  wished. 

By  this  time  the  tea  has  begun  to  work,  and  the  old  lady  pours  out  on  our  devoted  head  a  whole 
slang-dictionary  full  of  hard  names.  So  jar  as  we  can  digest  her  somewhat  incoherent  charges, 
YOL.  XXX.  34 
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they  resolve  themeelvea  into  the  two  of  *  dogmatism'  and  *  flippancy.'  What  aenae  our  venerable 
antagonist  attache*  to  the  word  '  dogmatism'!  we  are  not  perfectly  certain ;  for,  so  fond  it  ate  of 
using  ornamental  epithets,  like  Mr.  PnacsNxrr,  without  the  least  regard  to  their  meaning,  that  It  is 
not  very  easy  to  find  oat  what  she  does  intend  to  say.  But  supposing  the  word  to  be  taken  m  ita 
usual  sense,  and  to  mean  laying  down  ex^athedra  opinions  of  our  own  vkhout  due  regard  Castas* 
of  others  we  indignantly  repudiate  it  We  profess  to  be  a  very  humble  follower  of  the  modem 
English  school,  as  it  is  represented  by  Liddkll  and  Linwood,  Donaldson  and  Palxt,  Wont* 
wobth  and  the  Kxnnsdys  ;  men  of  whom  the  Boston  reviewer,  in  Us  limited  reading,  seems  never 
to  have  heard,  and  whose  very  names  he  fears  to  mention,  but  whom  we  have  a  perfect  right  to 
prefer  to  a  fifteenth-rate  German  commentator  like  Schnkidkb.  In  the  whole  course  of  our  re- 
marks we  made  but  three  original  suggestions ;  one  of  which  we  avowedly  threw  out  as  a  random 
shot  for  what  it  was  worth;  a  second  no  one  has  yet  objected  to;  and  for  the  third,  if  H  should 
turn  out  to  have  received  the  sanction  and  adoption  of  a  distinguished  professor  at  the  London 
University,  our  sneering  friend  may  possibly  be  induced  to  change  his  opinion  of  it  We  hero 
been  sedulous  in  giving  chapter  and  verse  for  our  assertions.  In  some  cases  we  illustrated  them 
by  parallel  passages ;  in  others  we  fortified  mem  by  the  dicta  of  other  critics;  in  many  we  did  both. 
But  there  certainly  were  instances  where  we  gave  our  opinion  without  adding  reference  or  i  iissrsi, 
because,  as  we  suppose  our  readers  to  understand  something  of  Greek  (whatever  may  be  the  oats 
with  our  reviewers),  we  sometimes  thought  it  sufficient  merely  to  point  out  an  obvious  bfamder. 
Thus,  v.  1350,  where  Fklton,  in  the  teeth  of  all  previous  commentators,  translates  Xiwot  vphnt,  '«**«•/ 
blood  becomes  thee,*  we  thought  it  enough  to  say  that '  they  were  quite  right  and  he  v 
without  going  on  to  add,  as  we  might  have  done,  that  when  rrphrtt  has  the  sense  of  dsest  it  I 
impersonal  (which  is  the  more  frequent  construction),  or  else  has  the  dative  of  the  object  riinintanrt 
Thus  we  might  express  Discretion  is  befitting  by  ouxppovuv  nphru  or  Snrroii  ov^Ssstfve  wpfrct,  bat 
not  by  auxppoavvrj  trphrti  merely.  So,  too,  we  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  prove  by  c 
tvyx&vw  has  a  habit  of  governing  the  genitive,  or  to  show  by  a  long  dissertation  that  the  1 
Furies  were  different  personages  and  worshipped  with  different  rites.  And  corns 
us  that  no  man  can  be  expected  to  give  in  detail  all  the  steps  of  the  process  by  which  he  bat  ar- 
rived at  a  conclusion  upon  a  disputed  passage. 

If  we  had  begun  our  note  on  1244-7  after  this  fashion :  'An  inaccuracy  in  those  distinguished 
commentators,  Klauskn  and  Pbile  (from  whom  it  gives  us  great  pain  to  be  obliged  to  dtibr), 

was  here  first  pointed  out  to  us  by ,  L.L.D.,  Regius  Professor  of ,  in  the  Unfverstty  of 

,  whose  pupil  we  were  in  the  year  183—,  and  his  opinion  was  confirmed  by  the  Rev. — , 

whom  we  met  at ,  in  the  spring  of  the  following  year ;'  or  constructed  all  our  comments  on 

this  general  scheme :  *  Of  the  sixteen  editors  of  jEschylus  we  possess  fifteen,  not  having  been  able 
to  procure  the  work  of  Prof.  Oklknsghlaqxb,  of  Drontheim.  Four  of  these  are  silent  on  the  pas- 
sage ;  eight  say  this,  three  that,  and  Schnbidbb  the  other.  But  the  value  of  Schnsxscb's  i 
ing  is  diminished  by  the  fact,  etc.,  etc. ;  and  of  the  two  parallel  passages  adduced  by  - 

be  referred  to  a  misprint  in  his  edition  of ,  so  that;  on  the  whole,  we  are  Justified  in  I 

etc.,  etc.'  If,  we  repeat,  we  had  begun  our  note  after  this  fashion,  it  is  evident  to  the  capacity  of  the 
meanest  Bostonian  that  classical  criticism  would  become  an  interminable  work  for  both  writer  and 
reader. 

The  charge  of '  flippancy'  may  refer  to  the  general  tone  of  our  article,  or  to  our  way  of  speaking 
of  other  editors,  or  to  our  treatment  of  the  Boston  mis-editor.  That  the  tone  of  our  article  was 
light,  we  admit  It  was  intentionally  so,  because  classics  are  such  a  drug  in  the  American  i 
(owing  to  the  popular  ignorance  of  them,  which  ignorance  our  instructors,  me  New-] 
have  done  their  best  to  foster),  that  a  classical  article  must  be  made  spicy  to  be  read  at  aft,  Oar 
treatment  of  preceding  commentators  deserves  more  particular  examination.  We  aaid  of  KukV- 
sxn  that,  though  an  ingenious  editor,  he  was  unsafe  to  depend  upon,  because  given  to  n  rafistVt  dog- 
matisms. And  of  these  dogmatisms  we  gave  instances.  Somebody,  whom  we  have  read  very  later/, 
says  that;  in  the  case  of  jEschylus,  'dogmatism  is  so  singularly  out  of  place  that  any  editor  who 
manifests  it  may  be  pronounced  at  once  to  be  unfitted  for  his  undertaking.'  Has  the  Boston  re- 
viewer any  idea  of  who  that  somebody  may  be  f 

We  spoke  of  Mitchell  as  habitually  inaccurate.  Fklton  and  Company  seem  to  have  utterly 
misunderstood  the  theory  of  Mitchell,  if  we  may  be  allowed  the  expression.  He  waa  a  most  val- 
uable man  in  his  way.  He  entered  into  the  spirit  of  Aristophanes  more  folly  than  any  <«iinan> 
tator  baa  ever  done.  He  cleared  away  many  false  views  which  had  been  entertained  i  lepimlliig 
his  character.  He  translated  him  into  magnificent  English  verse.  He  illustrated  him  enploatr/ 
from  Athxnjsus  and  other  sources.    For  all  this  wc,  as  the  humblest  of  the  admirers  of  that  gk> 
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rfams  satirist,  are  bound  to  pay  his  memory  continual  thank* ;  but  when  we  aay  that  he  la  very  in- 
accurate in  natters  of  verbal  criticism,  we  are  only  repeating  what  nine-tenth*  of  the  lecturer*  and 
tutors  in  England  aay  erery  week  to  their  pupils.  Had  the  Norm  American  Reviewer  any  accu- 
rate knowledge  of  Greek,  or  (ahould  that  supposition  be  deemed  too  monstrous)  had  he  ever  fallen 
In  with  Gnomon  Kknnkdy's  very  able  pamphlet  oh  the  subject,  he  would  hare  aeon  that  Mttchxix 
-wan  in  the  habit  of  confusing  imperfect  and  second  warlBts,  paat  and  present  partkiples,  nidependant 
and  conditional  negatives ;  in  short,  of  doing  all  the  very  things  mat  Boston  editors  delight  in, 

Of  Pxxu  we  utterly  deny  having  said  any  thing  disrespectful.  It  Is  Fklton  who  has  used  him 
disrespectfully,  by  the  slovenly  way  in  winch  he  has  read  him.  It  is  an  odd  way  of  showing  want 
of  respect  for  a  man  to  aay  that  his  having  made  oni  mistake  is  somewhat  singular. 

An  to  ScmrsiDSB,  we  must  and  will  feel  and  express  a  thorough  contempt  for  him.  Can  the  re- 
viewer point  out  any  editor  of  JEschylus  for  the  last  ten  yean  who  hoe  taken  any  notice  of  kirn  f  It 
would  not  be  an  easy  matter  to  find  him  in  any  English  professor's  library ;  and  if  you  could  find 
him  in  any  German  professor's,  it  would  only  be  because  your  German  minks  it  a  duty  to  read  ev- 
ery thing,  good  of  bad,  mat  has  been  written  on  his  speciality.  A  friend  on  whom  we  can  rely  give* 
us  this  instance  of  the  estimation  in  which  he  is  held  at  a  foreign  University :  '  One  day  a  party  of 

us  at 's  rooms  were  talking  of  editions  of  JEschylus.    I  mentioned  Scbnkidkb's.    Ifo  one  had 

ever  heard  of  him,  except  as  an  editor  of  Xknofhon.  I  was  confident  mat  he  had  edited  some  plays, 
and  set  myself  to  make  inquiry.  After  a  long  and  fruitless  search,  I  stumbled  upon  one  of  our  Ben- 
lor  Fellows  who  had  a  large  library.  On  mentioning  my  object  to  him,  he  exclaimed, '  Oh,  yea,  I 
have  Scxotkidkb.  Are  you  making  a  collection  of  commentators  f  If  you  want  him  I  wul  dispose 
of  Urn  very  reasonably.' ' 

As  to  the  tone  we  adopted  in  speaking  of  Mr.  Fklton,  it  requires  no  very  great  exercise  of  the 
reasoning  power  to  see  that  eimiiia  simiUbus  curantur  la  at  least  as  true  in  literature  as  in  thera- 
peutics; that  shallow  books  have  a  tendency  to  produce  flippant  articles ;  that  butterflies  are  not  to 
be  broken  on  elaborately-constructed  wheels,  or  Fkltons  extinguished  in  pamphlet*  of  fourscore 
quarto  pages.  That  the  ELioT-professor  and  his  friends  should  dislike  being  laughed  at  is  very  nat- 
ural :  when  a  man  has  rendered  himself  thoroughly  ridiculous,  he  will  be  very  apt  to  object  to  the 
use  of  ridicule  as  a  weapon ;  and,  generally,  men  would  rather  you  ahould  attack  them  in  their 
way  than  yours.  '  Tu  me  pousses  en  tierce  avant  que  de  pousser  en  quartet  ray*  M.  Jouedadi,  **t 
tun'  at  pae  la  patience  que  je  pare* 

We  sat  down  to  write  our  review  of  Fklton  in  the  fear  of  £bchylus  and  his  real  commenta- 
tors, and  the  hope  of  doing  good;  and  wo  have  done  good;  teste  the  present  frantic  explosion  of 
the '  North  American.'  The  bull-calf  has  been  Well  pricked,  and  begins  to  roar  pretty  loudly.  Had 
we  written  such  a  timid  and  deferential  notice  as  an  acquaintance  of  ours  did,  who  knew  better,  we 
might  have  been  honored  with  the  patronage  of  the  clique,  and  even  obtained  the  inestimable  re- 
ward of  an  autograph  letter  from  one  of  them ;  but  we  should  also  have  confirmed  Mr.  Fklton 
m  his  iniquity,  and  thereby  laid  much  sin  oh  our  own  heads. 

At  length,  after  a  vast  deal  of  abusive  assertion  of  our  'ignorance,'  the  reviewer'  proceeds  to  his 
proof  of  it  Will  it  be  believed  that,  after  all  his  preliminary  parade  of  extravagant  threats,  he  hoe 
left  untouched  literally  seven-eighths  of  the  main  body  of  our  article  f  We  quoted  eighty-eight  notes 
Of  Mr.  Fk£ton'$,  about  one  half  of  which  contained  gross  errors,  and  the  others  inelegandes,  omis- 
sions, or  readings  and  interpretations  which,  though  not  altogether  unauthorized,  were  condemned 
by  a  majority  of  the  best  commentators.  Of  these  his  blustering  advocate,  whom,  indeed,  he  may 
'hardly  thank  for  his  attempt  to  defend  him'  (that  is  the  most  sagacious  observation  we  have  met 
with  in  the  article),  pretends  to  vindicate  just  eleven.  Some  dozen  blunders,  any  three  of  which 
are  enough  to  damn  an  editor,  are  passed  by  in  judicious  silence.  There  is  nothing  said,  for  in- 
.stance,  about  Mr.  Fklton's  jumbling  together  of  Srtos  and  amof,  the  Moans  and  the  Semnsa,  or  his 
original  translation  of  xdpn  by  will,  or  his  utter  misconception  of  ahos  and  alvuv,  or  his  rubbish 
sjbout  iyiSv,  or  his  supreme  nonsense  about  the  '  brightened  Most.'  But  there  were  eleven  remarks 
on  which  he  thought  it  possible  to  show  fight,  or  assail  us  in  return.  From  the  insufficiency  of 
these  replies  and  counter-assaults,  which  we  now  proceed  to  examine  individually,  the  reader  may 
judge  how  utterly  defenceless  the  ELioT-professor  is  on  all  the  other  points. 

Mr.  Futon's  first  assertion  is,  that  *  the  opening  scene  represents  the  palace  of  AoAarKsryoN'  at 
Argos:    This  we  corrected  to  Myceiut.    Whereupon  the  '  North  American*  observes : 

'It  so,  it  is  quite  remarkable  that  jEschylus  himself  nowhere  mentions  Mycenae,  while  in  this 
play  he  twice  alludes  to  Argos.  In  fact,  though  Homkk  constantly  place's  the  residence  of  Aqa- 
■xsflroN  at  Mycenae,  the  tragic  poets  generally  confound  me  two  dues,  SophoclkW  alone  observing 
any  distinction  between  them,  and  be  not  invariably.    In  proof  of  tins,  we  dto  Steako  and  the  an*- 
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thor  of  the  Greek  Argument  of  die  Electra;  two  authorities  whom  we  suppose  Mir.  B—  will 
hardly  overrule  in  so  decisive  a  manner  as  he  does  all  modern  editors.  SruioisyL  Aid  Si  i*> 
lyyornTa  rds  Svu>  v6\eit  u>s  ptav  o\  rpayiKol  ovvtavvftus  npoaayopcvovotv •  FilpuiSnt  Si  nil  iv  rw 
avr$  Spdpari,  tou  fth  Mva^vaS  KaXutv,  tot*  6i  'Apynf  Hp  Avrfp  rrdhv,  teaOdwep  h  'If)iycrW!s  nu 
*Opeorn :  The  tragic  poets  speak  of  the  two  cities,  oh  account  of  their  warns—,  by  the  smms  nam*,  m 
one ;  Euripides  even  in  the  seme  drama  calling  the  same  city  sometimes  Mycena\  and  sometimes  Argos, 
as  in  the  Iphigenia  and  the  Orestes.  And  in  the  Argument  of  the  Electra,  another  play  relating  to 
the  family  of  Agamemnon,  the  writer  says,  ff  amjvii  rot>  IpAparos  fatal  rae  rV  *Apyttt  ths  seen*  of  the 
drama  is  laid  in  Argos. 

*  And  the  modern  editors,  almost  without  exception,  are  of  the  same  opinion.  Qtamlkw'*  lan- 
guage is, "  scenafabula  Argis  constitutor."    ftcmrrz  says,  "  sccnam  dramatis  Arcis  esse,  ante  Agamsm 

nonis  regiam,  Aischylus  ipse  diserte  annotavit:'    Lest  Mr.  B should  reject  the  opinions  of  these 

two  critics  with  as  little  ceremony  or  reason  a*  he  shows  in  pushing  aside  Klauskn  and  80Him- 
djcb,  we  will  cite  C.  O.  Mullbr,  whose  authority  even  this  young  iconoclast  wQl  hardly  venture 
to  reject  Wc  quote  from  the  English  translation  of  Mullkr's  Dissertations  on  the  Eumenides  of 
jEschylus,  page  118 : 

*  The  very  fart  that  Mycenr  no  longer  exiated  enabled  poet*,  who  delighted  in  connecting  the  realities  or  the  pmwat 
with  the  reminiscence*  of  the  past,  to  substitute  Argns  in  the  place  of  Mycene.  Indeed,  the  ArpTee  along  with  Mr 
conquest  of  Myceiia*  had,  »">  to  apeak,  won  the  mythic  and  heroic  splendor  and  jck>ry  of  that  nunotu  city  i  w,  mwcrisr. 
tlie  indefinite  him  of  the  word  Argos  by  the  earliest  poetM,  i»ometime»  in  the  extended,  and  at  other  tiroes  in  •  more  lim- 
ited wniw,  contributed  itn  sliare  to  the  transfer.  In  fact,  JEtthvlut  it  in  this  particular  lAc  mntt  emmimmu  nftktSrmgs- 
diant;  in  hi*  extant  tragedies  he  never  mention*  the  name  ofMyeena,  but  In  the  spirit  of mythic  Jktian  Hmuntimtm 
upon  Argot  all  the  dignity  and  tptendor  of  the  eld  legend*  ;  whereas  the  other  two  trafediaas  are  mora  tax  ia  this  lw- 
spect,  making  Argos  and  Mycena:  sometimes  distinct  and  sometimes  identical' 

Our  readers  arc  probably  convinced,  by  this  time,  that,  in  this  instance,  Mr.  B 's  ignorance  is 

fully  equal  to  his  impudence.' 

Now,  under  favor,  all  this  rather  shows  how  the  mistake  was  made,  than  that  it  was  not  a  mistake, 
It  is  true  that  two  or  three  editors  (not  <  the  modern  editors  almost  without  exception,'  as  he  coolly 
asserts)  have  placed  the  scene  at  Argos,  owing  to  the  fact  we  hinted  at,  that  the  Greek  poets  often 
used  Argos  in  a  loose  way  for  Argolis,  or  the  whole  Argioe  territory.  This  may  be  seen  from  die 
very  passage  of  Mulleb  above  quoted,  *  the  indefinite  use  of  the  word  Argos.'  It  may  be  seen 
from  a  note  of  President  Woolset's  (a  gentleman  whom  the  reviewer  has  amdescendingty  en- 
dorsed) "Apyof  here  [in  Sophocles],  as  often  in  Home*  and  elsewhere,  denotes  the  region.' 
(Woolsey's  Electra,  p.  73.)  But  it  may  be  most  clearly  shown  by  tho  opening  of  SoPHocxm*  Hee- 
tra,  and  the  very  Argument  which  the  reviewer  adduces  as  one  of  his  authorities.  TpoQcbt  Suuerst 
'Optvrn  ru  iv  "Apyci,  says  the  writer  of  the  Argument.  Now,  after  mentioning  the  Agora  of  Apol- 
lo Lycius,  and  the  temple  of  Here,  this  rpoQcis,  or  old  servant,  thus  proceeds  with  bis  < 

ation: 

ot  rV  hraVopcv, 
faoKetv  Mvx/jvas  ruS  iroXv\pvaov(  bp&v. 

But,  whither  we  come. 
Ton  may  say  that  you  see  Mycm*  rich  in  gold. 

It  is  evident,  then,  that  *A  pyci  in  this  argument  =  ArgoUs.  To  be  sure,  it  may  be  ] 
Mr.  Fxlton  used  the  word  Argos  in  the  same  general  sense.  But  this  would  be  a  license  inad- 
missiblc  in  an  editor  of  school  and  college  books,  and  contrary  to  the  practice  of  scholars.  Thus 
Woolsky  says,  in  reference  to  the  most-unluckfly-for-the-revicwer-quoted  Electra,  'that  the  opin- 
ion of  those  critics  who  have  thought  that  the  poet  laid  his  sccno  in  Argos  seems  to  be  confuted  by 
oi  tf  Udvoutv:  (Woolsey's  Electro,  p.  74.)  To  recur  to  the  passage  from  M&U.ZB.  We  shall" 
take  the  liberty  of  beginning  the  quotation  a  little  further  back  than  the  reviewer  has  found,  it  eon. 
venient  to  do : 

1  It  is  true,  a  person  conversant  with  history  [this  is  no  prophetic  allusion  to  the  Boston  esUfcne] 
might  object  to  the  poet's  putting  this  announcement  in  the  mouth  of  Oakstks  [the  oath  of  sJttanee 
with  the  Athenians],  that  this  hero  was  not  an  Argive.  but  a  Mycenaean,  and  that  Argos  and  Myee* 
nre  not  only  were  distinct  states,  in  the  mythic  age  but  existed  as  such  even  in  historical  tiroes,  en- 
til  a  very  few  years  before  the  Orestea  was  exhibited,  when  the  Argives  succeeded  in  taking  tike 
Cyclopean  walls  of  Mycenae,  and  reduced  tho  real  city  of  Orestes  to  a  heap  of  ruins.  But  the 
very  fact'  etc. 

MtfLLKR  is  unfolding  his  theory  of  the  Orestka's  external  political  bearing.  He  is  showing  that 
^BscirrLUS  wished  to  propitiate  the  people  of  Argos,  and  accordingly  lays  stress  on  the  fact  that 
the  poet  did  —  what  i  not  perpetrate  an  absurd  blunder  by  confounding  two  cities,  both  which  had 
existed  but  a  few  years  before ;  but,  out  of  delicacy  to  the  Argives,  omit  all  allusion  by  i 
their  old  rivals  of  Myrcnre.  So  that  all  the  effect  of  this  citation  is  to  do  away  with  < 
nist's  first  triumphantly-asserted  point  that '  JEbchylvs  nowhere  mentions  MyceneV 

Our  readers  arc  probably  convinced  by  this  time  that  the,  ^reviewer's  accuracy  is  <a 
his  poUnmess. 
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To  our  remark  upon  the  annexation  of  Eubcea,  the  reviewer  replies : 

'This  comment  is  dishonest,  the  writer  of  it  wilfully  seeking  to  make  others  believe  what  he 
r  to  be  untrue.  Having  occasion  to  apeak  of  Aulis,  Mr.  Felton  incidentally  and  very  briefly 
reminds  the  atodent  of  ita  position,  as  opposite  to  Chalcis  —  in  Bceotia;"  just  as  one  might  hurriedly 
describe  the  situation  of  the  town  of  Pawtucket  as  "  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river  from  Provi- 
dence—in Massachusetts;"  meaning  thereby  certainly,  not  that  Providence  is  in  Massachusetts, 
bat  that  Pawtucket  is.  Perhaps  the  meaning  would  be  a  little  clearer  if  the  position  of  the  two 
clauses  of  the  sentence  were  inverted ;  but  every  schoolboy  knowing  that  Chalcis  is  not  on  the 
mainland,  just  as  well  as  he  knows  that  Providence  fo  in  Rhode  Island;  and  not  in  Massachusetts, 

the  editor  did  not  guard  against  so  obvious  a  blunder.    Still,  if  Mr.  B had  censured  the  note  for 

a  trifling  inaccuracy  of  language,  the  criticism  would  hare  been  fair  enough,  whatever  might  he 
Bought  of  its  importance ;  but  in  commenting  upon  it  as  a  gross  mistake  in  geography,  he  makes 
what  he  knows  to  be  a  false  charge.  Of  course,  the  phrase  opposite  to  woula  have  no  meaning,  if 
Chalcis  were  not  on  the  other  side  of  the  channel ;  if  Mr.  Felton  had  annexed  Euboea  to  the  con- 
tinent; Chalcis  would  be  adjacent  to  Aulis.  And  as  thia  channel,  the  Euripus,  is  described  at  length 
m  this  very  note,  the  absurdity  of  the  charge  of '  annexation'  is  still  more  manifest  It  will  be  ob- 
served mat  Mr.  B himself,  in  this  very  passage,  misspells  the  name  of  the  island ;  but  should 

we  be  justified  on  mis  account  in  accusing  him  of  ignorance  both  of  the  orthography  and  geogra- 
phy of  Euboea  f    He  baa  no  more  perception  of  the  demands  of  fairness  than  of  truth.' 

Una  hi  saving  the  Professor's  geography  only  at  the  expense  of  his  grammar.  We  certainly 
were  deceived  by  the  extreme  clumsiness  of  Mr.  Fexton's  sentence,  and  we  were  not  the  only 
person  that  was,  two  of  our  contributors  having  derived  the  same  impression  from  his  words  mat 
we  did.  This  scrupulous  advocate  coaxes  them  into  something  like  meaning,  by  inserting  a  dash 
where  there  was  nothing  before.  For  though  in  our  quotation,  through  some  error  of  our  printer 
or  proof-reader,  the  clause  read '  opposite  to  Chalcis,  in  Bceotia,'  yet  in  Mr.  Fix-ton's  book  they 
stand  *  opposite  Chalcis  in  Bceotia,'  without  even  a  comma  intervening.  It  is  really  too  bad  to  lay 
another  man's  shu  upon  our  shoulders,  and  rate  us  with  dishonesty  and  unfairness  because  the  El- 
WT-piufeasor  will  not  write  intelligible  English.  As  to  our  spelling  Euboea  with  a  single  letter  in- 
stead of  a  diphthong,  every  one  who  is  conversant  with  modern  classical  writers  knows  that  the 
usage  in  regard  to  such  words  is  very  fluctuating.  With  regard  to  the  high  tone  taken  by  the  re- 
viewer on  the  *  absurdity*  of  our  charge,  it  is  utterly  unwarranted  by  his  subject  In  any  doubtful 
point  of  geography  the  a  priori  evidence  is  all  against  an  editor  who  has  already,  in  the  space  of 
Keen' lines,*  confounded  the  Phocaans  of  Asia  Minor  with  the  Phodans  of  Greece ;  the  Locrians 
of  the  eastern  coast  of  Greece  with  those  of  the  western;  and  put  Mycenaa  (he  seems  to  have  a  par- 
ticular spite  against  this  unfortunate  place)  out  of  Argolis  entirely ! 

3.  The  reviewer  says  of  our  note  on  wopevroi  Xaftidios,  which  Mr.  Felton  translates,  *  a  torch  to 
be  passed  on,  to  be  forwarded :' 

'This  criticism  shows  nothing  but  the  writer's  ignorance.  If  the  meaning  were  mat  the  torch 
otoht  to  be  passed  on,  or  must  be  passed  on,  then  it  would  be  nopevreos,  or  with  the  neuter  iroptvriov 
= Set  vopc6tiv.  As  Mr.  B apparently  does  not  know  the  meaning  of  verbals  in  ros,  we  will  re- 
fer him  to  so  common  a  book  as  Kuhner's  Greek  Grammar,  §  234, 1,  (i).    '  Those  in  tos  denote 

either  a  completed  action or  the  idea  of  possibility,  which  is  their  usual  signification.'    Thus. 

from  bpdto,  to  see,  verbal  bpards,  to  be  seen,  visible ;  and  from  nopevu,  to  send  on,  to  set  in  motion  [Mr. 

B seems  not  to  know  that  the  active  form  has  this  meaning],  the  verbal  mpcvHs  necessarily 

means  to  be  set  in  motion,  or  capable  of  being  set  in  motion  or  forwarded.  The  'desiderated  passa- 
ges from  Polybius'  he  will  doubtless  be  able  to  find,  as  they  are  referred  to  in  most  dictionaries, 
to  illustrate  that  peculiar  and  later  signification  of  the  word.' 

If  a  torch  to  be  forwarded  does  not  mean  a  torch  that  ought  to  bear  was  to  be  forwarded,  it  means 
just  nothing.  The  general  use  of  grammarians  and  translators  assigns  this  signification  to  the  ex- 
pression used  by  Mr.  Felton.  Every  one  who  has  only  read  an  ordinary  Latin  grammar  must 
remember  that  the  future  participle  amandue  is  rendered  '  to  be  loved,  or  that  ought  to  be  loved.'  The 
re  Tie  wet  tries  to  make  out,  by  some  strange  figure,  some  new  sort  of  ellipsis,  that '  a  torch  to  be  for- 
warded1 moans  '  a  torch  capable  of  being  forwarded.'  We  are  sure  no  one  would  have  dreamed  of 
the  words  having  mis  signification  before  they  were  told  so ;  and  we  do  not  think  many  will  admit 
that  they  can  be  forced  into  it  now.  If  Mr.  Fkxton  had  translated  Xauniks  nopevrbs  '&  forwarded 
torch,'  or  •  a  forwardable  torch'  (for  this  coined  word  most  literally  expresses  the  meaning  of  voptv- 
Hs),  we  should  not  have  so  much  objection.  The  derived  active  meaning  of  journeying  we  gave 
on  the  authority  of  Scott  and  Liddell,  Linwood  (travelling),  Abeesch  (8  voL,  Apparat  Crit,  p. 
ISO,  where  he  quotes  a  parallel  use  of  xoptvotuos  in  Thkmist.,  Orat,  10,  p.  137,  a.),  and  Stanley 
('vis  permeantis  lampadis,'  vol  iL,  Butler's  quarto  ed.,  p.  89).  Will  the  reviewer  say  that  these 
commentators  translate  it  so  because  they  do  not  know  the  meaning  of  ropevw  f 

4.  At  v.  339,  Mr.  Felton  prefers  rclvovra,  not  for  the  very  natural  reason  that  it  is  the  reading  of 

*  Ffl'unV  Hoiwr,  hihool  edition,  p.  VJ. 
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the  manuscripts  and  almost  all  the  editors,  but  because  he  thinks  the  aorist  'would  mean  simply 
aimed.'  On  this  wrong  reason  for  a  right  reading  we  remarked:  'la  it  possible  that  the  Eliot- 
professor  can  be  Ignorant  of  the  frequentative  use  of  the  aorist  f  Here  the  reviewer  thinks  he 
has  us: 


'  Of  course,  it  is  not  possible ;  but  it  is  certain  from  this  passage  that  Mr.  B himself  iej 

at  ot  an  important  limitation  of  the  fact  or  principle  to  which  he  here  alludes 

net  in  the  eubordimm 

M  ....  M    .  .„.„  „  mlataedbv 

all  respectable  commentators,  is  impressive  and  sublime;  while  the  frequentative  aorist — if  such 


ly  ignorant  ot  an  important  limitation  of  the  fact  or  principle  to  which  he  here  allude*.  The  fre- 
quentative use  of  the  aorist  does  occur  in  the  indicative  mood,  butnotinthe  subordinate  mood*  or 
participU;  and  if  it  did,  it  could  not  apply  here.    The  image  as  it  stands,  and  as  it  is  explained  t 


an  aorist  participle  were  possible — would  make  it  ludicrous :  for  2nus  would  men  be  loyau^imm 
drawing  his  bov>  frequently  at  Paris,  or  as  not  hitting  him  till  after  repeated  attempts.  Every  school- 
boy knows,  or  should  know,  the  frequentative  sense  of  the  aorist,  as  it  is  huninously  explained  in 

Kuhnkr's  ordinary  '  School  Grammar,'  §  256,  4,  (b).    Mr.  B unwisely  attempts  to  parade  Ha 

knowledge  of  this  familiar  principle,  and  in  so  doing  betrays  his  ignorance  of  its  extent  or  limita- 
tions. We  refer  him  for  instruction  to  Corat,  whose  acute  observation  on  the  Ylmv»Y*pudf  of 
Isocratcs,  §  31.  with  Bremj's  remark  upon  it,  shows  conclusively  that  mere  is  no  frequentative 
sense  in  die  common  aorist  participle,  unless  a  frequentative  adverb  Is  Joined.' 

Now  in  '  unwisely  parading  his  knowledge  of  Bum's  note,  the  accurate  reviewer  has  mdeunder- 
stood  that  worthy  gentleman  egregiously.  Here  is  the  note  referred  to.  It  occurs  on  tin*  dense 
of  the  Panegyric  of  Isocratks,  rait  i*  UXtntotoais  xotodiuS  ff  Ylvdta  *pockra\tv  dmfipuv  rd  mJkpn 
rCtv  tapniav,  k.  t.  A. 

'  Quod  Mobus  conjicit  iKhimiaais  primo  adspectu  et  propter  aoristtim  npoeiraltv  et  quod  da  re 
facta  sermo  est  aptior  videtur.  Sed  subtilis  est  et  vera  Coraei  animadversto  propter  wokXdat 
prosens  positum  esse  quum  res  ssepius  facta  notetur.  Nempe  aoristus  participii  et  modi  obttqui 
una  dd  re,  nee  adjecto  adverbio,  quod  repetitionis  notionem  habet,  ponitur.'  The  meaning  of  which 
is  (somewhat  obscure,  we  admit,  as  German  editorial  Latin  is  wont  to  be.  and  moat  likely  to  be 
misunderstood  by  such  a  bap-hazard  reader  as  this  reviewer),  that  according  to  Corat,  the  aorist 
in  the  oblique  moods  and  participle  never  has  a  frequentative  sense,  nor  it  soar  Joined  with  a  fre- 
quentative adverb.  The  reviewer  confounds  nee  and  nisi,  neither  and  unless.  And  this  'scute 
observation,'  which  he  so  acutely  comprehend*  and  quotes  as  triumphantly  as  if  it  were  a  settled 
principle,  is  a  mere  dictum  of  Corat,  at  variance  with  the  principles  of  the  language,  endorsed  by 
no  commentator  but  Brehi,  and  accompanied  by  a  misapprehension  of  the  passage  on  whkhtt  pro- 
fesses to  bo  founded.  For  the  natural  construction  of  iroXXdicti  here  is  with  the  verb,  and  not  with 
the  participle  at  all.  And,  accordingly,  Dobson's  Latin  translation,  founded  on  that  of  Wolf,  which 
has  stood  unassailed  since  Wolf's  time,  has  here  estpe  imperatU.  (Domon,  Oratores  Attki,  vol 
xiv.,  p.  27.)  We  would  refer  the  reviewer  for  instruction  to  a  much  more  accessible  and  jntasslgftila 
source  than  Coray  : 

'  A  furtiikk  and  special  use  of  the  optative  is  when  it  stands  in  the  protasis  instead  of  the  ftndk* 
Rtivo  of  past  time,  to  express  something  which  took  place  repeatedly  or  customarily.  E.  g.  e«V  etv 
Hot  [note  the.  aorist]  tlrdKrus  koI  amirfi  Idvras,  irpootXaivwv  aurolf  olrtvet  tlcv  sjatfre,  oat  frd  efost- 
ro—hftvu,  "  whoever  he  saw,"  L  e.,  so  often  at  Me  tarn  any.'— BuTMAmr'a  Oft.  Gram,  Roaoneaf  s 
trans.,  p.  398,  9. 

This  is  an  every -day  construction  in  Greek ;  indeed,  the  only  way  in  which  such  sat  Idea  easdd 
be  expressed.  So  much  for  the  'familiar  principle'  and  our  'ignorance  of  its  extent  or  Bmi- 
tations.' 

5.  Wc  observed  on  Felton's  doubtful  note,  at  v.  484,  mat  the  nom.  was  rather  I 
as  ff  Karcipyaarat  is  passive.'    Quoth  the  reviewer : 

'  If  this  remark  means  any  thing,  Mr.  B intends  to  say  that  mrcfpyocrai  is  I 


•  ir  tnis  remark  means  any  thing,  Mr.  B intends  to  say  that  mrcfpyocrai  is  neceasarflj 

always  passive.    A  grosser  blunder  than  this  can  hardly  be  imagined ;  tor  Jtarcayafouu  is  a 
nent  verb,  and  its  perfect  Karcipyaarat  is  used  either  in  an  active  or  passive  sense.    Any  diets! 
will  supply  instances  enough  of  its  active  signification,  like  this  from  XsNoraoN's  Mm 
(111,  5)  :  roiii  ukytora  Ipya  KartipyacntvovS,  tkote  who  have  accomplished  the  greatest  work*.' 

Close  study  of  Mr.  Fklton's  obscure  sentences  has  doubtless  made  the  reviewer  very  clever  at 
interpretation.  But,  with  all'  deference  to  a  person  of  such  ingenuity,  we  claim  to  be  aDowed  the 
privilege  of  interpreting  our  own  meaning.  What  we  did  mean  by  rather  was,  that  Kmrttpyetormt 
was  certainly  passive  in  this  passage.  Vide  Schutz,  288,  *qud  totus  agar  eversus  em  (  Stajtijet 
(Butler's  etL,  vol.  iL,  p.  96), '  qua  terra  eeersa  est ;'  Linwood,  and  Scott  and  Lidbbll,  s.  ▼.  Sev- 
eral commentators  are  silent  on  the  word,  but  in  none  have  we  been  able  to  find  an  active  maasnmf 
assigned  to  it 

6.  On  our  translation  oiay&Xarrov,  he  says : 

'  To  this  we  oppose  the  meaning  given  by  Paps,  who  says,  on  the  authority  of  HrFpoceUT**, 
that  the  woi^  signifiM  mOdUos, '  wuiiout  niilk.'    Referring  to  this  passage  in  the  Agamemnon,  Patk 

defines  it  der  nicht  mehr  saugende,  von  dor  Mutter  getremnte, '  that  sucks  no  more,  that  is  r % 

frqm  its  mother.' 
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The  meaning  given  to  a  word  by  a  medical  writer  is  far  from  settling  its  nae  by  a  tragedian. 
We  rendered  it  *«  /otter  brother;  on  the  authority  of  Valcxnaeb  (apud  Blomf.,  p.  948),  Peile, 
and"  Scott  and  Libdell.  Which  of  the  translations  is  the  more  poetic,  and  better  adapted  to  the 
context  every  reader  must  judge  for  himself. 

7.  Upon  our  explanations  of  0ov\f)v  Kara^lxruv  by  periclitari  consilium  the  reviewer  holds  forth 

•Tin  note  to  TheK,  1090,  does  not  touch  the  question,  except  to  show,  from  Photius  and  Strides, 
mat  *lv&99ov  foafiftipai  means,  as  every  body  knows,  to  run  a  risk,  or  stand  a  hazard.    Ait  Mr, 

B 'a  assertion,  into  which  he  was  led  by  an  inadvertence  of  Blomfikld,  of '  the  metaphor  being 

taken  from  throwing  dice,'  is  wholly  indefensible.  The  words  used  in  this  game  are  pdWeiv,  fllvruv, 
and  avafyibrrctY,  but  never  Karafairrtiv.  The  ancients  played  games  of  this  sort  in  the  same  man* 
ner  as  modern  gamblers  « shakVprops,'  by  casting  them  up  into  the  air  from  the  palm  of  the  hand; 
hence  the  use  of  avaffivruv.    This  is  finely  illustrated  by  a  beautiful  picture  engraved  in  the  Anti- 

ehka  di  Ercotano  (T.  I.,  tav.  1),  where  the  players  are  represented  in  the  act    Until  Mr.  B can 

show'  that  dv4  is  the  same  as  xard,  that  up  means  down,  he  cannot  prove  what  he  so  dogmatically 
asserts.  The  game  of  dice  is  often  spoken  of;  both  literally  and  metaphorically ;  the  passages  where 
aimffivruv  is  used  are  innumerable,  the  other  more  general  terms  being  less  frequent  In  the  An- 
thology, we  find  iirtrav  qualified  by  bxtpBtv,  so  as  to  be  equivalent  to  dvapjiiirrtiv.  Ignorance  of 
these  games  of  chance  is  perhaps  commendable  in  so  young  a  man  as  Mr.  B— — - ;  but  whenever  he 
foals  old  enough  to  study  them,  as  they  were  practiced  by  the  ancients,  we  recommend  him  to 
read  the  treatise  of  Bulangeeus  on  the  subject,  in  Gbonovius,  Vol  vil,  and  Julius  Pollux,  ul,  7/ 

We  must  say,  that  this  is  one  of  the  most  flagrant  attempts  at  imposition  ever  perpetrated. 
Certainly  we  have  never  met  with  any  thing  so  atrocious  coming  from  one  who  professes  to  be  a 
gmfleman  and  a  scholar.  The  main  staple  of  his  argument — the  assertion  that  Karatfhmiv  is  never 
ased  of  the  game  of  dice — is  put  forth  with  a  confidence  that  might  well  command  belief;  and  as 
Gionovtus  is  not  a  book  in  every  one's  library,  and  his  seventh  volume  contains  more  than  twelve 
hundred  columns,  an  antagonist  at  all  disposed  to  timidity  and  ignorance  would  be  likely  to  give  it 
op  at  once.  But  we  knew  these  people  too  well  to  take  any  thing  on  trust  from  them,  and  tile  ref- 
erences had  to  us  a  very  suspicious  and  second-hand  look,  especially  this  quoting  a  huge  folio  ay 
wfrssr.  So  we  procured  a  Gbonovius,  turned  to  the  treatise  of  Bulangeeus,  and  the  first  words 
that  met  our  eye  were  —  draw  a  long  breath,  reader  —  Eustathtus'  definition  of  the  kvSoi,  or  dice,  in 
these  words :  Ku&x,  o\  KATAPIIITOMENOl  k\dn\cx,poi  QdXot*  There's  honesty,  and  fairness,  and 
gentlemanly  conduct,  and  freedom  from  dogmatism,  for  you !  And  the  reviewer's  Illustration 
forms  a  superb  pendant  to  his  assertion ;  for  if  the  latter  is  unique  for  its  summary  dishonesty,  the 
former  is  no  less  remarkable  for  its  bungling  carelessness.  He  refers  us,  in  consideration  of  our  ex* 
treme  youth,  no  doubt,  to  a  certain  picture  in  the  Antichitd  di  Ereolano.  Now  had  not  this  venera- 
ble critic  fallen  into  the  very  childish  error  of  merely  looking  at  the  picture  without  reading  the  let- 
ter-press that  explains  it,  he  would  have  seen  that  the  women  there  were  playing,  not  with  jritfot,  but 
with  ioTpdyaXot.  '  Ignorance  of  these  games  of  chance  is  perhaps  commendable'  in  a  man  living 
in  the  Puritanic  meridian  of  Boston ;  but  whenever  he  feels  inclined  to  study  them,  we  recommend 
him  to  read  the  treatises  of  Johannes  Miasms,  Daniel  Souteeius,  and  Andreas  Senftlebxub, 
in  the  same  comprehensive  volume  of  Gbonovius.  Meanwhile,  for  the  difference  between  mftoc, 
(eater*,  or  dice,  and  dcrpdyaXot,  tali,  or  huckle-bonee,  we  refer  him  to  a  very  common  and  easily* 
procurable  book,  Smith's  Dictionary  of  Antiquities.  This  confounding  of  two  similar  things  is  the 
most  usual  error  of  half-read  men  like  our  reviewer.  We  do  not  so  much  blame  them  for  the  mis- 
take :  it  is  their  nature  to  be  inaccurate,  and  they  can't  help  it  But  their  conduct  in  dogmatizing 
thus  on  the  crude  results  of  their  most  imperfect  investigations  deserves  the  severest  reprehension. 

On  a  misprint  of  Karafifmrrtiv  0ov\.?)v  for  KaraflfiiiTTttv  povXjv,  he  says : 

'In  all  these  extracts,  we  have  allowed  the  accents,  breathings,  Sec.,  to  stand  precisely  as  they 
are  placed,  or,  rather,  misplaced,  by  Mr.  B .  Accentuation  is  probably  not  taught  in  the  uni- 
versity where  he  studied ;  he  is  almost  as  invariably  wrong  in  this  particular  as  a  cockney  is  in 
pronouncing  the  aspirate.' 

We  should  like  nothing  better  than  to  accent  Greek  against  the  reviewer,  or  Mr.  Felton  him- 
self; eflhejr  by  writing  Greek  from  dictation,  or  in  any  other  way,  for  any  sum,  from  one  dollar  up 
to  one  thousand,  Professor  Wool  set,  or  any  other  competent  and  impartial  man,  to  be  examiner 
and  judget  It  would  be  an  easier  and  surer  way  of  making  money  than  any  we  have  been  able  to 
devise  for  ourselves  yet  Sooth  to  say,  our  article  contained  numerous  typographical  errors,  not 
merely  of  accents  and  breathings,  but  of  letters  also.    '  Old  Knick'  has  not  occasion  to  set  up  Greek 

*  Euttath.,  apud  Bulang.,  apud  Gronav.,  voL  rH,  col.  938,  a. 

t  The  reviewer's  name  in  nut  known  to  us.  He  will  probably  4m  still  leas  solicitous  to  baYe  it  known,  when  tbis  o«sa- 
bar  of  the  Knickerbocker  aball  bare  reached  Boston.    Otherwise,  we  should  hare  sent  bin  the  chatteofe  personally.       t 
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typo  very  often,  and  his  competitors  are,  therefore,  somewhat  rusty.*  In  addition  to  which,  oar 
Greek  hand,  which  is  formed  on  the  English  manuscript  style,  rather  than  the  German,  pussies  die 
printers  exceedingly.  We  corrected  all  oar  proof  carefully  twice,  some  of  it  three  times.  To 
have  attained  any  thing  like  complete  accuracy  would  hare  required  at  least  two  more  correc- 
tion*, and  delayed  our  June  number  several  days.  Rather  man  thus  disappoint  our  readers  (who, 
on  a  modest  computation,  count  four  for  the  North  American's  one),  we  let  the  article  go  '  with  ail 
its  imperfections  on  its  head.'  Were  we  disposed  to  adopt  the  tone  of  assumption  which  pervades 
our  assailant's  remarks,  we  might  say  that  the  very  grossness  of  the  misaccentuations  shows  they 
were  misprints ;  that,  for  instance,  no  one  who  had  over  seen  a  page  of  Greek  would  deliberately 
write  down  a  trisyllable  tike  iroptvrbf  without  any  mark  at  all  over  it;  and  that,  had  the  reviewer 
any  of  mat  'fairness'  and  'honesty'  which  he  is  continually  harping  on,  he  would,  when  he  finds 
two  words  curiously  misaccentunted,  after  being  correctly  written  three  lines  before,  admit  it  aa 
Just  possible  that  the  fault  might  be  elsewhere  than  with  the  author.  But  there  is  one  fact  which 
must  satisfy  the  candid  reader.  In  some  of  the  extracts  which  we  made  from  Mr.  Fxxton,  atmflar 
misaccentuations  occur.  Now  even  the  reviewer,  in  all  the  unscruputousness  of  his  invective,  will 
hardly  go  so  far  an  to  say  that  we  purposely  falsified  the  professor's  accentuation,  before  marking 
these  passages  for  the  printer  to  quote.  W<>  would  also  remind  these  worthies  that  they  are  by  no 
means  immaculate  themselves  in  point  of  accent  Thus,  the  reviewer's  writing  mptvrdt  in  the 
middle  of  a  sentence  (p.  94)  looks  very  much  as  if  he  was  not  quite  safe  in  the  rule  according  to 
which  the  grave  is  changed  to  the  acute ;  and  Fzlton  has  (v.  578)  ipevfy,  the  adjective,  for  dftfaj, 
the  noun,  a  much  more  suspicious  mistake  than  any  of  ours. 

8.  We  noticed  (944-8)  a  strange  mistake  of  Fklton*s,  and  showed  how  he  had  been  led  into  It 
by  Klaussn.    The  reviewer's  comment  is  as  follows : 

'  Wk  have  omitted,  at  tho  beginning  of  the  comment  on  this  note,  some  of  Mr.  B 's  usual  flip- 
pant impertinence,  which  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  passage  to  be  explained,  and  have  retained 
only  what  is  essential  to  show  the  meaning  of  his  criticism.  Now,  as  ilXdSua  signifies  in  wemrtse, 
delay,  tit  tiXaStiq  may  mean  either  by  way  of  precaution,  or,  in  the  manner  of  delay — that  is,  arita 
delay  (cunctantrr,  as  Klausen  interprets  it),  cautiously,  hesitatingly ;  and  this  latter  rendering  is 

the  one  adopted  by  Mr.  Felton  iu  the  note.    Mr.  B is  so  Incredibly  dull  as  to  understand 

"  with  delay"  to  mean  "  by  delay ;"  hence  his  emphatic  declaration  of  the  well-known  tact,  that «■  by 
no  possible  concatenation  of  circumstanced  can  Ivl  have  an  instrumental  force."  Of  course  it  can- 
not ;  but  it  may  often  have  the  force  of  with,  as  in  the  phrase  fa}  iaxpuots,  with  tears,  and  a  thousand 

others.    As  to  Mr.  B 's  translation  of  the  passage,  it  requires  a  different  reading  from  that  in  the 

text ;  namely,  that  in  Pkilk's  edition,  Zeis  av  htavatv  in'  tvXn6elq  ;  while  the  reading  in  Fxx.TOM*t 

edition  is,  Zcuy  avfaavotv  fa1  ti/XuHtia.    This  difference  Mr.  B dishonestly  or  negligently  faOa 

to  notice ;  that  is,  he  first  grossly  misunderstands  Mr.  Fulton's  explanation,  trying  to  make  it  ap- 
pear that  he  is  inaccurate  in  not  giving  the  version  that  he  actually  has  given;  and  then  presents  a 
translation  of  his  own,  founded  on  a  different  reading  from  that  in  the  text' 

Here  he  begins  by  repeating  the  original  inaccuracy,  mat  cbXiStia  may,  lUeraOy,  mean  sTsfayf 
which  we  positively  deny,  and  challenge  him  to  produce  example  or  authority  for  it  As  to  our 
remark  on  '  hi  never  having  an  instrumental  force,'  it  is  Ac  who  is  '  incredibly  duff  if  he  < 
comprehend  it;  and  our  observation  upon  axo\%  which  he  has  'dishonestly  or  negligently'  c 
ted,  under  pretext  that  'it  had  nothing  to  do  with  tho  passage,'  proves  that  we  did  not  •« 
*with  delay'  to  mean  '  by  delay.' '  Our  meaning  was,  mat  fat,  with  its  case,  never  had  the  i 
cation  of  the  Latin  ablative,  or  what  is  familiarly  called  the  '  cause,  manner,  or  instrument?  signifi- 
cation ;  a '  well-known  fact,'  perhaps,  but  not  the  less  needing,  on  mat  account,  to  be  *  emphatically 
declared'  for  the  benefit  of  these  most  slovenly  modern  Athenians.  >Eirl  Saxpfoit  uivn  «4ft|««c 
(Eurip.,  Iph.  AuL,  1 175),  to  which  wo  suppose  he  refers,  means,  I  eit  alone  amid  tears.  His  *  thou- 
sand other  phrases'  he  would  have  some  difficulty  in  finding.  It  is  only  one  of  his  magnificent 
modes  of  expression,  like  Fbiab  Gkbtjnd's  *  Grave  authors  affirm,'  *we  are  informed  ay  grave  eav» 
thors,'  which  that  worthy  *  took  to  be  one  of  the  customary  phrases  of  the  pulpit,  which  every  one 
may  use  as  freely  as  he  pleases.'t  We  certainly  did  not  allude  to  Mr.  Pel-ton's  attempt  to  fit  nil 
text  to  his  translation,  because  we  were  speaking  of  a  mistranslation  which  no  reading  could  Justify. 

9.  The  reviewer  rcquotes  Mr.  Felton's  note  on  950-4,  and  adds : 

'In  commenting  upon  this  explanation,  Mr.  B leaves  out  all  after  the  passage  in  Italics ;  that 

is,  he  stops  short  at  the  end  of  the  literal  version,  which  was  hardly  expected  to  be  mtelhgihlp,  and 
omits  both  the  clear  and  full  explanation  of  it  which  immediately  succeeds,  and  the  decisive  con- 
firmation of  this  rendering  by  the  unimpeachable  authority  of  Hkbmann.    A  more  glaring  instance 

*  In  thi*  mpect,  the  '  North  American'  ii  like  the  eiqnaite  with  *  Am  rufle  and  no  shirt.    It  has  ma*  who  can  prist 
Greek  word*  properly,  but  not  men  who  can  write  about  tlnm  property, 
f  Friar  Oermid,  Lotnlon  trat»la1k>n,  voL  L,  p.  377. 
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of  dishonesty  and  deceit  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  in  the  writings  of  one  who  has  any  pretensions 
to  scholarship  or  gentlemanly  character.' 

Now,  to  expect  that  a  literal  translation  shall  be  intelligible,  may  be  a  preposterous  requisition 
(though  we  can  not  see,  for  our  part,  why  it  is  so  edgsant),  but  it  certainly  cannot  be  unreason- 
able to  ash  that  it  shall  be  correct.  And  it  was  because  we  were  impugning  the  correctness  of  Mr. 
Futon's  literal  version,  not  his  general  understanding  of  the  passage,  that  we  omitted  the  rest  of 
the  paragraph,  as  haying  no  bearing  on  the  matter  at  issue.  Fklton's  and  Hxbmanzv's  paraphrases 
are  of  no  value  on  a  question  of  construing,  for  they  are  so  free  mat  they  might  be  used  to  explain 
almost  any  construction  of  the  Greek  words.  And  this  scrupulous  reviewer,  who  lets  off  a  delib- 
erate false  assertion,  under  cover  of  the  dust  of  an  old  folio,  which  he  hoped  we  were  too  lazy  to  ' 
pry  into,  and  who  continually  quotes  our  sentence*  just  so  far  as  will  suit  his  purpose,  can  find  no 
terms  strong  enough  to  express  his  detestation  of  our  enormity  in  not  quoting  the  whole  of  two 
paragraphs  which  could  only  have  served  to  divert  attention  from  the  disputed  point  It  is  on  this 
very  account,  perhaps,  that  he  is  so  sanguinary  against  us  for  the  omission.  But  let  us  hear  H"! 
former.    He  quotes  our  criticism,  and  says : 

'  The  remark  on  <p£pav  shows  how  shallow  are  Mr.  B 's  ideas  of  the  laws  of  language  and  the 

principles  which  regulate  the  expression  of  thought  by  words.  The  radical  signification  oftpfpuv 
u  to  bear ;  either  by  carrying  from  one,  or  by  bringing  to  one,  according  to  circumstances.  One 
might  safely  say,  a  prion,  then,  that  it  must  sometimes  mean  to  receive.  Any  lexicon  will  supply 
instances  of  this  meaning,  as  in  the  phrase  piodov  <pipnv,  for  piodocpopuv,  to  receive  pay,  found  in 
Aai8tophakk3  and  Thucydide8.  Illustrations  abound,  also,  in  the  tragic  poets.  We  happen  to 
remember  two,  and  shall  look  no  further,  as  they  are  so  clearly  to  the  point  In  the  Antigone 
(Woolsxy's  ed.,  463,  464),  the  noble-hearted  sister  exclaims : 

ooris  yip  tv  iro\X6ioiv  u>$  tyu>  kclkoiS 

Qj,  iruft  88'  olrxl  KarQavtitv  xipdoc  $(pei ; 

For  one  who,  like  me,  lives  in  many  ills. 

How  does  he  not,  by  dying,  receive  gain  f 
And  in  the  Electra  (Woolsey's  ecL,  1485, 1486) : 


ri  yap  (iporiav  uv  ovv  xaxoif  pupiyulviav 
§vr}CKeiv  b  iUX\a>v  rod  %p6vov  xkpooi  Qkpoi ; 


For  of  mortals  involved  in  woes,  what  gain  can  that  one  who  is  going  to  die  receive  (or,  as  Air.  Wool  - 
sxr  translates,  derive)  from  delay  9  And  now,  what  can  be  said  of  Mr.  B 's  dogmatical  asser- 
tion, that  this  word  '  always  has  the  idea  of  bearing  from  one,'  except  that  it  shows  his  scholar- 
ship to  be  on  a  par  with  bis  manners  and  his  honesty  r 

Men  who  Juggle  and  play  the  sophist  with  the  most  ordinary  words,  who  say  'bay**  of  any  man 
under  thirty,  and  'just*  of  any  time  within  two  years,  are  likely  to  prove  slippery  antagonists  on 
questions  involving  the  metaphysics  of  language.  Still,  we  do  not  despair  of  being  able  to  explain 
and  vindicate  our  original  assertion.  The  term  receive  connotes  motion  (actual  or  metaphorical) 
invar d  towards  the  recipient.  And  this  idea  is  utterly  opposed  to  any  thing  ever  signified  by  <j>ipuv. 
For,  though  <f>iptiv  does  not  absolutely  connote  outward  motion  (since  it  sometimes  means  to  sup- 
port, without  involving  the  idea  of  motion  at  all),  yet,  whenever  it  does  imply  motion,  that  motion 
is  outward.  Every  assignable  meaning  of  (pipciv  may  be  fairly  explained  on  this  principle.  Thus 
madcxpopuv  means  to  be  paid,  not  because  6  rdv  pioQbv  <ptpn>v  receives  the  pay,  but  because  he  bears 
it  off  from  the  payer.  So,  too,  in  the  examples  quoted  from  Sophocles,  ictpSos  ftpeiv  is  said  of  a 
person  dying,  who  carries  off  the  gain  with  him  out  of  the  world. 

10.  Of  our  remark  on  v.  979  the  reviewer  says : 

'  So  ignorant  is  Mr.  B of  the  most  common  forms  of  expression  among  the  Greek  tragic  wri- 
ters that  he  does  not  know  that  n&pa  stands  for  trap  ton* 

So  sophistical  is  the  reviewer  that  he  is  continually  raising  false  issues.  The  question  was, 
whether  irdpa  could  stand  for  -n&ptoji  in  this  place.  About  that  he  will  find  very  little  difference 
among  the  editors.  Even  his  pet  Klausen  expresses  himself  thus  unmistakably  on  the  passage  : 
'vdpa  minime  dicitur  pro  Trdpcori.'  (Kl.,  p.  218.)  But  let  us  hear  him  a  little  further.  He  saya 
that  our  construction  is  '  forced,  if  not  untenable,'  and  that '  the  choice  lies  between  Mr.  FKXTOir*a 

*  He  of  the  '  North  American'  can  never  be  tired  of  calling  our  critic  •  boy.'  He  does  not  consider,  in  the  violence  of 
hw  passions,  that,  were  ibis  fearful  charge  true,  it  would  be  all  the  worse  for  the  modern  Athenians;  for  then  we  should 
have  a  problem  in  the  rule  of  throe  something  like  this :  If  a  New  York  boy  knmot  more  than  a  Botton  prqfestor,  then 

will  a  New  York  man We  leave  our  venerable  contemporary  to  finish  the  question  for  himself.    By  the  way, 

bow  long  is  it  since  he  has  imbibed  thin  horror  of  juvenility?  Is  his  memory  so  treacherous  from  age  that  he  cannot 
carry  it  back  seven  years,  or  does  he  find  it  convenient  not  to  recollect  an  article  on  Jnihon't  Greek  Reader,  which  he 
then  published,  and  which  the  clique  openly  bragged  of  as  the  work  of  •  a  very  young  man  —  onlyjtut  out  of  college  —  not 
twenty  yeurt  old,'  etc.  ? 

vol.  xxx.  35 
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and  the  following:  otnt  oxpA»)  c«*2  rpi6uv  *a#4  nftvoc  Svfiaiav.  Cfara  U  no  lti$uwtJbrm$to  i 
time  by  thit  foreign  woman: 

When  people  are  shaky  on  easy  points  of  language,  it  would  be  too  much  to  expect  from  f 
accuracy  in  niceties.  We  shall  simply  quote  P  alky's  observation  (p.  OS), 'Id  ohttntndvm,  6afsK 
dici  potius  do  eft  qua  domo  modo  egressa  est  quam  de  eft  qua?  nondom  intraverit;'  and  then  ask 
whose  construction  is  untenable. 

11.  The  reviewer  has  kept  his  best  shot  for  the  last  We  freely  admit  the  hit  about  *  O  errers* 
rod  xpbwv  for  o  horarot  xpttaf.  We  rashly  asserted  that  to  be  bad  Great  which  turns  oat  to  be 
only  proMdc  Greek,  for  that  the  expression  is  prosaic,  and,  uncommon  with  the  poets,  is  evident 
from  the  very  passage  of  Kuhnx*  quoted  by  the  reviewer. 

And  this  is  the  upshot  of  all  bis  boisterous  talk !  After  heaping  on  us  the  charges  of  'flippancy/ 
4  impertinence,'  and  '  ignorance,'  till  some  of  his  pages  contained  little  eke  man  permutations 
and  combinations  of  these  three  choice  words,  he  has  actually  succeeded  in  convicting  us  of  own 
erroneous  assertion  out  of  nearly  ninety.  Verily, '  a  fool's  bolt  Is  soon  shot'  Indeed,  after  this 
'beggarly  account  of  empty'  charges,  with  so  very  mild  an  array  of  proofs  coming  after  them  for 
an  anti-climax,  the  editor's  hardihood  begins  to  forsake  him.  He  fears  mat  his  attempts  to  throw 
dust  in  the  eyes  of  the  public  may  not  be  quite  successful,  even  in  'Boston.*-  He  therefore  altera 
his  note,  and  begins  to  deprecate  severe  criticism  on  account  of  the  editor's  private  virtues,!  which 
have  nothing  to  do  with  his  editorial  claims,  and  the  difficulties  of  editing  JEschylub  ;  rttfflrntrtm 
winch  it  would  have  been  as  well  for  the  professor  and  his  friends  to  have  considered  sooner.  He 
says  that  it  is  *  extremely  difficult  to  edit  and  interpret  J2schyx.us  in  a  satisfactory  m»***T ;'  Ant 
*  in  many  cases  no  two  commentators  agree ;'  that  Mr.  Fxlton  did  not  pretend  to  furnish  *  an  elab- 
orate and  perfected  edition  for  the  use  of  scholars ;'  and,  finally,  confesses  that  the  professor  'has 
sometimes  been  misled  into  giving  a  translation  of  a  difficult  passage  which  is  so  literal  as  to  be  am- 
biguous and  obscure ;'  nay,  mat  sometimes  '  this  crooked  and  involved  literal  version' '  stands  stone, 
where  it  hardly  tends  to  clear  up  the  learner's  difficulties.'  With  all  which  we  wffl  just  compete 
one  brief  extract  from  a  glowing  eulogy  in  the  penultimate  number  of  the  'Norm  American.*  Tba 
two  articles  together  make  quite  a  literary  curiosity : 

•Thx  Agamemnon  of  JEschylus,  the  great  master-piece  of  the  Grecian  Shakspeare,  is  baffle  pre- 
sented in  a  portable  and  very  neat  edition,  with  copious  notes,  in  which  the  numberless  difficulties  of 
the  text  are  A»0y  considered  and  resofoed,  so  that  a  mere  tyro  in  Greek,  by  the  aid  of  them,  can  un- 
derstand ana  appreciate  the  genius  of  the  old  dramatisL'— N.  A.  Rsvncw,  vol.  bar.,  p.  583. 


If  any  thing  were  wanting  to  show  bow  the  boy  had  fluttered  your  Volsces  in  Boston,  and  I 
their  teamen  fly,  it  would  be  the  difference  of  tone  between  this  paasage  and  those  just  before 


The  reviewer  concludes  with  two  statements :  first  that  Mr.  Futon  has  had  nothing  to  do  win 
his  article  (a  very  superfluous  piece  of  information,  as  it  bears  the  strongest  internal  evidence  of 
not  having  been  written  by  any  gentleman) ;  secondly,  mat  he  win  not  notice  any  further  reply  we 
may  make.  This  is  a  moat  prudent  determination  on  his  part  only  it  is  a  little  too  late  in  the  any 
to  talk  of  'contemptuous  silence,'  after  he  has  been  vomiting  upon  us  sixteen  pages  of  ummitfanftad 
scurrility.  '  What  is  mat  honorable  member  about'  asked  a  stranger  in  Washington 'who  to ftnmv 
ing  so  at  the  mouth,  and  making  such  a  row  T  •  He  is  treating  his  antagonist  with  aflent  contoenpV 
rephed  the  cicerone.  Many  would  regard  mis  awful  threat  of  future  aflenoe  on  the  reviewer's  pert 
as  a  convenient  way  of  getting  out  of  the  scrape,  just  as  one  sees  a  small  boy  throw  a  snow-ball  aaV 
er  a  sleigh,  and  men  run  off  at  full  speed,  with  the  Consciousness  of  having  performed  a  mfcjhty 
deed  of  daring.  But  to  us  it  appears  in  a  more  favorable  light  We  hail  it  as  the  first  symptosna 
of  returning  sanity  on  the  writer's  part  after  his  ebullition  of  phrensy.  It  is  a  wise  thing  In  mm  to 
refuse  answering  our  second  article.  It  would  have  been  a  wiser  had  he  not  attempted  to  an- 
swer our  first  For  then  would  he  not  have  exposed  his  own  weakness  in  endeavoring  to  conceal 
that  of  his  idol,  nor  would  he  have  disgraced  himself  and  his  employers  by  the  petty  eipedlaiH  of 
endeavoring  to  supply  his  deficiencies  in  Greek  by  his  feniiliarity  with  Billingsgate.  C.1& 

July  19, 1847. 

*  If  or  has  it  been.  The  '  Bottom  Moming  Pom*  ( Jujjr  10th)  says :  'We  think  that  the « North  America*'  rather  •***- 
gsratee  even  these  [the  charge*  of  flippancy'  and  '  impertinence'],  and  dwell*  too  much  npon  the  nainaj  nrtaaf  psfcsj  «f 

the  cat*.    The  main  questions  now  are,  whether  Mr.  Fehon  or  Mr.  B be  the  better  Oreekist,  and  whether  that 

baa  done  himself  credit  or  not  by  his  .Xscbylus.' 

f  Hie  panegyric,  however  well  meant,  is  moat  unfelicitoasly  expressed :  '  His  gertletnanty  character,  I 
genial  manners  are  as  widely  known  and  highly  respected  aa  his  varied  accomplishments  end  t 
Heaven  help  the  professor,  if  h»b«arts^  character  v/ot  WevasiMtsi 
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Fleeting  Fashions  in  Literature.  —  Every  one  who  has  been  observant  of  the 
literature  of  his  time,  must  have  remarked  the  successive  changes  which  it  has  at 
intervals  undergone;  changes  sometimes  bearing  no  small  resemblance  to  the  ridi- 
culous mutations  of  Fashion,  that  most  fickle  of  goddesses.  We  think  it  may  be 
sat  down  as  undeniable,  however,  that  there  is  a  perfection  of  literary  style  which 
will  not  only  never  lose  its  attraction,  but  which  must  survive  all  change ;  and  which, 
when  the  affectations  and  new-fangled  mannerisms  of  literature,  borrowed  and  com- 
mingled from  the  characteristics  of  contemporaneous  authors  in  different  languages, 
shall  hare  been  buried  and  forgotten,  will  continue  to  ( flourish  in  immortal  youth.' 
The  eloquent  yet  simple  pictures  of  Goldsmith  and  Steele,  of  Addison  and  Irving, 
that,  coming  in  natural  expression  from  the  heart  or  the  fancy,  reach  the  general 
heart  and  fancy,  have  in  themselves  the  elements  of  vitality  which  may  defy  the 
effacing  finger  of  Time  himself.  The  man  of  true  genius  needs  no  accessories  to 
his  style,  derived  from  the  peculiarities  of  writers  in  other  languages.  Indeed,  one 
must  needs  look  with  distrust  upon  writings,  however  temporarily  popular,  which 
derive  their  attraction  from  a  hybrid  combination  of  different  and  various  modes. 
Harvey,  a  quaint  English  author,  speaking  of  Spenser,*  says : 

'  I  ioaa  jour  Dreames  patting ly  well :  and  the  rather,  because  they  savour  of  that  .singular  extra- 
ordmarie  veine  and  invention  which  I  ever  fancied  motto,  and  in  a  manner  admired  onelys  in  LtrouH, 
Prr*A*CHK,  Abjetink,  Pasqcilx.,  and  all  the  meet  delicate  and  fine-conceited  Grecian*  and  Italians ; 
(far  the  Romanes  to  speake  of,  are  but  very  ciphers  in  this  kinde :)  whose  ehiefest  endeavour  aad 
drift*  was,  to  have  nothing  vulg are,  but,  in  some  reepecte  or  other,  and  especially  in  livelie  hyperboli- 
cal! amplification,  rare,  qualms,  and  odde  in  ervry  pointe,  and  as  a  man  woulde  say,  a  degree  or  two 
si  the  leasts  above  the  reach©  and  eompasse  of  a  common  scholler's  capacitie. 

'  I  am  voyde  of  all  judgment,  if  your  nine  Comojdies,  wnereunto,  in  imitation  of  HamoDorua,  yon 
five  the  names  of  the  nine  Muses,  (and  in  one  man's  fansie  not  unworthily,)  come  not  nearer  Amxos- 
tos'S  Cosso»dies,eyther  for  the  finenesse  of  plausible  elocution,  or  the  rareness  of  poetical  invention 
than  that  elvish  queene  doth  to  his  Orlando  Furioso,  which  notwithstanding  you  will  aeedes  seeme 
to  emulate  and  nope  to  overgo.  .  .  .  Besides  that,  you  knowe  it  hath  bene  the  usual  practice  ef  she 
nost  exquisite  and  odde  wittes  in  all  nations,  and  specially  in  Italia,  rather  to  shews  and  advance 
themselves  that  way  than  any  other,  as  namely  those  three  notorious  dyscoursing  heads,  BxamrA, 
sUcboavrx  and  Ajlxtink  did  (to  let  Bcmbo  and  Aaiorro  passe)  with  the  great  admiration  and  won- 
derment of  the  whole  country ;  being  indeede  reputed  matchable  in  all  points,  both  for  coneeyt  of 
wittie  and  eloquent  deciphering  of  matters,  eyther  with  Abi8TO*banbs  and  Mm|Airomjt  in  Greek, 
or  with  Plavtvs  and  Txaaitcs  in  Latin.  But  I  will  not  stand  greatly  with  you  in  your  own  i 


*  '  Tares  Proper  aad  Wittls,  Familiar  Letters,'  eto.  London  l  1860. 
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If  so  be  the  Fafirye  Queene  be  fairer  in  your  eie  than  the  nine  Mutes  and  hobgoblin  ruane-away* 
with  the  garland  from  Apollo,  mark©  what  I  saye;  and  yet  I  will  not  aaye  that  I  thought,  but  there 
an  end  for  this  once ;  and  fare  you  well,  till  God  or  some  good  angell  put  you  in  a  better  minde.' 

In  speaking  of  Greene,  a  contemporary  writer  of  his  time,  who  was  given  to  the 
Euphuism  or  transcendentalism  of  that  day,  Harvey  says : 

*Thx  second  Toy  of  London ;  the  stale  of  Poulcs,  the  ape  of  Euphues,  the  vice  of  the  stage,  the 
mocker  of  the  simple  world,  the  flouter  of  hi*  friends,  the  foe  of  himself!  The  world  is  full  ioough 
of  fooleries ;  though  the  humour  be  not  feasted  with  such  luxurious  and  riotous  pamphlets.  How 
unlike Tullie's  sweto  offices ;  or  Is  oc  rates'  pithie  instructions,  or  Plutaache's  wholesome  morales ; 
or  the  delicate  dialogues  of  Xknophon  and  Plato,  or  the  sago  tragedies  of  Sophocles  and  Eubi- 
pides,  or  the  fine  comaedies  of  the  dainetiest  atticke  wittes ;  or  other  excellent  monumentes  of  anti- 
quity, never  sufficiently  perused !  Yet  the  one  as  stale  as  oldest  fashions ;  and  what  more  freshly 
current  for  a  while  than  the  other  ?  Even  Guiccabdiiti's  silver  history,  and  Amosto's  golden  can- 
toes  grow  out  of  request,  and  the  Countesse  of  Pembroke's  Arcadia  is  not  grave  inoug h  for  queatoe 
stoniaches;  but  they  must  have  Green*'*  Arcadia,  and  I  believe  most  eagerlie  longed  for  Ginn'B 
* Foirie  Queen.'  O  straunge  fancies !  O  monstrous  new-fanglednesses r  .  .  .  'Right  artiiciality 
is  not  mad-brained,  or  ridiculous,  or  absurd,  or  blasphemous,  or  monstrous ;  but  deepe^conceitodjbnt 
pleasureable, but  delicate,  but  exquisite,  but  gratious,  but  admirable;  not  according  to  the  fantaeti- 
call  mould  of  Aretute  or  Rabklays,  but  according  to  the  fine  modele  of  Oepbeus,  Homes,  Feb- 
dabus,  and  the  excellentest  wittes  of  Greece,  and  of  the  lande  that  flowed  with  milks  and  honey. 
I  cordially  reccommend  to  the  dooro  lovers  of  the  Muses,  and  namely,  to  the  professed  soanes  of 
the  same,  Edmond  Spbnskb,  Richard  Stanihurst,  Abraham  France,  Thomas  Watsoii,  8amuzl 
Danixll,  Thomas  Nash,  and  the  rest,  whom  I  affectionately  thanke  for  their  studious  endevoers, 
commendably  employed  in  enriching  and  polishing  their  native  tongue,  never  so  furnished  or  emesji 
lished  as  of  late.  Let  them' have  their  swinge,  that  affect  to  be  terribly  singular;  I  desire  sot  to  be 
a  blacks  swanne;  nor  to  leave  behind  me  any  period  in  the  stile  of  the  Devil's  oratorer;  or  any  verse 
in  the  veine  of  his  Damme's  poet' 

All  which  quaint  criticism,  reader,  we  commend  to  your  reflective  judgment  Yon 
will  find  much  more  philosophy  and  wisdom  in  it  than  may  at  first  sight  meet  the  eye. 


Niagara  in  Winter.  —  Our  correspondent '  J.  Honeywell'  certainly  gives  natural 
expression  to  natural  thoughts  in  the  following  '  Reflections  at  Niagara  in  Winter  .*' 
( It  cannot  be  otherwise  than  that  the  contemplation  of  such  a  scene  as  Niagara 
absorbs,  expands,  and  lifts  the  soul  of  the  dullest  observer,  even  as  it  does  the  enthu- 
siast. It  will  be  difficult  to  define  the  sensations  of  the  man  who  for  the  first  time 
beholds  the  Great  Cataract,  until  the  advent  of  a  mental  Daguerreotype,  which  can 
transfer  the  thought-pictures  of  the  soul's  speechless  strivings.  Niagara  is  at  all 
times  wonderful  and  sublime ;  but  at  this  rude  season  of  the  year,  when  robed  in  its 
ice-jewelled  drapery,  it  wears  an  added  sublimity  in  the  magnificent  bravery  of  its 
winter  regalia.  '  Strange  were  the  thoughts  that  crowded  on  my  soul,'  as  I  lay  upon 
the  snow,  and  drank  in,  with  eager  eyes  and  ears,  the  majestic  sights  and  sounds ! 
Oh !  it  was  an  hour  of  wondrous  musings !  There,  palpably,  and  with  mighty 
effect,  had  the  hand  of  the  Almighty  been  at  work.  That  is  the  spot  where  the 
scales  must  fall  from  the  Atheist's  eyes,  and  even  he  confess  the  presence  of  a 
Creator.  Dread  and  fearful  is  the  sight  of  such  an  infinite  agony  of  waters  pouring 
their  mighty  avalanche  over  the  terrible  height  into  the  boiling  cauldron  below !  The 
whirling  wreaths  of  foam  and  mist,  rushing  upward  in  uncontrollable  madness ;  the 
hollow  roar  of  the  fall,  booming  on  the  ear  like  the  peal  of  a  gigantic  organ,  and 
sending  its  bewildering  and  stunning  reverberations  along  the  rook-piled  shores; 
these  speak  the  might,  the  majesty  of  Omnipotence  !    And  over  all  is  seen,  i 


1847.]  Editor'*  TabU,  273 

this  abyss  of  elemental  war,  the  translucent  beauties  of  the  many-colored  rainbow. 
There  it  floats,  like  an  angel's  wing,  above  the  turbulent  scene.  There,  amid  the 
cnrerlasting  din  of  the  cataract,  smiles  this  child  of  the  mist,  calm  and  beautiful ; 
vesting  one  foam-tipped  sandal  on  either  marge  of  the  *  hell  of  waters ;'  serenely 
throned,  and  forever  looking  down  from  its  triumphant  height  on  the  chaotic  realms 
tJiat  roar  and  surge  below  !' 


Gossip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  Every  body  has  heard  of  '  Hone's 
JZvery-Day  Book,'  but  all  readers  may  not  be.  aware  of  a  disgraceful  ordeal  through 
-which  the  author  once  passed,  to  the  great  surprise  of  all  well-wishers  to  religion,  and 
perhaps  with  equal,  and  certainly  a  more  agreeable,  surprise  to  himself.  A  correspon- 
dent at  Boston  writes  us  as  follows :  •  It  is  not  long,  Mr.  Editor,  since  I  saw,  in  an 
English  religious  periodical,  an  article  upon  the  'Religious  License  of  the  American 
State*;'  wherein  the  writer  dwelt  upon  the  tendency  exhibited  in  this  country  to- 
ward the  formation  of  '  the  wildest  fanatical  and  infidel  communities,'  and  especially 
lamented  that '  Millerites,  Mormons,  and  other  the  like  sects,  might  not  be  restrained 
from  their  pernicious  course  and  example ;'  and  more  than  hinted  his  regret  that 
blasphemous  individuals,  and  even  bodies  of  men,  who  in  England  would  have  been 
convicted  and  punished,  were  here  suffered  to  escape  retribution,  because  we  lacked 
the  power  secured  by  the  tiers-Hat  to  more  favored  countries.  Now,  Sir,  I  wish  to 
call  your  attention  to  the  remarkable  '  Trial  of  William  Hone  for  Blasphemous 
Parodies,'  which  took  place  in  the  city  of  London  no  longer  ago  than  1817 ;  and 
when  you  shall  have  read  his  offences,  and  noted  their  enormity,  and  the  *  lame  and 
impotent  conclusion*  to  which  the  trial  came,  you  will  agree  with  me,  I  think,  that 
the  remarks  to  which  I  have  alluded  might  have  come  with  a  much  better  grace 
from  some  other  quarter.  The  trial  took  place  before  Lord  Ellenborough,  and 
may  be  found  reported  at  large  in  that  excellent  work,  the  (  Edinburgh  Annual 
Register,'  for  1817.  In  bringing  forward  the  case,  His  Majesty's  Attorney-General 
contended,  that  although  written  for  the  purpose  of  a  political  squib,  yet  it  was  a 
parody  in  such  terms  as  were  calculated  to  bring  the  Church  of  England  into  ridi- 
cule and  contempt.  The  publication  was  then  proved,  and  the  obnoxious  and  pro- 
fane libel  put  in  and  read.     Here  is  a  specimen : 

'I  believe  in  George  the  Regent,  Maker  of  Barons  and  Knights  of  the  Bath  ;  and  in  the  present 
Ministry,  his  only  choice,  who  were  conceived  of  Toryism,  brought  forth  of  William  Pitt,  suf- 
fered loss  of  place  under  James  Fox,  were  execrated,  dead  and  buried.  In  a  few  months  they  rose 
again  from  their  minority ;  they  re&scended  to  the  Treasury  Benches,  and  sit  at  the  right  band  of  a 
little  man  in  a  large  wig ;  from  whence  they  laugh  at  the  petitions  of  the  people  who  pray  for  reform, 
and  that  the  sweat  of  their  brow  may  procure  them  bread.' 

•  The  subjoined  will  give  you  an  idea  of  the  character  of  the  parody  upon  the 
Commandments : 

'Thou  shalt  not  support  any  measure  but  mine,  nor  shall  thou  frame  clauses  of  any  bill  in  its 
progress  to  the  House  above  or  in  the  Committee  beneath,  except  it  be  mine. 

"Thou  shalt  not  bow  down  to  Lord  Cochrane,  nor  shake  hands  with  him,  nor  any  other  of  my 
enemies.  For  1  thy  lord  am  a  jealous  miuister,  and  forbid  familiarity  of  the  Majority  with  the 
Friends  of  the  People,  unto  the  third  and  fourth  cousins  of  them  that  divide  against  me,  and  give 
places  of  thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  to  them  that  divide  with  me,  and  keep  my  command- 


1  Mr.  Hone  in  his  defence  spoke  for  five  hours ;  in  the  course  of  which  he  con- 
tended that  the  jury  were  not  to  decide  upon  his  religious  faith.  (  Professing  himself 
a  Christian,  he  regarded  with  due  reverence  the  person  and  doctrines  of  the  divine 
Author  of  that  religion.    He  challenged  the  Attorney-General  to  point  out  a  single 
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passage  in  any  work  which  he  had  ever  written  or  compiled,  which  fended  to  vilify 
or  degrade  the  Christian  religion.  The  subject  and  object  of  the  production  wu 
wholly  political.  It  was  intended  to  ridicule  a  certain  set  of  men  whose  only  reli- 
gion was  blind  servility  to  promote  their  secular  interests.  The  principles  which  he 
ascribed  to  them  were  so  enumerated  as  to  contrast  with  the  duties  which  Chris- 
tianity enjoined  ;  and  the  Christian  example  shone  more  bright,  as  contrasted  with 
infamous  time-servingness.  Mr.  Hone,  in  the  line  of  defence  which  be  adopted, 
read  a  great  number  of  parodies,  which  he  contended  were  as  deserving  of  prosecu- 
tion as  his  own,  but  which  had  never  been  pronounced  libellous.  Among  them  he 
quoted,  giving  verse  and  book,  a  parody  on  a  portion  of  the  Psalms,  by  Maitim 
Luther  ;  on  the  Lord's  Prayer,  by  Dr.  John  Boys,  Dean  of  Canterbury ;  a  similar 
parody  by  Dr.  Dodsliy  :  one  on  the  Te  Deum,  by  the  King's  bookseller ;  and  last, 
though  not  least,  a  profane  parody  by  Mr.  Canning,  one  of  the  ministers  who  hod 
directed  the  prosecution  against  himself.  But  the  judge  said  *  the  question  was  not 
how  long  the  business  of  profane  parody  had  continued,  but  whether  f  Ait  was  a  pro- 
fane parody.  It  might  as  well  be  urged  that  the  long  continuance  of  crime  woo  a 
justification  of  fresh  crimes.'  The  strong  facts  of  the  case  and  the  rating  of  the 
judge  were  alike  unavailing  to  convict  The  jury  brought  in  an  immediate  verdict 
of  Not  Guilty. 

'  The  second  offence  was  a  parody  on  the  Litany.  It  was  forcibly  remarked  by 
the  Attorney-General,  that  if  ever  there  was  a  prayer  constructed  by  any  hnman 
creature  for  the  purpose  of  offering  to  his  Maker  ;  if  ever  there  was  a  supplication 
presented  to  the  Redeemer  for  the  forgiveness  of  the  sins  of  men,  which  is  — m— + 
and  solemn,  that  which  was  ridiculed  by  Hone  was  one.  His  parody  was  a  Hbol  on 
one  of  the  most  beautiful  compositions  that  ever  came  from  the  hands  of  man.  It 
was  said  that ( there  was  no  intention,'  but  the  law  considers  that  every  man  htfaaoa 
that  which  he  has  done.'    A  few  examples  are  annexed : 

1 O  Pbimcb  !  ruler  of  the  people,  have  mercy  upon  us,  miserable  subjects ! 
'  O  House  of  Lords !  hereditary  legislators,  have  mercy  upon  us,  pension-paying  subjects  I 
'  O  House  of  Commons!  proceeding  from  corrupt  borough-mongers,  have  mercy  upon  as,  year 
shouldUbe  constituents!' 

'  Fbom  an  unnational  debt ;  from  unmerited  pensions  and  sinecure  pleon*;  from  aa  extravagant 
civil  list ;  from  utter  starvation— Good  Pantos,  deliver  us! 

'  From  taxes  levied  by  distress ;  from  jails  crowded  with  debtors ;  from  poor-boones  oil  ft  flat 
with  paupers — Good  Pbince,  deliver  us  1 

'  From  a  parliament  chosen  only  by  one-tenth  of  the  tax-payers ;  from  taxes  levied  te  pay  whole- 
sale human  butchers  their  subsidies ;  from  false  doctrines,  heresy  and  schism,  which  have  ubaoaiee 
our  once-glorious  constitution ;  from  conspiracies  against  the  liberties  of  the  people-- Good  Fanma, 
deliver  us  I' 

'  By  your  feelings  as  men,  by  your  interests  as  members  of  civil  society,  by  your  defy  ae  Chsfct- 
tians — O  Rulers,  deliver  us  I 

'  By  the  deprivation  of  millions;  by  the  sighs  of  the  widow,  by  the  tears  of  the  orphan,  by  the 
groans  of  the  aged  in  distress,  by  the  wants  of  all  classes  in  the  community,  except  yoar  own  sad 
your  dependants — We  beseech  ye  to  hear  us,  O  Rulers! 

'  That  it  may  please  you  to  lessen  the  cares  of  the  world  unto  all  Bishops  and  church^Ugastatftat) 
giving  their  superabundance  to  the  poor  clergy,  and  no  longer  taxing  us  tor  their  support— We  be- 
seech ye  to  hear  us,  O  Rulers ! 

'  That  it  may  please  ye  to  place  within  the  bounds  of  economy  the  expenditure  of  all  the  Kajat 
Family— We  beseech  ye  to  hear  us,  O  Rulers!' 

'  O  House  of  Lords !  that  taketh  away  so  many  tens  of  thousands  of  pounds  in  pinrioas  Hits 
mercy  upon  us  I 

'  O  House  of  Commons !  that  votest  away  the  money  of  the  whole  nation,  instead  of  that  of  these 
only  who  elect  you— Have  mercy  upon  us  I 

4  O  PaiMCB,  hear  us  I' 


1  Mr.  Honx,  in  his  defence,  read  several  parodies  on  the  Litany  by  the  i 
nent  writers  of  the  sixteenth  century,  including  several  which  wore  pahttshod  jast 
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after  the  revolution,  and  among  them  one  by  Ben  Jonson.  Strange  to  aay,  the  jury 
were  out  bat  a  little  while,  and  when  they  returned,  the  foreman  pronounced  in  a 
steady  voice,  «  Not  Guilty  ." 

*  All  theee  profane  parodies,  however,  sink  almost  into  insignificance  when  com- 
pared with  that  upon  the  Athanasian  Creed,  of  which  the  following  is  a  short  speci- 


1  Fob  there  is  one  ministry  of  Old  Bags,  another  of  Dsrrt-Down  Triangle,  end  another  of 
The  Doctor.  Rut  the  ministry  of  Old  Bags,  of  Derrt  Down  Trxanolb,  and  of  The  Doctor,  is 
all  equal ;  the  folly  equal,  the  profusion  coeternal.  Such  as  ia  Old  Bags,  such  ia  Derrt  Down 
Triangle,  and  such  ia  Tux  Doctor.  Old  Bags  a  Mountebank,  Dbrrt-Down  Triangle  a  Moun- 
tebank, The  Doctor  a  Mountebank.  Old  Bags  i ncomprehensible,  Dkrry-Down  Triangle  incom- 
prehensible, The  Doctor  Incomprehenaible.  Old  Bag*  a  Humbug,  Dsrry-Down  Triangle  a 
Humbug,  The  Doctor  a  Humbug.  And  yet  they  are  not  three  Humbugs,  but  one  Humbug.  Aa 
also  they  are  not  three  Incomprehensible*,  nor  three  Mountebanks,  but  one  Mountebank  and  one  In- 
comprehensible.  80  Old  Bags  is  a  Quack,  Dsrrt-Down  Triangle  is  a  Quack,  and  Ths  Doctor 
is  a  Quack.  And  yet  they  are  not  three  Quacks,  but  one  Quack.  So  likewise  Old  Baos  is  a  Foot, 
DamRT-DoWN  Triangle  ia  a  Fool,  and  The  Doctor  a  Fool  And  yet  they  are  not  three  Fools,  but 
eae  Fool !'  etc. 

'  In  defending  this  awful  blasphemy,  Mr.  Hone,  with  great  vehemence,  repelled  the 
imputation  of  intentional  profanity :  he  ( had  no  more  idea  of  ridiculing  the  Athana- 
sian Creed  than  be  had  of  murdering  the  family  to  which  he  hoped  he  should  soon 
be  restored !'  *  He  begged  leave  to  state  to  Lord  Ellenborough  that  his  Lordship's 
father  was  not  a  believer  in  the  Athanasian  Creed ;  to  which  Lord  Ellenborough 
replied :  '  Whatever  his  belief  or  disbelief  was,  he  is  many  years  gone  to  his  account 
In  common  delicacy,  Mr.  Hone,  not  a  word  more  upon  that  subject'  Mr.  Hone  re- 
sponded, that  many  doubts  existed  among  some  of  the  most  prominent  dignitaries 
of  the  Established  Church  on  the  Athanasian  Creed  ;  to  which  Lord  Ellenborough 
replied,  that  it  was  only  alleged  to  be  'commonly  called  the  Creed  of  Saint  Atha- 
nastus  f  that  the  Act  of  Uniformity,  although  it  did  not  attempt  to  make  all  men 
think  alike  on  the  subject,  yet  operated  to  create  uniformity  among  those  who  con- 
formed to  certain  religious  opinions.  In  his  charge  to  the  jury,  Lord  Ellen  borough 
•aid: 

'  The  only  question  for  them  was,  whether  this  was  a  libel?  Did  it  force  ludicrous  and  absurd 
images  into  the  mind,  when  the  Creed  was  read  f  The  Father  was  'Old  Bags,'  the  Son  was 
"Derrt-Down  Triangle,'  and  the  Holt  Ghost  was  *  The  Doctor.'  The  defendant  had  asked, 
*  Who  the  lauf  h  excited  by  this  was  against  V  But  although  the  laugh  might  be  against  the  persona 
represented  under  these  terms,  did  not  the  Father,  the  Son  and  the  Holt  Ghost  form  mpmrt  of  the 
association  in  this  laugh  ?  If  they  found  that  there  was  a  mixed  profanity  of  this  kind  in  the  subject 
of  the  libel,  they  inusi  find  a  verdict  of  guilty ;  if  both  the  subject  and  the  object  of  the  parody 
were  made  ridiculous  in  the  conjunction,  they  must  come  to  this  conclusion.' 

*  And  yet  in  the  face  of  all  the  evidence  against  the  quo  anitno  of  the  parodist,  and 
the  able  charge  of  Lord  Ellenborough,  the  jury  had  not  left  their  box  fifteen  mi- 
nutes before  they  returned  with  a  verdict  of  '  Not  Guilty  !*  Now  I  ask,  would  such 
a  verdict  have  been  rendered  in  America  ?  Let  the  sentence  in  Boston  of  Abner 
Kneeland  for  a  lesser  blasphemy  make  answer.  And  what  makes  the  whole  thing 
more  unequal  and  unjust,  is,  that  Hone's  publisher,  (with  a  wife  and  fire  children  de- 
pending on  bim  for  support,)  having  pleaded  guilty,  was,  for  printing  and  publishing 
these  parodies,  of  which  he  had  never  even  read  a  word,  punished  by  a  heavy  fine 
and  long  imprisonment V  *  *  *  Is  the  writer  of  '  Leave*  from  the  Blank  Book  of 
a  Country  Doctor*  aware  that  a  kindred  series,  from  the  admirable  and  facile  pen  of 
oar  Tinnecum  historian,  has  already  appeared  in  the  Knickerbocker  ?   The  present 

*  Hone  was  undoubtedly  '  ikumming.'  It  appeared,  subsequently,  that  he  was  in  the  habit  of  amy- 
iag '  Qmmmtm !'  instead  of  *  Amen  V  when  making  his  responses  during  the  performance  of  the  ear- 
nee  in  the  prison  where  he  was  awaiting  his  trial 
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sketches  are  not  amiss,  as  regards  literary  execution,  although  they  are  ohiefry  note- 
worthy for  the  faithfulness  with  which  they  depict  the  various  trials  of  a  country 
doctor,  compelled,  in  the  words  of  the  modern  poet, 


*  To  ride,  reg ardleu  of  all  weather. 
Through  frost  and  mow  and  hail  together ; 
To  smile  and  bow,  when  sick  and  tired, 
Considered  as  a  serrant  hired : 
At  every  quarter  of  the  compass 
A  surly  patient  makes  a  rumpus. 


Because  he  Is  not  seen  the  first, 
For  each  man  thinks  his  case  the  worst. 
And  when  night  comrs.  with  toil  oppressed, 
He  seeks  bis  bed  in  hope  of  rest ; 
Vain  hope !  the  knocker  of  his  door 
Proclaims  that  he  can  '  sleep  no  more !' ' 


There  were  some  very  strong  evidences  of  '  trne  affection'  manifested  in  the  lore- 
letters  of  a  faithless  swain,  who  was  recently  tried  (and  convicted)  for  '  breach  of 
promise,'  in  England.  *  Oh  !'  he  exclaims,  in  one  of  them,  '  oh !  bat  I  do  feel  the 
want  of  my  own  dear  Jeannie,  when  I  see  others  a-enjoying  the  sweets  of  their 
better-halves!'  '  I  spent  yesterday  renewing  your  initials  on  a  stone  with  a  nafl. 
I  am  sacrificing  all  the  young  ladies  in  this  place  for  your  sake!  Do  come  back; 
do  write  me  ;  do  n't  mind  paying  the  postage,  if  it  is  n't  convenient  I  do  n't  mind 
the  expense !'  The  lover  *  did  protest  too  much  f  for  after  having  induced  his  trust- 
ing inamorata  to  come  from  America  to  Ireland  to  marry  him,  he  cruelly  gave  her 
the  slip,  and  wedded  another ;  for  which  offence  he  was  handsomely  mulcted,  as  be 
certainly  ought  to  have  been.  *  *  *  Wb  respectfully  decline  the  communication 
of  our  Watertown  correspondent  We  do  not  desire  to  open  our  pages  to  a  discus- 
sion of  the  exploded  '  Patriot'  hostilities.  We  were  looking  the  other  day,  on  oar 
way  down  the  St  Lawrence,  at  the  ruins  and  battered  wind-mill  of  Prescott ;  and 
thinking  of  the  brave  Von  Schultz  who  fell  a  victim  to  the  pusillanimity  of  that 
most  contemptible  of  all  contemptible  cowards,  General  Birge  !  whose  bowels  were 
on  the  peace-establishment  when  the  time  for  assisting  those  whom  he  had  inveigled 
into  danger  had  arrived.  When  the  poor  fellows  saw  that  they  had  been  betrayed, 
some  of  them  came  down  with  a  white  flag  to  bo  taken  off;  but  it  was  too  late; 
they  were  either  killed,  or  sent  away  to  long  and  doleful  imprisonment  .  If '  General* 
Birge  is  in  existence,  we  trust  that  his  neighbors,  if  he  has  any,  do  not  hesitate  to 
hiss  at  his  very  name.  •  ■  •  A  western  friend  copied  the  following  advertisement 
from  the  manuscript,  posted  in  a  bar-room  in  southern  Indiana;  verb,  et  lit.  etjmac: 

•MBDIIAL      NOTIS8, 

'  Thk  undercined  most  Respeactfully  informes  the  public  that  lie  has  Reacantlejr  located  himMetf 
in  the  Town  of  palestene  he  intendes  practiceing  Physic  and  surjery  and  erry  uther  nessary  Call  is 
the  Line  of  his  biznes  he  may  at  anny  time  Be  found  at  esq  I.  D.  Mills  Hollo  Cxceapt  abceat  on  pre- 


feaiooal  biznes.' 


•N.D.Howx.' 


A  friend  and  correspondent,  who  has  toiled  long  years  in  gathering  fragment!  of 
Iroquois  lore,  writes  us  as  follows :  '  I  desire  no  prouder  inscription  on  my  tomb  thu 
the  simple  announcement, '  He  was  the  red  man's  friend.*  I  know  that  publishes 
look  with  disfavor  on  works  devoted  to  the  illustration  of  aboriginal,  traits ;  owing* 
perhaps,  to  the  failure  of  many  of  our  bardlings  and  penny-a-line  novelists,  who 
attach  blanket  and  moccasins  to  the  scare-crows  thoir  fancies  conjure  up.  Their 
abortions  have  driven  many  of  our  best  writers  from  the  field  of  Indian  legendary 
investigation  ;  but  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when  the  Old  Mortalities  of  literature 
will  deepen  the  fading  traces  of  a  great  and  original  people.'  Our  friend  has  bit  it 
precisely ;  although  we  are  not  aware  that  our  northern  Indians  have  fared  so  badly 
at  the  hands  of  small  litterateurs  as  their  red  brethren  of  the  South.    Mr.  SnoBB* 
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Scenes    at    port    laramie. 

Looking  back,  after  the  expiration  of  a  year,  upon  Fort  Lara- 
mie and  its  inmates,  they  seem  less  like  a  reality  than  like  some 
fanciful  picture  of  the  olden  time  ;  so  different  was  the  scene  from 
any  which  this  tamer  side  of  the  world  can  present.  Tall  Indians, 
enveloped  in  their  white  buffalo-robes,  were  striding  across  the  area 
or  reclining  at  full  length  on  the  low  roofs  of  the  buildings  which 
enclosed  it.  Numerous  squaws,  gaily  bedizened,  sat  grouped  in 
front  of  the  apartments  they  occupied ;  their  mongrel  offspring, 
restless  and  vociferous,  rambled  in  every  direction  through  the  fort ; 
and  the  trappers,  traders  and  engages  of  the  establishment  were 
busy  at  their  labors  or  their  amusements. 

We  were  met  at  the  gate,  but  by  no  means  cordially  welcomed. 
Indeed,  we  seemed  objects  of  some  distrust  and  suspicion,  until 
Henry  Chatillon  explained  that  we  were  not  traders,  and  we,  in 
confirmation,  handed  to  the  bourgeois  a  letter  of  introduction  from 
his  principals.  He  took  it,  turned  it  upside  down,  and  tried  hard 
to  read  it ;  but  his  literary  attainments  not  being  adequate  to  the 
task,  he  applied  fof  relief  to  the  clerk ;  a  sleek,  smiling  French- 
man, named  Montalon.  The  letter  read,  Bordeaux  (the  bourgeois,) 
seemed  gradually  to  awaken  to  a  sense  of  what  was  expected  of 
him.  Though  not  deficient  in  hospitable  intentions,  he  was  wholly 
unaccustomed  to  act  as  master  of  ceremonies.  Discarding  all  for- 
malities of  reception,  he  did  not  honor  us  with  a  single  word,  but 
walked  swiftly  across  the  area,  while  we  followed  in  some  admira- 
tion to  a  railing  and  a  flight  of  steps  opposite  the  entrance.  He 
signed  to  us  that  we  had  better  fasten  our  horses  to  the  railing; 
then  he  walked  up  the  steps,  tramped  along  a  rude  balcony,  and 

vol.  xxx.  37 
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sketches  are  not  amiss,  as  regards  literary  execution,  although  they  are  chiefly  note* 
worthy  for  the  faithfulness  with  which  they  depict  the  various  trials  of  a  country 
doctor,  compelled,  in  the  words  of  the  modern  poet, 


•  To  ride,  regardlee*  of  all  weather. 
Through  frost  and  snow  and  hail  together ; 
To  smile  and  bow,  when  sick  and  tired, 
Considered  as  a  servant  hired : 
At  every  quarter  of  the  compass 


Because  he  is  not  seen  the  first, 

For  each  man  thinks  his  case  the  wont. 

And  when  night  comes,  with  toil  oppressed, 

He  seeks  his  bed  in  hope  of  rest ; 

Vaia  hope  I  the  knocker  of  his  door 


A  surly  patient  makes  a  rumpus,  '       Proclaims  that  he  can  '  sleep  no  more !'  * 

There  were  some  very  strong  evidences  of  '  true  affection'  manifested  in  the  love- 
letters  of  a  faithless  swain,  who  was  recently  tried  (and  convicted)  for  '  breach  of 
promise/  in  England.  '  Oh !'  he  exclaims,  in  one  of  them,  *  oh !  but  I  do  feel  the 
want  of  my  own  dear  Jeannie,  when  I  see  others  a-enjoying  the  sweets  of  their 
better-halves!'  «  I  spent  yesterday  renewing  your  initials  on  a  stone  with  a  nail. 
I  am  sacrificing  all  the  young  ladies  in  this  place  for  your  sake !  Do  come  back ; 
do  write  me  ;  don't  mind  paying  the  postage,  if  it  isn't  convenient  I  do  n't  mind 
the  expense !'  The  lover  *  did  protest  too  much  ;'  for  after  having  induced  his  trust- 
ing inamorata  to  come  from  America  to  Ireland  to  marry  him,  be  cruelly  gave  her 
the  slip,  and  wedded  another ;  for  which  offence  he  was  handsomely  mulcted,  as  he 
certainly  ought  to  have  been.  *  *  *  We  respectfully  decline  the  communication 
of  our  Watertown  correspondent.  We  do  not  desire  to  open  our  pages  to  a  discus- 
sion of  the  exploded  '  Patriot*  hostilities.  We  were  looking  the  other  day,  on  our 
way  down  the  St.  Lawrence,  at  the  ruins  and  battered  wind-mill  of  Prescott ;  and 
thinking  of  the  brave  Von  Schultz  who  fell  a  victim  to  the  pusillanimity  of  that 
most  contemptible  of  all  contemptible  cowards,  General  Birge  !  whose  bowels  were 
on  the  peace-establishment  when  the  time  for  assisting  those  whom  he  had  inveigled 
into  danger  had  arrived.  When  the  poor  fellows  saw  that  they  had  been  betrayed, 
some  of  them  came  down  with  a  white  flag  to  be  taken  off;  but  it  was  too  late ; 
they  were  either  killed,  or  sent  away  to  long  and  doleful  imprisonment  .  If  *  General* 
Biaos  is  in  existence,  we  trust  that  his  neighbors,  if  he  has  any,  do  not  hesitate  to 
hiss  at  his  very  name.  *  *  *  A  western  friend  copied  the  following  advertisement 
from  the  manuscript,  posted  in  a  bar-room  in  southern  Indiana;  verb,  et  lit.  etpunc: 

'K1DIEAL     NOTIS8. 

'  Thk  undercined  most  Respeactfully  informes  the  public  that  He  has  Reacaotley  located  himc-aetf 
in  the  Town  of  palestene  he  intendes  practiceing  Physic  and  surjery  and  evry  uther  neasary  Call  in 
the  Line  of  his  biznes  he  may  at  anny  time  Be  found  at  esq  I.  D.  Mills  Hotle  Exceapt  abcent  on  pro- 
fcaioual  biznes.'  « N.  D.  Hows.' 

A  friend  and  correspondent,  who  has  toiled  long  years  in  gathering  fragments  of 
Iroquois  lore,  writes  us  as  follows :  *  I  desire  no  prouder  inscription  on  my  tomb  than 
the  simple  announcement, ' He  was  the  red  man* 8  friend.*  I  know  that  publishers 
look  with  disfavor  on  works  devoted  to  the  illustration  of  aboriginal,  traits ;  owing, 
perhaps,  to  the  failure  of  many  of  our  bardlings  and  penny-a-line  novelists,  who 
attach  blanket  and  moccasins  to  the  scare-crows  their  fancies  conjure  up.  Their 
abortions  have  driven  many  of  our  best  writers  from  the  field  of  Indian  legendary 
investigation  ;  but  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when  the  Old  Mortalities  of  Literature 
will  deepen  the  fading  traces  of  a  great  and  original  people.'  Our  friend  has  hit  it 
precisely ;  although  we  are  not  aware  that  our  northern  Indians  have  fared  so  badly 
at  the  hands  of  small  litterateurs  as  their  red  brethren  of  the  Sooth.    Mr.  8u 
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'  murdered'  more  Indians,  male  and  female,  than  any  other  kindred  writer  whom  we 
can  call  to  mind.  •  ■  ■  Lincoln  Ramble  has  well  exposed  some  of  the  uses  to  which 
the  beautiful  Greenwood  Cemetery  has  been  degraded.  Young  gentlemen,  slightly 
'  elated'  from  a  dinner  at  the  Astor  or  the  ( American,'  make  it  their  sporting-ground ; 
while  not  unfrequently  a  sag-bellied  black  horse,  with  old-fashioned  harness,  having 
his  ears  quietly  laid  back  on  his  neck,  may  be  seen  on  an  old-fashioned  jog-trot,  trail- 
ing after  him  a  lumbering  barouche,  in  which  are  contained  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Snob,  five- 
children,  one  servant,  and  a  huge  basket  filled  with  cold  provisions,  who  are  going  to 
pic-nic  at  Greenwood  on  leathern  ham,  stringy  chicken,  slack-baked  pie,  pickles  and 
dough-nuts.  The  thoughts  which  ensue  are  natural,  and  felicitously  expressed :  '  I 
would  not  think  of  those  I  loved  as  mere  remnants  of  decayed  mortality,  shocking 
the  memory  which  turns  toward  their  graves,  but  keep  within  my  mind's  eye  a  por- 
trait of  the  loved  ones  as  they  appeared  at  some  happy  hour  when  the  beauty  of  their 
nature  displayed  itself  in  their  speaking  countenances.  I  think  of  them  as  friends 
absent  on  a  journey,  whom  it  may  be  my  happy  destiny  to  meet  once  more  ;  and 
instead  of  seeking  the  places  where  I  saw  them  laid  in  their  last  rest,  I  carry  them 
about  with  me  in  my  very  soul,  to  chasten  bad  influences  when  tending  to  corrupt,  to 
stimulate  my  spirit  for  noble  flights,  and  so  to  direct  my  moral  nature  that  I  may  be 
worthy  to  share  again  their  society,  when  the  earth  shall  know  me  no  more.'  Precious 
are  these  uses  of  affliction  !  •  •  •  Perhaps  no  one,  long  a  dweller  in  a  crowded  me- 
tropolis, and  approaching  that  season  of  his  life  when  the  hey-dey  of  youth  is  past, 
and  town-excitement  can  no  longer  charm,  but  has  more  or  less  frequently  enter- 
tained the  wish  so  forcibly  expressed  by  Cowley  : 

'  1  now  do  plainly  see  |  Here  's  the  spring-head  of  pleasure's  flood, 

This  busy  world  and  I  shall  ne'er  agree ;  '  Where  all  the  riches  lie,  that  she 

The  very  npney  of  all  earthly  joy  j  Has  coined  and  stamped  for  good. 

Does  of  all  sweets  the  soonest  cloy  ;  \ 

And  they,  raethinks,  deserve  my  pity,  '  Pride  and  ambition  here 

Who  for  it  can  endure  the  stings,  \  Only  in  far-fetched  metaphors  appear; 


The  crowd,  the  buzz  and  inurmuriugs 
Of  this  great  hive,  the  city. 


Here  nought  but  winds  our  hurtful  murmurs 
scatter, 

And  nought  but  echoes  flatter. 

The  gods,  when  they  descended  hither, 
From  heaven  did  always  chase  their  way ; 
And  therefore  we  may  boldly  say, 

That 't  is  the  way  to  thither. 


1  Ah,  yet,  ere  I  descend  to  th'  grave, 
May  1  a  small  house  and  large  garden  have  ; 
And  a  few  friends,  and  many  buoks,  both  true, 
Both  wise,  and  both  delightful  too ! 
And,  since  love  ne'er  will  from  me  flee, 

A  mistress  moderately  fair,  '     •    '  How  happy  here  should  I, 

And  good  as  guardian-angels  are,  j  And  one  dear  she,  live,  and  embracing  die ! 

Only  beloved,  and  loving  me!  She,  who  is  all  the  world,  and  can  exclude 

E'en  desert's  solitude ; 

'Oh  !  fountains  !  when  in  you  shall  I  I          I  should  have  then  this  only  fear : 

Myself,  eased  of  unpeaceful  thoughts,  espy  ?  Lest  men,  when  they  my  pleasures  see, 
Oh, fields  !  oh,  woods  I  when,  when  shall!  be  made  j  Should  hither  throng  to  her,  like  me, 

The  happy  tenant  of  your  shade  ?  And  so  make  a  city  here  !' 

Edwin  Forrest,  the  eminent  American  Tragedian,  with  his  accustomed  liberality 
has  offered  a  Prize  of  Three  Thousand  Dollars  for  the  best  Tragedy  by  an  Ame- 
rican citizen,  the  prize  to  be  awarded  by  a  capable  and  distinguished  committee. 
The  amount  offered  is  unprecedentedly  large  ;  and  we  hope  Mr.  Forrest  will  receive 
one  worthy  his  great  powers  of  dramatic  representation,  and  the  generous  remune- 
ration he  has  tendered.  .  .  .  We  take  the  annexed  passage  from  an  excellent  and 
forcibly-written  article  (the  first  of  a  series)  in  a  late  number  of  the  *  Washing- 
ton  Union1  daily  journal,  entitled  « Steam,  in  its  Application  to  the  Science  of  War, 
for  the  purpose  of  Attack  and  Defence.'  These  articles  proceed  from  the  capable 
pen  of  William  Gibbs  McNeil,  Esq.,  late  Major  U.  S.  Army;  and  we  cannot  but 

vol.  xxx.  *    36      * 
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regret,  in  common  with  the  public,  that  the  services  of  one  who  holds  a  mental 
weapon  as  trenchant  as  his  sword,  should  not  ere  this  have  bad  a  place  worthy  of  his 
merits  assigned  him  in  the  '  tented  field/  Circumstances,  unavoidable  perhaps  in 
the  proper  official  quarter,  may  have  rendered  his  appointment  hitherto  impractica- 
ble. Of  this  however  we  know  nothing.  Our  present  object  is  to  call  attention  to 
the  theme  of  the  papers  to  which  we  have  alluded,  and  in  the  enforcement  of  which 
the  brave  and  venerable  General  Gaines  has,  at  different  periods,  written  and  spoken 
so  much  and  so  well.  It  will  be  admitted  that  the  following  is  alike  forcible  and 
true.    Speaking  of  General  Gaines,  General  McNeil  observes : 

'It  is  not  immaterial  to  bear  in  mind  who  this  veterau  soldier  and  patriot  is :  senior,  probably,  to 
all  of  us ;  in  the  service  of  our  country  continuously,  and  actively,  and  conspicuously,  and  glori- 
ously to  our  arms,  in  face  often  of  the  enemy,  before  but  few  of  us  were  in  existence  ;  the  compa- 
triot of  our  most  esteemed  and  distinguished  fellow-citizens  for  fifty  years ;  »ignalized  by  his  hero- 
ism in  war ;  in  the  full  exercise  of  those  intellects  with  which  God  Almighty  endowed  him,  ami 
improved  by  most  assiduous  industry,  and  the  application  of  its  results  constautly,  and  up  to  this 
day,  conferred  for  the  benefit  of  his  country.' 

At  the  dinner  given  to  Hon.  T.  Butler  Kino,  at  the  Astor-House,  we  were  struck 
with  the  wise  forecaste  which  was  exhibited  in  the  at-first-contemned  course  of  Gen. 
Gaines,  (of  which  he  gave  a  brief  expose*,)  in  regard  to  our  movements  in  Mexico. 
Major  McNeil,  in  order  to  elicit  inquiry  upon  the  highly  important  subject  whieh 
Gen.  Gaines  has  investigated  in  all  its  bearings,  and  upon  which  he  has  expressed 
his  views  clearly  and  at  large,  has  commenced  the  series  of  articles  to  which  we  hare 
alluded,  and  to  which  we  invite  the  earnest  attention  of  the  public  ;  for  the  best  sys- 
tem of  defences  of  our  ocean  and  lake  frontiers  is  a  matter  by  no  means  to  be  lightly 
regarded.  •  •  •  A  favorite  correspondent,  on  his  recent  departure  for  the  '  Old 
World,'  writes  us :  '  Hast  any  commands  for  t'  other  hemisphere  ?  I  shall  wriU  to 
you  from  abroad.  I  shall  hear  from  you,  per  Knick.,  monthly.  Of  course,  they 
take  it  at  the  Vatican.  Shall  I  give  your  regards  to  Pope  Pius  Ninth  ?  They  say 
he 's  a  good  fellow  :  perhaps  I  could  get  an  article  for  you  out  of  him  !  At  any 
rate,  I  will  delicately  hint,  if  I  have  a  chance,  that  the  smallest  favors  are  always 
received ;  and  that  if  he  would  indulge  me  with  a  few  of  his  latest  bulla,  I  would 
send  them  to  Clark,  who  would  doubtless  accept  them  as  a  plenary  indulgence. 
'  I  shall  do  it !'  •  •  •  We  cannot  help  often  wishing  that  some  of  our  elaborately- 
descriptive  bardlingB  would  now  and  then  adopt  the  clear  and  graphic  simplicity  of 
some  of  the  elder  worthies  of  England's  golden  age.  We  have  reams  of  descriptive 
verse  in  our  port-folios,  through  the  whole  of  which  one  might  search  in  vain  for  a 
picture  so  distinct  and  full  of  action  as  the  following  by  Alexander  Hume  : 


'With  gilded  eyes  and  open  wings 
The  cock  his  courage  show* ; 
With  clapB  of  joy  his  breast  he  dings, 
And  twenty  times  he  crows. 


'  The  dove,  with  whistling  wings  to  blae, 
The  winds  can  faststlloct ; 
His  purple  pens  turn  many  a  hue 
"ust  the  a 


Against  the  sun  direct.' 

There  was  a  brave  chanticleer  just  now  audibly '  making  tracks'  across  the  piazza, 
stopping  occasionally  to  arch  his  neck  and  answer  some  fine  old  cock's  '  shrill  clarion* 
over  the  Tappaan-Zee  ;  and  that,  curious  reader,  was  what  brought  the  above  lines 
to  mind, '  if  you  must  know.'  *  '  *  Somebody  has  wittily  enough  observed,  that 
if  one  might  be  permitted  to  perpetrate  at  the  same  time  a  pun  and  a  paradox,  he 
might  say  that  the  smaller  the  calibre  of  the  mind,  the  greater  the  bore  of  a  perpe- 
tually open  mouth.  Nothing  can  be  more  true.  What  ludicrous  pomposity  in  the 
enunciation  of  old,  decrepit,  emaciated  truths,  walking  arm  in  arm  perhaps  with 
skeleton  falsehoods,  have  we  not  witnessed  in  professional  talkers;  small  novelists, 


1847.]  Editor's  Table.  279 

— — ■  ■  ■     ■  V  '   '  '   ■  '     ' 

sometimes,  who  net  only '  talk  like  a  book,'  bu{  what  is  a  good  deal  more  to  be 
dreaded;  like  one  of  their  own  books.  Rochcfoucault,  one  of  the  proudest  and 
most  polished  of  that  ancient  nobility  which  gay©  the  law  of  manners  to  Europe, 
has  admirably  depicted  that  class  of  persons  who  always  think  more  of  what  they 
have  to  say,  than  of  answering  what  is  said  to  them  ;  whose  minds  always  betray  a 
distraction  as  to  what  is  addressed  to  them,  and  an  impatience  to  return  to  what 
themselves  were  saying  ;  forgetting  that  to  be  studious  only  of  displaying  themsehee 
is  but  a  poor  way  of  convincing  or  pleasing  other*.  Washington  Irving,  in  the  ac- 
count he  has  given  us  of  his  visit  to  Abbotsford,  says  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  that '  bis 
conversation  was  frank,  hearty,  picturesque,  and  dramatic.  He  never  talked  for 
effect  or  display,  but  from  the  flow  of  his  spirits,  the  stores  of  his  memory,  and  the 
vigor  of  his  imagination.  He  was  as  good  a  listener  as  talker ;  appreciated  every 
thing  that  others  said,  however  humble  might  be  their  rank  and  pretensions,  and  was 
quick  to  testify  his  perception  of  any  point  in  their  discourse.  No  one's  concerns, 
no  ones  thoughts  and  opinions,  no  one's  tastes  and  pleasures,  seemed  beneath  him. 
He  made  himself  so  thoroughly  the  companion  of  those  with  whom  he  happened  to 
be,  that  they  forgot,  for  a  time,  his  vast  superiority,  and  only  recollected  and  won- 
dered, when  all  was  over,  that  it  was  Scott  with  whom  they  had  been  on  such  fami- 
liar terms,  and  in  whose  society  they  had  felt  so  perfectly  at  their  ease.'  This  is  a 
charming  testimony,  given  by  one  man  of  genius  to  the  character  of  another;  and 
if  the  author  of  the  '  Life  of  Columbus'  had  been  required  to  point  out  an  example 
combining  conversational  qualifications  of  the  best  kind,  he  could  not  have  written 
more  to  the  purpose.  A  mind  informed  by  reading ;  reading  confirmed  or  corrected 
by  daily  observation  of  life ;  the  powers  of  observation  all  made  subservient  to  the 
active  spirit  of  kindness,  and  the  patient  abnegation  of  self,  which  are  the  only  true 
and  unfailing  sources  of  politeness ;  these  are  the  requisites  to  a  real  success  in  so- 
ciety, so  far  at  least  as  relates  to  the  every-day  intercourse  of  this  every -day  working 
world ;  and  all  of  them  were  evinced  in  the  highest  degree  by  Sir  Walter  Scott  ; 
as  they  assuredly  are  by  the  distinguished  writer  who  has  paid  him  so  deserved  a 
tribute.  As  an  instance  of  what  the  world  has  sometimes  lost  by  talking-bores,  we 
cite  this  passage  from  Horace  Smith's  account  of  his  first  meeting  with  the  Countess 
Guicciola,  after  the  death  of  Byron  : 

'I  told  her  all  I  knew  of  him  before  he  went  abroad,  to  which,  like  Dzsdemona,  'she  did  seri- 
ously incline.'  Bysshk  Shelley  she  denominates  a  good  man.  Leigh  Hunt's  name  she  pro- 
nounced Leg  Honte.  With  tears  in  her  eyes, she  then  descanted  upon  the  merits  and  failings  of  the 
departed.  When  any  sudden  pause  took  place  in  the  conversation  at  the  other  tables,  she,  evidently 
not  wishing  to  be  overheard,  snid,  'Bai-an-bai,  (by-and-by ;)  and  when  the  general  buzz  re-com- 
menced, she  resumed  the  thread  of  her  narration.  '  Shelley  disliked  his  '  Don  Juan,' '  said  L  'and 
begged  him  to  leave  it  off,  calling  it  a  '  Grub-street  poem.' '  '  A  what  ?  —  what  you  mean  by  'Grub- 
street  V  '  I  then  explained  to  her  the  locality  of  that  venerable  haunt  of  the  Muses,  in  the  days  of 
Pope  aud  Swift,  by  a  quotation  from  myself: 

'  A  spot  near  Crtpplegate  extends, 

Grub-street  'tis  called,  the  mod«m  Pindua, 
Wher3  (but  that  bards  are  never  friends.) 

Bards  might  shake  hands  from  adverse  windows.' 

4  When  he  dined  with  me,'  the  Countess  continued,  'he  ate  no  meat  Still  haunted  by  a  dread  of 
growing  fat,  he  very  much  injured  his  own  health;  yet  his  figure,  notwithstanding,  grew  larger. 
Oh!  he  wit*  very  handsome  !  Beautiful  eye*  aud  eye-lashes!  —  and  such  a  spiritual  expression  of 
countenance'  I  had  occasion  to  go  to  Ravenna  upon  some  family  business.  We  settled  that  he 
should  not  accompany  ine.  At  that  time  several  people  were  plaguing  him  to  go  to  Greece.  'Ah!' 
he  said,  in  his  sportive  manner, '  let  fourteen  captains  come  and  ask  me  to  go,  and  go  I  will.'  Well, 
fourteen  captains  came  to  him,  and  said  :  '  Here  we  are ;  will  you  now  go?'  lie  was  ashamed  to  say 
he  had  only  been  joknii.',  (you  know  how  fond  he  was  of  saying  things  in  that  light,  joking  sort  of  a 
way,)  «io  it  ended  in  In*  undertaking  to  go.  He  said  to  me :  *  While  you  are  at  Ravenna,  1  will  go 
to  Greece,  and  we  shall  meet  again  when  we  both  return.'  God,  however,  he  dispose  of  it  other- 
wise.   He  was  not  well  wheu  he  set  out.    In  Greece  they  wanted  to  bleed  him;  he  would  not  be 
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bleed,  and  so  he  die!'  The  Countess  paused,  evidently  much  affected.  I  said  nothing  for  a  minute 
or  two,  and  then  observed,  that  I  had  read  and  heard  much  upon  the  subject  she  had  been  discus- 
sing, but  that  I  did  not  know  bow  she  and  Lord  Byron  first  became  acquainted.  She  looked  at  me 
a  moment,  as  if  wondering  at  my  audacity,  and  then  said,  with  a  good-humored  smile  :  •  Well,  I  will 

tell  ypu  :  1  was  one  day '    But  here  the  drawing-room  door  opened,  and  some  Frenchman  with 

a  foreign  order  was  announced.  The  lady  repeated  her,  '  Bai-au-bai,'  sotto  voce  ;  but  unfortunately 
that •  Bai-an-bai'  never  arrived.' 

And  why  was  it,  reader,  do  you  suppose,  that  that *  bai-an-bai,'  so  devoutly  to  be 
wished -for,  never  arrived  ?  The  new-comer  was  a  '  conversationist,'  who  unluckily 
knew  the  Countess  ;  he  planted  himself  before  her,  and  '  displayed  himself ''  during 
the  remainder  of  the  evening.  .  .  .  Let  us  say  a  word  for  that  most  excellent  and 
humane  institution,  the  '  House  of  Industry  and  Home  for  the  Friendless.1  Who 
will  not  contribute  something  from  his  or  her  means  to  afford  a  temporary  home  for 
friendless  and  destitute  females  and  children  of  good  character?  The  object  of  the 
institution,  which  has  already  accomplished  much  good,  is  to  meet  the  wants  of  the 
virtuous,  helpless  poor,  whom,  according  to  our  Saviour,  we  '  have  always  with  us/ 
How  many  this  '  Home  for  the  Friendless*  may  save  from  degradation  and  rain  ! 

'  This  pipe  '*  my  pillar  of  clouds,  '  If  riches  be  but  a  sraoak, 

Such  meteors  I  love  to  utter :  j         And  fame  be  but  a  vapor, 

More  than  Welsh-men  do  cheese,  H«?re  's  a  rich  mine  indeed 

Or  an  Euglish-mui  ease,  '  In  this  fumy  weed, 

Or  a  Dutchman  loves  salt  butter.  And  honor  enough  in  a  taper  !' 

We  are  reminded  by  theso  quaint  stanzas,  from  •  The  Christmas  Ordinary,'  of  a 
circumstance  mentioned  to  us  by  an  old  bank-notary  of  this  town.  He  says  that  he 
has  seldom  presented  a  notice  of  protest,  to  a  large  amount,  wherein  he  did  not  find 
the  delinquent  smoking  a  cigar.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  the  dread  alternative 
of  failing,  and  his  chief  solace  was  the  fumes  of  the  narcotic  weed.  Such  a  philoso- 
pher it  was,  who,  when  our  notary  presented  him  with  the  protest  of  a  note  for 
twenty  thousand  dollars,  with  the  salvo,  that  '  he  presumed  it  was  a  mistake,  or  an 
oversight/  replied,  'Oh,  no  ;  no  mistake  ;  it 's  a  reg'lar  bu'st !'  •  •  •  We  have  seen 
Power's  '  Greek  Slave  ;'  but  at  so  late  an  hour  that  we  lack  both  words,  and  zoom 
for  words,  to  express  our  fervent  admiration  of  its  chaste  beauty,  dignity,  and  grace. 
It  is  on  exhibition  at  the  National  Academy.  •  •  •  We  had  purposed  noting  oar 
impressions  of  Mrs.  Kirkland's  new  « Union  Magazine,1  which  bears  so  many  marks 
of  her  admirable  pen,  (as  for  example  in  '  Harvest  in  the  Country,*  a  perfect  Da- 
guerreotype,) as  well  as  certain  changes,  etc.,  among  one  or  two  of  our  esteemed 
contemporaries;  but  we  must  *  bring  up  scores' in  our  next.  •  •  •  The  late -received 
favors  of  our  esteemed  friend  «  S.  D.  B.'  shall  receive  early  attention.  We  cannot 
hear  from  him  too  often.  ...  Is  n't  this  a  touching  picture  of  the  death  of  Honora 
Edgewortii,  as  described  by  her  husband  ?  It  so  strikes  us :  «  After  having  sat  np 
all  the  night,  I  was  suddenly  called  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Her  sister  was 
with  her.  The  moment  that  I  opened  the  door,  her  eyes,  which  had  been  fixed  in 
death,  acquired  sufficient  power  to  turn  themselves  toward  me  with  an  expression  of 
the  utmost  tenderness.  She  was  supported  on  pillows.  Her  left  arm  hung  over  her 
sister's  neck,  beyond  the  bed.  She  smiled,  and  breathed  her  last !  At  this  moment 
I  heard  something  fall  on  the  floor.  It  was  her  wedding-ring,  which  she  had  held  on 
her  wasted  finger  to  the  last  instaut ;  remembering  with  fond  superstition  the  vow 
she  had  made,  never  again  to  lose  that  ring  but  with  life.  She  never  moved  again, 
nor  did  she  seem  to  sufier  any  struggle.'  *  They  loved  in  life,  and  in  death  they 
were  not  divided  !'  .    .    .   Take  up  now  and  then,  reader,  (if  happily  you  can)  the 
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sententious  and  quaint  writings  of  the  good  Sir  Thomas  Overbuilt.  How  terse,  how 
vigorous,  how  suggestive  he  is  !  Do  but  observe,  for  example,  how  much  troth  is 
condensed  in  these  three  excerpts :  *  A  mere  scholar  is  but  a  live  book.1  *  Good  deeds 
in  this  life  are  coals  raked  up  in  embers  to  make  a  fire  next  day.'  *  Wit  is  brush- 
wood, judgment  timber ;  the  one  gives  the  greatest  flams,  the  other  yields  the  dura- 
blest  heat,  and  both  meeting,  makes  the  best  fire.'  We  scarcely  remember  any  thing 
more  beautiful  than  his  sketch  of  'A  Virtuous  Widow  .*' 

'  She  is  a  palm-tree,  that  thrive*  not  after  the  supplanting  of  her  husband ;  for  her  children's  sake 
•he  first  marries,  for  she  married  that  she  might  have  child  ren,and  for  their  sakes  she  marries  no  more. 
She  is  like  the  purest  gold,  only  employed  for  princes'  medals  :  she  never  receives  but  one  man's 
impression.  •  .  .  She  thinks  she  hath  travelled  all  the  world  in  one  man  ;  the  rest  of  her  time  there- 
fore she  devoteato  heaven.  She  gives  much  to  pious  uses,  without  any  hope  to  merit  by  them  ;  and 
as  one  diamoud  fashions  another,  so  is  she  wrought  into  works  of  charity,  with  the  dust  or  ashes  of 
her  husband  ;  she  lives  to  sec  herself  full  of  time  :  being  so  necessary  for  earth,  God  calls  her  not 
to  heaven  till  she  be  very  aged,  and  even  theu,  though  her  natural  strength  fail  her,  she  stands  like  an 
ancient  .pyramid,  which  the  less  it  grows  to  man's  eye  the  nearer  it  reaches  to  heaven.  .  .  .  She 
ought  to  be  a  mirror  for  our  youngest  dames  to  dress  themselves  by,  when  she  is  fullest  of  wrinkles. 
No  calamity  can  now  come  near  her,  for  in  suffering  the  loss  of  her  husband,  she  accounts  all  the 
rest  trifles;  she  hath  laid  his  dead  body  in  the  worthiest  monument  that  can  be ;  she  hath  buried  it 
in  her  owu  heart.  To  conclude,  she  is  a  relic,  that  without'any  superstition  in  the  world,  though  she 
will  not  be  kissed,  yet  may  be  reverenced.' 

Scarcely  less  striking  is  this  whimsical  sketch  of  a  Sexton,  a  personage  in  whom 

every  body  must  be  sooner  or  later  more  or  less  interested  : 

'  He  is  an  ill-wilier  to  human  nature.  Of  all  proverbs  he  cannot  endure  to  hear  that  which  says, 
'  We  ought  to  live  by  the  quick,  not  by  the  dead.'  lie  could  willingly  all  his  life  be  confiued  to  the 
church-yard  ;  at  least  withiu  five  foot  on't :  for  at  every  church  style  commonly  there 's  an  ale-house } 
where  let  him  be  found  never  so  idle-pated,  he  is  still  a  grave  drunkard,  tie  breaks  his  fast  hearti- 
est while  he  is  making  a  grave,  and  says  the  opening  of  the  ground  makes  him  hungry.  ...  He 
will  hold  argument  in  a  tavern  over  sack,  till  the  dial  and  him»elf  be  both  at  a  stand  :  he  never  ob- 
serves any  time  but  sermon-time,  and  then  he  sleeps  by  the  hoar-glass.  .  .  .  Lastly,  he  wishes  the 
dog-days  would  last  all  the  year  long,  and  a  great  plague  is  his  year  of  jubilee.' 

We  once  heard  a  tradesman  say,  that  he  had  presented  a  bill  all  summer  to  an 
undertaker,  who  pleaded  inability  until  '  dog-days'  had  arrived ;  and  when  they  had 

come,  he  said:  'T  wo  n't  be  long  before  I  shall  be  able  to  pay  you.     Mrs. ,  who 

is  always  a  cash  customer,  and  always  gets  the  best  of  every  thing,  can't  live  longer 

than  next  week  ;  and  I  'm  sure  to  have  her  job !'     Would  Mrs. probably  haTe 

hurried,  to  oblige  the  creditor?  •  .  .  '  he  Rodeur,'  is  quite  welcome.  It  is  not  difficult 
to  see  that  the  sketch  which  ensues  is  a  drawing  from  nature  :  *  The  outline  of  Elder 

T 's  head  is  not  remarkable  for  its  intellectual  developments.     It  rises  gradually 

from  the  eye-brows  until  it  reaches  the  organ  of  benevolence,  and  continues  to  rise, 
though  more  slightly,  until  it  passes  by  that  of  firmness  ;  then  it  goes  down  an  abrupt 
descent,  curving  in  under  some  amatory  projections,  and  disappears  beneath  his  coat- 
collar.  His  eyes  project  from  their  deep  sockets  beyond  his  eye-brows  ;  so  much  so, 
that  they  approach  nearer  to  the  idea  of  a  '  gimlet-eye'  than  any  thing  I  have  seen. 
Napoleon,  a  lover  of  big  noses,  I  have  heard,  would  have  been  satisfied  with  the 
elder's,  and  no  one  could  say  that  his  mouth  was  not  large  enough  for  all  practical 
purposes.  His  chin  was  a  very  respectable  one,  and  appeared  to  meet  with  proper 
attention.  He  possesses  a  good  form,  a  little  too  slim  perhaps,  which  is  encased  in  a 
suit  of  black,  that  has  the  appearance  of  having  been  smoothly  ironed  after  it  was 
put  on  to  him.  'The  elder  had  been  a  shoe-maker  in  his  youth,  and  attended  to  soles 
in  that  capacity  for  some  time.  As  he  became  older,  the  thought  that  he  was  born 
for  a  higher  and  holier  purpose  sprang  up  within  his  breast.  The  'rolling  years,'  as 
they  went  by,  strengthened  and  increased  that  hope,  until  at  length  the  idea  suddenly 
burst  upon  him  that  he  must  exchange  'the  bench'  f6r  the  pulpit  He  bought  a  few 
books,  and  commenced  studying  with  the  zeal  of  a  neophyte.    His  awl  and  his  last 
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from  time  to  time  neglected  ;  and  it  was  not  long  before  he  broke  off  all  con- 
on  with  them,  trusting  that  divinity  would  shape  his  '  ends'  for  the  future.     The 
es,  '  God's  first  temples/  were  the  first  witnesses  of  those  displays  of  his  elo- 
nce  which  afterward  astonished  admiring  auditors  in  country  school-houses  and 
lrches.    «  Beloved  brethren  and  my  young  friends,'  were  the  terms  by  which,  in 
preliminary  practice,  he  would  address  the  old  trees  and  the  undergrowth,  and 
hort  them  to  pay  attention  to  the  state  of  their  souls ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that 
i  inwardly  rejoiced  when  their  waving  heads  testified  their  admiration  of  his  re- 
tarka.    But  he  required  a  better  field  for  the  exercise  of  his  talents.    Like  Rachel 
veeping  for  her  children,  he  *  mourned  and  would  not  be  comforted/  until  he  found 
himself  the  conservator  of  a  little  flock,  over  whom  he  watched  with  pious  care. 
'  My  hearers/  said  he  one  day,  addressing  a  small  audience  in  a  school-house  on  the 
importance  of  having  a  knowledge  of  the  Bible,  '  this  is  a  subject  of  tremendous  im- 
portance, and  I  wish  I  could  make  you  think  so.     It  is  the  la$t  which  makes  the 
shape  of  your  shoe,  and  which  you  may  peg  and  sew  over,  but  it  never  wears  out. 
As  I  wish  to  impress  this  truth  more  strongly,  I  make  use  of  the  following  illustra- 
tion :  You  see  the  beautiful  sunlight  stealing  through  that  window  and  resting  upon 
the  benches.     How  clearly  it  shows  you  the  notches  the  boys  have  cut,  the  heads  of 
nails  that  have  been  driven  in,  and  the  spots  of  ink  that  have  been  spilt ;  just  so/ 
and  his  gimlet-eye  shone  with  a  more  piercing  brightness  as  he  spoke,  '  just  so  a  know- 
ledge of  the  Bible  will  show  you  the  notehes,  the  nail-heads,  and  the  ink-spots  on 
your  soul.'   The  elder's  teachings,  although  administered  with  all  the  unction  worthy 
of  a  generous  effort,  have  not  been  attended  with  the  success  that  the  friends  of  hu- 
manity might  wish  him ;  yet  he  continues  to  labor  with  a  zeal  which  I  trust  may  meet 
with  its  reward  in  Heaven.'  •    *    •  Messrs.  Bangs,  Richards  and  Platt  are  now  in 
the  '  very  tempest,  and  we  may  say  whirlwind'  of  their  great  Trade-Sale  ;  and  we 
trust  that  many  of  our  readers,  (hearing  perchance  the  sonorous  voice  of  Mr.  Rich- 
ards the  auctioneer  through  the  windows  that  open  on  Broadway,)  will  step  in  and 
survey  the  great  amouut  and  variety  of  popular  literaneous  materiel  embraced  in 
their  voluminous  catalogue.    Every  part  of  the  Union  seems  to  have  contributed 
toward  swelling  their  supplies ;  until  their  vast  establishment  seems  actually  to  groan 
from  over-repletion.  *    -  *  This  is  well  said  by  Mr.  Hoffman,  the  able  editor  of  *  Tk* 
Literary  World,  now  among  the  best  American  literary  journals  of  the  time : 

'  The  mass  of  intelligent  Americans  have  learned  at  last  to  recognise  the  intellectual  independence 
of  thiv  couutry  as  deducible.  uot  leas  from  the  t>ign«  around  them,  than  from  certain  feature*  in  oar 
colonial  story,  which  preceded  oven  our  political  indepeudeuce.  When  tbey  look  now  to  England 
for  any  identity  or  comparison  with  the  English  mind,  it  is  to  the  days  of  Shakspeabs  and  Baoost, 
of  Milton  and  of  Ciiomwkll,  where  be^in*  tbo  divergence  of  our  stock  from  hers,  and  where  a 
common  property  in  these  great  names  gives  us  a  staudard  common  to  both  natious.  A  fragment  of 
efen  •■-■■-■  ■ —     ~       -      -• 


the  little  Enghud  of  that  day  made  the  empire  which  is  now  ours.  The  Great  Britain  of  luter  day* 
has  made  an  empire  equally  large  in  India.  The  glory  of  this  lust  empire  is  all  Great  Britain's : 
with  the  glory  of  the  former  she  has  nought  to  do  ;  for  it  hus  boon  built  up  despite  the  efforts  of 
Greut  Britain  to  crush  that  fragmentary  part  of  the  old  English  race  which  was  the  nucleus  of  the) 
American  people.'  

*%  Our  friends,  the  publishers,  (of  books,  periodicals,  etc.,)  oyr  readers  and 
correspondents,  must  bear  with  us  for  this  once.  A  glance  at  our  pages  will  favor 
this  request.  In  fulfilling  our  promises  to  two  classical  contributors,  we  have  exclu- 
ded some  twelve  pages  of  gossip,  several  notices  of  new  works,  and  certain  explana- 
tions to,  and  chat  with,  correspondents  ;  all  of  which  shall  receive  the  earliest  possi- 
ble attention  at  our  hands.  O"  Notices  of  our  friend  Mr.  Dempster,  and  a  new 
and  gifted  prima-donna,  Signora  Biscacciakti,  from  the  Milan  Theatre -Carcano, 
are  unavoidably  omitted  until  our  next  issue. 
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SCENES      AT      FORT     LARAMIE. 

Looking  back,  after  the  expiration  of  a  year,  upon  Fort  Lara- 
mie and  its  inmates,  they  seem  less  like  a  reality  lhan  like  some 
fanciful  picture  of  the  old  en  time  j  so  different  was  the  scene  firofla 
any  which  this  tamer  side  of  the  world  can  present.  Tall  Indians, 
enveloped  in  their  white  buffalo-robes,  were  striding  across  the  area 
or  reclining  at  full  length  on  the  low  roofs  of  the  buildings  which 
enclosed  it.  Numerous  squaws,  gaily  bedtesened,  sat  grouped  iti 
front  of  the  apartments  they  occupied  ;  their  mongrel  offspring, 
restless  and  vociferous,  rambled  in  every  direction  through  the  fort ; 
and  the  trappers,  traders  and  engage*  of  the  establishment  were 
busy  at  their  labors  or  their  amusements. 

We  were  met  at  the  gate,  but  by  no  means  cordially  welcomed. 
Indeed,  we  seemed  objects  of  some  distrust  and  suspicion,  until 
Henry  Chatillon  explained  that  we  were  not  traders,  and  we,  in 
confirmation,  handed  to  the  bourgeois  a  ietter  of  introduction  from 
his  principals.  He  took  it,  turned  it  upside  down,  and  tried  hard 
to  read  it;  but  his  literary  attainments  not  being  adequate  to  the 
task,  he  applied  for  relief  to  the  clerk;  a  sleek,  smiling  French- 
man, named  Montalon.  The  letter  read,  Bordeaux  (the  bourgeois^) 
seemed  gradually  to  awaken  to  a  sense  of  what  was  expected  of 
hira.  Though  not  deficient  in  hospitable  intentions,  he  was  wholly 
unaccustomed  to  act  as  master  of  ceremonies.  Discarding  all  for- 
malities of  reception,  he  did  not  honor  us  with  a  single  word,  but 
'walked  swiftly  across  the  area,  while  we  followed  in  some  admira- 
tion to  a  railing  and  a  flight  of  steps  opposite  the  entrance.  He 
signed  to  us  that  we  had  better  fasten  our  horses  to  the  railing ; 
then  he  walked  up  the  steps,  tramped  along  a  rude  balcony,  and 
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kicking  open  a  door,  displayed  a  large  room,  rather  more  elabo- 
rately finished  than  a  barn.  For  furniture  it  had  a  rough  bedstead, 
but  no  bed  ;  two  chairs,  a  chest  of  drawers,  a  tin-pail  to  hold  water, 
and  a  board  to  cut  tobacco  upon.  A  brass  crucifix  hung  on  the 
wall,  and  close  at  hand  a  recent  scalp,  with  hair  full  a  yard  long, 
-was  suspended  from  a  nail.  I  shall  again  have  occasion  to  mention 
this  dismal  trophy,  its  history  being  connected  with  that  of  our  sub- 
sequent proceedings. 

This  apartment,  the  best  in  Fort  Laramie,  was  that  usually  oc- 
cupied by  the  legitimate  bourgeois,  Papin ;  who  being  absent,  the 
command  had  devolved  upon  Bordeaux.  The  latter,  a  stout,  bluff 
little  fellow,  much  inflated  by  a  sense  of  his  new  authority,  now  be- 
gan to  roar  for  buffalo-robes.  These  being  brought  and  spread 
upon  the  floor,  formed  our  beds  ;  much  better  ones  than  we  bad  of 
late  been  accustomed  to.  Our  arrangements  made,  we  stepped 
out  to  the  balcony  to  take  a  more  leisurely  survey  of  the  long 
looked-for  haven  at  which  we  had  arrived  at  last.  Beneath  us  was 
the  square  area  surrounded  by  little  rooms,  or  rather  cells,  which 
opened  upon  it.  These  were  devoted  to  various  purposes,  but 
served  chiefly  for  the  accommodation  of  the  men  employed  at  the 
fort,  or  of  the  equally  numerous  squaws  whom  they  were  allowed 
to  maintain  in  it.  Opposite  to  us  rose  the  block-house  above  the 
gate- way ;  it  was  adorned  with  a  figure  which  even  now  haunts  my 
memory  :  a  horse  at  full  speed,  daubed  upon  the  boards  with  red 
paint,  and  exhibiting  a  degree  of  skill  which  might  rival  that  dis- 
played by  the  Indians  in  executing  similar  designs  upon  their  robes 
and  lodges.  A  busy  scene  was  enacting  in  the  area.  The  wagons 
of  Vaskiss,  an  old  trader,  were  about  to  set  out  for  a  remote  post 
in  the  mountains,  and  the  Canadians  were  going  through  their  pre- 
parations with  all  possible  bustle,  while  here  and  there  an  Indian 
stood  looking  on  with  imperturbable  gravity. 

Fort  Laramie  is  one  of  the  posts  established  by  the  '  American 
Fur  Company,'  who  well-nigh  monopolize  the  Indian  trade  of  this 
whole  region.  Here  their  officials  rule  with  an  absolute  sway;  the 
arm  of  the  United  States  has  little  force ;  for  when  we  were  there, 
the  extreme  out-posts  of  her  troops  were  about  seven  hundred 
miles  to  the  eastward.  The  little  fort  is  built  of  bricks  dried  in  die 
sun,  and  externally  is  of  an  oblong  form,  with  bastions  of  clay  in 
the  form  of  ordinary  block-houses,  at  two  of  the  corners.  The 
walls  are  about  thirty  feet  high,  and  surmounted  by  a  slender  pali- 
sade. The  roofs  of  the  apartments  within,  which  are  built  close 
against  them,  serve  the  purpose  of  a  banquette.  Within,  the  fort  is 
divided  by  a  partition  ;  on  one  side  is  the  square  area,  surrounded 
by  the  store-rooms,  offices,  and  apartments  of  the  inmates ;  on  the 
other  is  the  corral,  a  narrow  place,  encompassed  by  the  high  clay 
walls,  where  at  night,  or  in  presence  of  dangerous  Indians,  the 
horses  and  mules  of  the  fort  are  crowded  for  safe  keeping.  The 
main  entrance  has  two  gates,  with  an  arched  passage  intervening. 
A  little  square  window,  quite  high  above  the  ground,  opens  late- 
rally from  an  adjoining  chamber  into  this  passage;  so  that  when 
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the  inner  gate  is  closed  and  barred,  a  person  without  may  still  hold 
communication  with  those  within,  through  this  narrow  aperture; 
This  obviates  the  necessity  of  admitting  suspicious  Indians,  for 
purposes  of  trading,  into  the  body  of  the  fort ;  for  when  danger  is 
apprehended,  the  inner  gate  is  shut  fast,  and  all  traffic  is  carried  on 
\>y  means  of  the  little  window.  This  precaution,  though  highly 
necessary  at  some  of  the  Company's  posts,  is  now  seldom  resorted 
to  at  Fort  Laramie  ;  where,  though  men  are  frequently  killed  in  its 
neighborhood,  no  apprehensions  are  now  entertained  of  any  gene- 
ral designs  of  hostility  from  the  Indians. 

We  aid  not  long  enjoy  our  new  quarters  undisturbed.  The  door 
was  silently  pushed  open,  and  two  eye-balls  and  a  visage  as  black 
as  night  looked  in  upon  us ;  then  a  red  arm  and  shoulder  intruded 
themselves,  and  a  tall  Indian,  gliding  in,  shook  us  by  the  hand, 
grunted  his  salutation,  and  sat  down  on  the  floor.  Others  followed, 
with  faces  of  the  natural  hue ;  and  letting  fall  their  heavy  robes 
from  their  shoulders,  they  took  their  seats,  quite  at  their  ease,  in  a 
semi-circle  before  us.  The  pipe  was  now  to  be  lighted  and  passed 
round  from  one  to  another ;  and  this  was  the  only  entertainment 
mat  at  present  they  expected  from  us.  These  visitors  were  fathers, 
brothers,  or  other  relatives  of  the  squaws  in  the  fort,  where  they 
were  permitted  to  remain,  loitering  about  in  perfect  idleness.  All 
those  who  smoked  with  us  were  men  of  standing  and  repute.  Two 
or  three  others  dropped  in  also ;  young  fellows  who  neither  by  their 
years  nor  their  exploits  were  entitled  to  rank  with  the  old  men  and 
warriors ;  and  who,  abashed  in  the  presence  of  their  superiors, 
stood  aloof,  never  withdrawing  their  eyes  from  us.  Their  cheeks 
were  adorned  with  vermilion,  their  ears  with  pendants  of  shell,  and 
their  necks  with  beads.  Never  yet  having  signalized  themselves 
as  hunters,  or  performed  the  honorable  exploit  of  killing  a  man, 
they  were  held  in  slight  esteem,  and  were  diffident  and  bashful  in 
proportion.  Certain  formidable  inconveniences  attended  this  influx 
of  visitors.  They  were  bent  on  inspecting  every  thing  in  the  room ; 
our  equipments  and  our  dress  alike  underwent  their  scrutiny ;  for 
though  the  contrary  has  been  carelessly  asserted,  few  beings  have 
more  curiosity  than  Indians  in  regard  to  subjects  within  their  ordi- 
nary range  of  thought.  As  to  other  matters,  indeed,  they  seem  ut- 
terly indifferent.  They  will  not  trouble  themselves  to  inquire  into 
what  they  cannot  comprehend,  but  are  quite  contented  to  place 
their  hands  over  their  mouths  in  token  of  wonder,  and  exclaim  that 
it  is  '  great  medicine.'  With  this  comprehensive  solution,  an  Indian 
never  is  at  a  loss.  He  never  launches  forth  into  speculation  and 
conjecture  ;  his  reason  moves  in  its  beaten  track.  His  soul  is  dor- 
mant; and  no  exertions  of  the  missionaries,  Jesuit  or  Puritan,  of 
the  old  world  or  of  the  new,  have  as  yet  availed  to  rouse  it. 

As  we  were  looking,  at  sun-set,  from  the  wall,  upon  the  wild  and 
desolate  plains  that  surround  the  fort,  we  observed  a  cluster  of 
strange  objects,  like  scaffolds,  rising  in  the  distance  against  the  red 
western  sky.  They  bore  aloft  some  singular-looking  burdens ;  and 
at  their  foot  glimmered  something  white,  like  bones.     This  was  the 
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place  of  sepulture  of  some  Dahcotah  chiefs,  whose  remains  their 
people  are  fond  of  placing  in  the  vicinity  of  the  fort,  in  the  hope 
that  they  may  thus  be  protected  from  violation  at  the  hands  of  their 
enemies.  Yet  it  has  happened  more  than  once,  and  quite  recently, 
that  war-parties  of  the  Crow  Indians,  ranging  through  the  country, 
have  thrown  the  bodies  from  the  scaffolds,  and  broken  them  to  pieces, 
amid  the  yells  of  the  Dahcotah,  who  remained  pent  up  in  the  fort, 
too  few  to  defend  the  honored  relics  from  insult.  The  white  ob- 
jects upon  the  ground  were  buffalo-skulls,  arranged  in  the  mystic 
circle,  commonly  seen  at  Indian  places  of  sepulture  upon  the 
prairie. 

We  soon  discovered,  in  the  twilight,  a  band  of  fifty  or  sixty 
horses  approaching  the  fort.  These  were  the  animals  belonging  to 
the  establishment ;  who,  having  been  sent  out  to  feed,  under  the 
care  of  armed  guards,  in  the  meadows  below,  were  now  being 
driven  into  the  corral  for  the  night.  A  little  gate  opened  into  this 
enclosure  :  by  the  side  of  it  stood  one  of  the  guards,  an  old  Cana- 
dian, with  gray,  bushy  eye-brows,  and  a  dragoon-pistol  stuck  into 
his  belt ;  while  his  comrade,  mounted  on  horse-back,  his  rifle  laid 
across  the  saddle  in  front  of  him,  and  his  long  hair  blowing  before 
his  swarthy  face,  rode  at  the  rear  of  the  disorderly  troop,  urging 
them  up  the  ascent.  In  a  moment  the  narrow  corral  was  thronged 
with  the  half-wild  horses,  kicking,  biting  and  crowding  restlessly 
together. 

The  discordant  jingling  of  a  bell,  rung  by  a  Canadian  in  the 
area,  summoned  us  to  supper.  This  sumptuous  repast  was  served 
on  a  rough  table  in  one  of  the  lower  apartments  of  the  fort,  and 
consisted  of  cakes  of  bread  and  dried  buffalo-meat — an  excellent 
thing  for  strengthening  the  teeth.  At  this  meal  were  seated  the 
bourgeois  and  superior  dignitaries  of  the  establishment,  among 
whom  Henry  Chatillon  was  worthily  included.  No  sooner  was  it 
finished,  than  the  table  was  spread  a  second  time,  (the  luxury  of 
bread  being  now,  however,  omitted,)  for  the  benefit  of  certain 
hunters  and  trappers  of  an  inferior  standing;  while  the  ordinary 
Canadian  engages  were  regaled  on  dried  meat  in  one  of  their  lodg- 
ing-rooms. By  way  of  illustrating  the  domestic  economy  of  Fort 
Laramie,  as  well  as  certain  traits  in  the  character  of  its  absent 
bourgeois,  Papin,  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  introduce  in  this  place  a 
story  current  among  the  men  when  we  were  there. 

There  was  an  old  man  named  Pierre,  whose  duty  it  was  to  bring 
the  meat  from  the  store-room  for  the  men.  Old  Pierre,  in  the  kind- 
ness of  his  heart,  used  to  select  the  fattest  and  best  pieces  for  his 
companions.  This  did  not  long  escape  the  keen-eyed  bourgeois, 
who  was  greatly  disturbed  at  such  improvidence,  and  cast  about 
for  some  means  to  stop  it.  At  last  he  hit  on  a  plan  that  exactly 
suited  him.  At  the  side  of  the  meat-room,  and  separated  from  it 
by  a  clay  partition,  was  another  apartment,  used  for  the  storage  of 
furs.  It  had  no  communication  with  the  fort,  except  through  a 
square  hole  in  the  partition  ;  and  of  course  it  was  perfectly  dark. 
One  evening,  Papin,  watching  for  a  moment  when  no  one  observed 
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him,  dodged  into  the  me  at- room,  clambered  through  the  hole,  and 
ensconced  himself  among  the  furs  and  buffalo -robes.     Soon  after, 
old  Pierre  came  in  with  his  lantern  ;  and,  muttering  to  himself,  be- 
gan to  pull  oyer  the  bales  of  meat,  and  select  the  best  pieces r  as 
usual     But  suddenly  a  hollow  and  sepulchral  voice  proceeded  from 
the  inner  apartment :  '  Pierre  I  Pierre  1     Let  that  fat  meat  alone  I 
Take  nothing  but  lean!'     Pierre  dropped  his  lantern,  and  bolted 
out  into  the  fort,  screaming,  in  an  agony  of  terror,  that  the  devil 
was  in  the  store-room  ;  but  tripping  on  the  threshold,  he  pitched 
over  upon  the  gravel,  and  lay  senseless,  stunned  by  the  fall.     The 
Canadians  ran  out  to  the  rescue.     Some  lifted  up  the  unlucky 
Pierre ;    and   others,  making  an  extempore  crucifix  out  of  two 
sticks,  were  proceeding  to  attack  the  devil  in  his  strong-hold,  when 
Papin,  with  a  crest-fallen  countenance,  appeared  at  the  door.     To 
add. to  the  bourgeois's  mortification,  he  was  obliged  to  explain  the 
whole  stratagem  to  Pierre,  in  order  to  bring  the  latter  to  his  senses, 
7  "We  were  sitting,  on  the  following  morning,  in  the  passage- way 
between  the  gates,  conversing  with  the  traders  Vaskiss  and  May, 
These  two  men,  together  with  our  sleek  friend,  the  clerk  Mootalon, 
were,  I  believe,  the  only  persons  then  in  the  fort  who  could  read 
and  write.     May  was  telling  a  curious  story  about  the  traveller 
Catlin,  when   an  ugly,  diminutive    Indian,  wretchedly  mounted, 
came  up  at  a  gallop,  and  rode  past  us  into  the  fort.     On   being 
questioned,  he  said  that  Smoke's  village  was  close  at  hand.     Ac- 
cordingly, only  a  few  minutes  elapsed  before  the  hills  beyond  the 
river  were  covered  with  a  disorderly  swarm  of  savages,  on  horse- 
back and  on  foot.     May  finished  his  story ;  and  by  that  time  the 
whole  array  had  descended  to  Laramie  Creek,  and  commenced 
crossing  it  in  a  mass.     I  walked  down  to  the  bank.     The  stream  is 
wide,  and  was  then  between  three  and  four  feet  deep,  with  a  very 
swift  current    For  several  rods  the  water  was  alive  with  dogs, 
horses,  and  Indians.     The  long  poles  used  in  erecting  the  lodges 
are  carried  by  the  horses,  being  fastened  by  the  heavier  end,  two 
or  three  on  each  side,  to  a  rude  sort  of  pack-saddle,  while  the  other 
end  drags  on  the  ground.     About  a  foot  behind  the  horse,  a  kind  of 
large  basket  or  pannier  is  suspended  between  the  poles,  and  firmly 
lashed  in  its  place.     On  the  back  of  the  horse  are  piled  various  ar- 
ticles of  luggage  ;  the  basket  also  is  well  filled  with  domestic  uten- 
sils, or  quite  as  often,  with  a  litter  of  puppies,  a  brood  of  small 
children,  or  a  superannuated  old  man.     Several  dozen  of  these 
curious  vehicles,  called,  in  the  bastard   language   of  the  country, 
travaux,  were  now  splashing  together  through  the  stream.     Among 
them  swam  countless  dogs,  often  burdened  with  miniature  travaux ; 
and  dashing  forward  through  the  throng  came  the  superbly-formed 
warriors,  the  slender  figure  of  some  lynx-eyed  boy  clinging  fast  be- 
hind them.     The  women  sat  perched  on  the  pack-saddles,  adding 
not  a  little  to  the  load  of  the  already  overburdened  horses,     The 
confusion  was  prodigious.     The  dogs  yelled  and  howled  in  chorus  ; 
the  puppies  in  the  travaux  set  up  a  dismal  whine  as  the  water  in- 
vaded their  comfortable  retreat  j  the  little  black-eyed  children,  also, 
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from  one  year  of  age  upward,  clung  fast  with  both  hands  to  the 
edge  of  their  basket,  and  looked  over  in  alarm  at  the  water  rushing 
so  near  them,  sputtering  and  making  wry  mouths  as  it  splashed 
against  their  faces.  Some  of  the  dogs,  encumbered  by  their  load, 
were  carried  down  by  the  current,  yelping  piteously ;  and  the  old 
squaws  would  rush  into  the  water,  seize  their  favorites  by  the  neck, 
and  drag  them  out.  As  each  horse  gained  the  bank,  he  scrambled 
up  as  he  could.  Stray  horses  and  colts  came  among  the  rest,  often 
breaking  away  at  full  speed  through  the  throng,  followed  by  the  old 
hags,  screaming,  after  their  fashion,  on  all  occasions  of  excitement. 
Buxom  young  squaws,  blooming  in  all  the  charms  of  vermilion, 
stood  here  and  there  on  the  bank,  holding  aloft  their  master's  lance, 
as  a  signal  to  collect  the  scattered  portions  of  his  household.  In  a 
few  moments  the  crowd  had  melted  away;  each  family,  with  its 
horses  and  equipage,  filing  off  to  the  plain  at  the  rear  of  the  fort ; 
and  here,  in  the  space  of  half  an  hour,  arose  sixty  or  seventy  of 
their  tapering  lodges.  Their  horses  were  feeding  by  hundreds 
over  the  surrounding  prairie,  and  their  dogs  were  roaming  every 
where.  The  fort  was  full  of  men,  and  the  children  were  whooping 
and  yelling  incessantly  under  the  walls. 

These  new-comers  were  scarcely  arrived,  when  Bordeaux  was 
running  across  the  fort,  shouting  to  his  squaw  to  bring  him  his  spy- 
glass. The  obedient  Marie,  the  very  model  of  a  squaw,  produced  the 
instrument,  and  Bordeaux  hurried  with  it  up  to  the  wall  Pointing 
it  to  the  eastward,  he  exclaimed,  with  an  oath,  that  the  families  were 
coming.  But  a  few  moments  elapsed  before  the  heavy  caravan  of 
the  emigrant- wagons  could  be  seen,  steadily  advancing  from  the 
hills.  They  gained  the  river,  and  without  turning  or  pausing,  they 
plunged  in ;  they  passed  through,  and  slowly  ascending  the  opposing 
bank,  kept  directly  on  their  way,  past  the  fort  and  the  Indian  village, 
until,  gaining  a  spot  a  quarter  of  a  mile  distant,  they  wheeled  into  a 
circle.  For  some  time  our  tranquillity  was  undisturbed.  The  emi- 
grants were  preparing  their  encampment ;  but  no  sooner  was  this 
accomplished,  than  Fort  Laramie  was  fairly  taken  by  storm.  A 
crowd  of  broad-brimmed  hats,  thin  visages  and  staring  eyes,  appeared 
suddenly  at  the  gate.  Tall  awkward  men,  in  brown  homespun ; 
women  with  cadaverous  faces  and  long  lank  figures,  came  thronging 
in  together,  and,  as  if  inspired  by  the  very  demon  of  curiosity,  ran- 
sacked every  nook  and  corner  of  the  fort.  Dismayed  at  this  inva- 
sion, we  withdrew  in  all  speed  to  our  chamber,  vainly  hoping  that 
it  might  prove  an  inviolable  sanctuary.  Meanwhile  the  emigrants 
prosecuted  their  investigations  with  untiring  vigor.  They  pene- 
trated the  rooms,  or  rather  dens,  inhabited  by  the  astonished  squaws. 
They  explored  the  apartments  of  the  men,  and  even  that  of  Marie 
and  the  bourgeois.  At  last  a  numerous  deputation  appeared  at  our 
door,  but  were  immediately  expelled.  Being  totally  devoid  of  any 
sense  of  delicacy  or  propriety,  they  seemed  resolved  to  search  every 
mystery  to  the  bottom. 

Having  at  length  satisfied  their  curiosity,  they  next  proceeded  to 
business.    The  men  occupied  themselves  in  procuring  supplies  for 
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their  onward  journey ;  either  buying  them  with  money,  or  giving 
in  exchange  superfluous  articles  of  their  own.  In  these  transactions, 
conducted  under  the  auspices  of  the  smooth  Mon talon,  a  most  base 
advantage  was  taken  ol  the  ignorance  and  the  necessities  of  the 
emigrants.  They  were  plundered  and  cheated  without  mercy.  In 
one  bargain,  concluded  in  my  presence,  I  calculated  the  profits  that 
accrued  to  the  fort,  and  found  that  at  the  lowest  estimate  they  ex- 
ceeded eighteen  hundred  per  cent. 

This  system  of  contemptible  trickery  did  not  tend  to  remove  die 
prejudice  which  the  emigrants  entertained  against  the  French  In* 
dians,  as  they  called  the  trappers  and  traders-  They  thought,  and 
with  some  justice,  that  these  men  bore  them  no  good  will.  Many 
of  them  were  firmly  persuaded  that  the  French  were  instigating  the 
Indians  to  attack  ana  cut  them  oil'.  On  visiting  the  encampment 
we  were  at  once  struck  with  the  extraordinary  perplexity  and  inde- 
cision that  prevailed  among  the  emigrants.  They  seemed  like  men 
totally  out  of  their  element ;  bewildered  and  amazed,  like  a  troop 
of  school-boys  lost  in  the  woods.  It  was  impossible  to  be  long 
among  them  without  being  conscious  of  the  high  and  bold  spirit 
with  which  most  of  them  were  animated.  But  the  jbr&t  is  the  home 
of  the  backwoodsman.  On  the  remote  prairie,  he  is  totally  at  a  loss. 
He  differs  as  much  from  the  genuine  '  mountain- man/  the  wild  prai- 
rie hunter,  as  a  Canadian  voyageur,  paddling  his  canoe  on  the  rapids 
of  the  Ottawa,  differs  from  an  American  sailor  among  the  storms  of 
Gape  Horn.  Still  my  companion  and  1  were  somewhat  at  a  loss  to 
account  for  this  perturbed  state  of  m ino\  It  could  not  be  cowardice  ; 
these  men  were  of  the  same  stock  with  the  volunteers  of  Monterey 
and  Buena-Vista.  For  the  most  part,  they  were  the  rudest  and 
most  ignorant  of  the  frontier  population :  they  knew  absolutely 
nothing  of  the  country  and  its  inhabitants  ;  they  had  already  expe- 
rienced much  misfortune,  and  apprehended  more ;  they  had  seen 
nothing  of  mankind,  and  had  never  put  their  own  resources  to  the 
test. 

A  full  proportion  of  suspicion  fell  upon  us.  Being  strangers,  we 
were  looked  upon  as  enemies.  Having  occasion  for  a  supply  of 
lead  and  a  few  other  necessary  articles,  we  used  to  go  over  to  the 
emigrant  camps  to  obtain  them.  After  some  hesitation,  some  dubi- 
ous glances,  and  fumbling  of  the  hands  in  the  pockets,  the  terms 
would  be  agreed  upon,  the  price  tendered,  and  the  emigrant  would 
go  off  to  bring  the  article  in  question.  After  waiting  until  our  pa- 
tience gave  out,  we  would  go  in  search  of  him,  and  find  him  seated 
on  the  tongue  of  his  wagon. 

1  Well,  stranger/  he  would  observe,  as  he  saw  us  approach,  <  I 
reckon  I  wont  trade  !' 

Some  friend  of  his  had  followed  him  from  the  scene  of  (he  bar- 
gain, and  suggested  in  his  ear  that  clearly  we  meant  to  cheat  him, 
and  he  had  better  have  nothing  to  do  with  us. 

This  timorous  mood  of  the  emigrants  was  doubly  unfortunate,  as 
it  exposed  them  to  real  danger.  Assume,  in  the  presence  of  Indians, 
a  bold  bearing,  self-confident  yet  vigilant,  and  jw  will  ind  tb«m 
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tolerably  safe  neighbors.  But  your  safety  depends  on  the  respect 
and  fear  you  are  able  to  inspire.  If  you  betray  timidity  or  indeci- 
sion, you  convert  them  from  that  moment  into  insidious  and  danger- 
ous enemies.  The  Dahcotah  saw  clearly  enough  the  perturbation 
of  the  emigrants,  and  instantly  availed  themselves  of  it.  They  be- 
came extremely  insolent  and  exacting  in  their  demands.  It  has  be- 
come an  established  custom  with  them  to  go  to  the  camp  of  every 
party,  as  it  arrives  in  succession  at  the  fort,  and  demand  a  feast. 
Smoke's  village  had  come  with  this  express  design,  having  made 
several  day's  journey  with  no  other  object  than  that  of  enjoying  a 
cup  of  coffee  and  two  or  three  biscuits.  So  the  '  feast'  was  demanded 
and  the  emigrants  dared  not  refuse  it. 

One  evening,  about  sunset,  the  village  was  deserted.  We  met 
old  men,  warriors,  squaws,  and  children  in  gay  attire,  trooping  off 
to  the  encampment,  with  faces  of  anticipation  ;  and,  arriving  here, 
they  seated  themselves  on  the  ground  in  a  semi-circle.  Smoke  occu- 
pied the  centre,  with  his  warriors  on  either  hand ;  the  young  men 
and  boys  next  succeeded,  and  the  squaws  and  children  formed  the 
horns  of  the  crescent.  The  biscuit  and  coffee  were  most  promptly 
despatched,  the  emigrants  staring  open-mouthed  at  their  savage 
guests*  With  each  emigrant  party  that  arrived  at  Fort  Laramie 
this  scene  was  renewed  ;  and  every  day  the  Indians  grew  more  ra- 
pacious and  presumptuous.  One  evening,  they  broke  to  pieces,  out 
of  mere  wantonness,  the  cups  from  which  they  had  been  feasted ; 
and  this  so  exasperated  the  emigrants,  that  many  of  them  seized 
their  rifles  and  could  scarcely  be  restrained  from  firing  on  the  inso- 
lent mob  of  Indians.  Before  we  left  the  country  this  dangerous 
spirit  on  the  part  of  the  Dahcotah  had  mounted  to  a  yet  higher 
pitch.  They  began  openly  to  threaten  the  emigrants  with  destruc- 
tion; and  actually  fired  upon  one  or  two  parties  of  whites.  A 
military  force  and  military  law  are  urgently  called  for  in  that  perilous 
region ;  and  unless  troops  are  speedily  stationed  at  Fort  Laramie, 
or  elsewhere  in  the  neighborhood,  both  the  emigrants  and  other  tra- 
vellers will  be  exposed  to  most  imminent  risks. 

The  Ogillallah,  the  Brute,  and  the  other  western  bands  of  the  Dah- 
cotah, are  thorough  savages,  unchanged  by  any  contact  with  civili- 
zation. Not  one  of  them  can  speak  an  European  tongue,  or  has 
ever  visited  an  American  settlement.  Until  within  a  year  or  two, 
when  the  emigrants  began  to  pass  through  their  country  on  the  way 
to  Oregon,  they  liad  seen  no  whites  except  the  handful  employed 
about  the  Fur  Company's  posts.  They  esteemed  them  a  wise  peo- 
ple, inferior  only  to  themselves,  living  in  leather  lodges,  like  their 
own,  and  subsisting  on  buffalo.  But  when  the  swarm  of  Meneaska, 
with  their  oxen  and  wagons,  began  to  invade  them,  their  astonish- 
ment was  unbounded.  They  could  scarcely  believe  that  the  earth 
contained  such  a  multitude  of  white  men.  Their  wonder  is  now 
giving  way  to  indignation ;  and  the  result,  unless  vigilantly  guarded 
against,  may  be  lamentable  in  the  extreme. 

But  to  glance  at  the  interior  of  a  lodge.  Shaw  and  I  used  often 
to  visit  them.    Indeed  we  spent  most  of  our  evenings  in  the  Indian 
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village ;  Shaw's  assumption  of  the  medio al  character  giving  us  a 
fair  pretext  As  a  sample  of  the  rest:  I  will  describe  one  of  these 
visits.  The  sun  had  Just  set,  and  the  horses  were  driven  into  the 
corraL  The  Prairie  Cock,  a  noted  beau,  came  in  at  the  gate  with  a 
bevy  of  young  girls,  with  whom  he  began  a  dance  in  the  area,  lead- 
ing them  round  and  round  in  a  circle,  while  he  jerked  up  from 
his  chest  a  succession  of  monotonous  sounds,  to  which  they  kept 
time  in  a  rueful  chant.  Outside  the  gate,  some  dozen  of  boys 
and  young  men  were  idly  frolicking;  and  close  by,  looking  grimly 
upon  them,  stood  a  warrior  in  his  robe,  with  his  face  painted  jet 
black,  in  token  that  he  had  lately  taken  a  Pawnee  scalp.  Passing 
these,  the  tall  dark  lodges  rose  between  us  and  the  red  western  sky. 
We  repaired  at  once  to  the  lodge  of  Old  Smoke  himself.  It  was 
by  no  means  better  than  the  others;  indeed,  it  was  rather  shabby; 
for  in  this  democratic  community  the  chief  never  assumes  superior 
state.  Smoke  sat  cross-legged  on  a  buffalo- robef  and  his  grunt  of 
salutation  as  we  entered,  was  unusually  cordial,  out  of  respect  no 
doubt  to  Shaw's  medical  character.  Seated  around  the  lodge  were 
several  squaws,  and  an  abundance  of  children.  The  complaint  of 
Shaw's  patients  was  for  the  most  part  a  severe  inflammation  of  the 
eyes,  occasioned  by  exposure  to  the  sun,  a  species  of  disorder  which 
he  treated  with  some  success.  He  had  brought  with  him  a  homeo- 
pathic medicine-chest,  and  was,  I  presume,  the  first  who  introduced 
that  harmless  system  of  treatment  among  the  Qgillal  Lab.  No  sooner 
had  a  robe  been  spread  at  the  head  of  the  lodge  for  our  accommo- 
dation, and  we  had  seated  ourselves  upon  it,  than  a  patient  made  tier 
appearance;  the  chief's  daughter  herself,  who,  to  do  her  justice, 
was  the  best-looking  girl  in  the  village.  Being  on  excellent  terms 
with  the  physician,  she  placed  herself  readily  under  his  hand*,  and 
submitted  with  a  good  grace  to  his  applications,  laughing  in  his  face 
during  the  whole  process,  for  a  squaw  hardly  knows  how  to  smile. 
This  case  despatched,  another  of  a  different  kind  succeeded.  A 
hideous  emaciated  old  woman  aat  in  the  darkest  coiner  of  the  lodge 
rocking  to  and  fro  with  pain,  and  hiding  her  eyes  from  the  light  by 
pressing  the  palms  of  both  hands  against  her  face.  At  Smoke's 
command,  she  came  forward,  very  unwillingly,  and  exhibited  a  pair 
of  eyes  that  had  nearly  disappeared  from  excess  of  inflammation. 
No  sooner  had  the  doctor  fastened  his  gripe  upon  herT  than  she  set 
up  a  dismal  moaning  and  writhed  bo  in  his  grasp  that  he  lost  all  pa* 
tience,  but  being  resolved  to  carry  hie  point,  he  succeeded  at  last  in 
applying  his  favorite  remedies. 

'  It  is  strange,'  he  said,  when  the  operation  was  finished,  'that  I 
forgot  to  bring  any  Spanish  flies  with  me ;  we  must  have  something 
here  to  answer  for  a  counter-irritant !' 

So,  in  the  absence  of  better,  he  seized  upon  a  red-hot  brand  from 
the  fire,  and  clapped  it  against  the  temple  of  the  old  squaw,  who  set 
up  an  unearthly  howl,  at  which  the  rest  of  the  family  broke, out  into 
a  laugh. 

During  these  medical  operations.  Smoke's  oldest  squaw  entered 
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the  lodge,  with  a  sort  of  stone  mallet  in  ber  hand.  I  had  observed 
some  time  before  a  litter  of  well-grown  black  puppies,  comfortably 
nestled  among  some  buffalo-robes  at  one  side  ;  but  this  new-comer 
speedily  disturbed  their  enjoyment ;  for  seizing  one  of  them  by  the 
hind  paw,  she  dragged  him  out,  and  carrying  him  to  the  entrance  of 
the  lodge,  hammered  him  on  the  head  till  she  killed  him.  Being 
quite  conscious  to  what  this  preparation  tended,  I  looked  through 
a  hole  in  the  back  of  the  lodge  to  see  the  next  steps  of  the  process. 
The  squaw,  holding  the  puppy  by  the  legs,  was  swinging  him  to  and 
fro,  through  the  blaze  of  a  fire  ;  until  the  hair  was  singed  off.  This 
done,  she  unsheathed  her  knife  and  cut  him  into  small  pieces  which 
she  dropped  into  a  kettle  to  boil.  In  a  few  moments  a  large  wooden 
dish  was  set  before  us,  filled  with  this  delicate  preparation.  We 
felt  conscious  of  the  honor.  A  dog-feast  is  the  greatest  compliment 
a  Dahcotah  can  offer  to  his  guest ;  and  knowing  that  to  refuse  eating 
would  be  an  affront,  we  attacked  the  little  dog,  and  devoured  him 
before  the  eyes  of  his  unconscious  parent.  Smoke  in  the  mean  time 
was  preparing  his  great  pipe.  It  was  lighted  when  we  had  finished 
our  repast,  and  we  passed  it  from  one  to  another  till  the  bowl  was 
empty.  This  done,  we  took  our  leave  without  farther  ceremony, 
knocked  at  the  gate  of  the  fort,  and  after  making  ourselves  known, 
were  admitted  within. 

The  reader  will  not  have  forgotten  our  comrades  whom  we  so 
basely  ran  away  from  on  the  south  fork  df  the  Platte.  One  morn- 
ing, about  a  week  after  reaching  Fort  Laramie,  we  were  holding 
our  customary  Indian  levee,  when  a  bustle  in  the  area  below  an- 
nounced a  new  arrival ;  and  looking  down  from  our  balcony,  I  saw 
a  familiar  red  beard  and  moustache  in  the  gate-way.  They  belonged 
to  the  captain,  who  with  his  party  had  just  crossed  the  stream.  We 
met  the  captain  on  the  stairs  as  he  came  up,  and  congratulated  him 
on  the  safe  arrival  of  himself  and  his  devoted  companions.  But 
he  remembered  our  treachery,  and  was  grave  and  dignified  accord- 
ingly ;  a  tendency  which  increased  as  he  observed  on  our  part  a  dis- 
position to  laugh  at  him.  After  remaining  an  hour  or  two  at  the 
fort,  he  rode  away  with  his  friends,  and  we  have  heard  nothing  of 

him  since.     As  for  R ,  he  kept  carefully  aloof.     It  was  but  too 

evident  that  we  had  the  unhappiness  to  have  forfeited  the  kind  re- 
gards of  our  London  fellow-traveller.  - 
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When  low  and  lone  in  the  silent  dells 
The  grass  shall  wave  above  my  breast, 

And  music  of  the  Sabbath  bells 
Shall  echo  o'er  the  place  of  rest 
Where  sleeps  the  Bard  ; 

O  !  then,  ye  lov'd  of  earth,  draw  near, 

And  shed,  where  blooms  the  flow'rets  wild, 
The  mourner's  tear  ! 
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\       D    U   E    A    M       OF       *   H    E        8   E   A  « 

Mkthought  in  a  storm  my  bark  went  down, 

A  thousand  miles  from  the  fair  green  shore; 
When  the  vivid  lightnings  showed  the  frown 

That  sullen  and  dark-brow'd  Midnight  wore. 
With  piercing  shriek,  or  with  bubbling  moan* 

All  slowly  sunk  in  the  deep,  save  me, 
And  left  me  on  billows  skyward  thrown, 

To  wrestle  alone  with  the  great  wide  sea ! 

*T  is  a  fearful  thing  when  the  wings  of  night 

Are  throwing  their  shadows  o'er  the  main, 
And  the  glance  of  the  Storm-King  takes  its  flight* 

Down,  down,  far  down  through  the  falling  rain ) 
To  ride  on  the  howling  Ocean's  breast, 

like  the  trembling  leaf  on  the  wintry  gale, 
And  hear  as  we  mount  on  each  billow's  crest) 

The  black-Wing'd  Tempest  o'er  us  sail ! 

'T  is  a  fearful  thing  on  the  deep  to  ride, 

When  no  succor  is  near,  no  hand  to  save* 
When  ghosts  of  pirates  are  by  your  side, 

And  shriek  in  your  ear  as  you  mount  each  wave* 
*T  is  a  fearful  thing,  when  the  lamps  of  night 

Are  all  blown  out  by  the  Storm-King's  breath, 
While  o'er  you  it  sweeps  to  meet  in  fight, 

On  his  own  black  field,  the  spectre  Death  I 

Methought  on  a  spar  I  was  tossed  about, 

Now  hurled  to  the  arch  of  the  murky  sky, 
Whence  wild  and  fierce  came  the  demon's  shout* 

Who  downward  gazed  with  vengeful  eye  ; 
Then  away,  far  down  in  the  vast  black  main, 

Which  roared  and  yawned  like  an  open  tomb* 
I  sank,  while  Horror  with  all  his  train 

Were  hovering  round  to  mock  my  doom ! 

Methought  when  the  rising  sun  looked  down 

On  the  cheek  of  his  bride,  the  fair  young  Day* 
Which  blushed  like  the  poet's,  when  bright  Renown 

Hath  pointed  him  out  to  the  world  for  aye ; 
Nothing  could  be  seen  but  the  wide  expanse 

Of  heaving  waters  wild  and  gray, 
And  in  despair  I  turned  my  glance, 

From  the  dreary,  sickening  sight  away ! 

For  weary  days  did  the  self-same  scene, 

The  lone  black  Night,  and  the  red  bright  Day* 
Madden  and  wring  me  with  anguish  keen, 

And  my  flesh  was  bleached  with  briny  spray ; 
Till  in  deep  despair  I  left  my  hold 

Of  the  faithful  spar,  and  sank  far  down, 
In  the  depths  of  ocean,  green  and  cold, 

Till  I  stood  in  the  streets  of  a  lovely  town* 
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A  city  beneath  the  deep,  deep  main, 

Which,  bending  above  it,  formed  a  sky 
Far  brighter  than  is  the  azure  stain 

Of  heaven  in  Beauty's  timid  eye. 
Its  stars  were  the  gems  that  sparkling  lie 

Unknown  in  the  depths  of  the  ocean  wide, 
And  its  clouds  were  fleets  that  daily  fly 

Before  the  gale,  o'er  the  dark-blue  tide. 

And  there  methought  were  gathered  all 

Whose  loss  had  dimmed  the  eyes  of  Love, 
And  a  countless  throng  on  me  did  call, 

To  ask  of  friends  in  the  world  above. 
The  young,  the  old,  the  bright  and  fair, 

Came  crowding  round  with  eager  gaze, 
All  anxious  in  the  news  to  share, 

And  to  hear  of  the  scenes  of  other  days. 

The  morning  with  its  eye  of  flame, 

Came  gazing  on  my  swinging  cot ; 
I  woke  from  my  sleep,  but  through  my  frame 

Thrilled  the  thought  that  can  never  be  forgot : 
A  thought  that  the  fair  cerulean  sky, 

On  which  we  gaze,  is  a  briny  sea, 
And  that  far  beyond  its  depths  doth  lie 

A  land  from  sin  and  sorrow  free !  E.  c  h«». 


11.  S.  Shop  Albany, 
At  Sea,  Aug.,  1847. 
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FROM      TBS      FHtMCE     <•»      UlRMUB. 


The  word  Ed  da,  as  applied  to  the  collection  of  songs  by  Scb- 
mund,  signifies  ancient,  and  may  possibly  have  been  derived  from 
Odda,  the  pleasant  retreat  to  which  the  poet  brought  the  results  of 
his  many  travels,  and  where  he  passed  his  life  in  philosophic  medi- 
tation. 

The  Edda  poems  are  divided  into  two  classes,  Mythological  and 
Historical.  The  first  contains  the  cosmogony  and  theogonic  dog- 
mas of  the  Scandinavians,  while  the  second  belongs  to  the  popular 
era  of  the  Kcemper-viser,  and  the  ballads  of  the  Niebelungen.  The 
former  presents  the  life  of  the  gods,  the  latter  recounts  the  exploits 
of  heroes.  The  one  is  filled  with  incessant  struggles  between  the 
principles  of  good  and  evil,  the  other  with  bloody  combats  and  im- 
placable revenge.  In  short,  one  is  the  dramatic  representation  of 
Valhalla,  the  other  that  of  the  world.  It  is  thus  that  the  Eddaa 
embrace  in  their  extended  range  the  whole  circle  of  ancient  mys- 
teries, from  the  thrones  of  the  giants  to  the  grottoes  of  the  fairies ; 
from  the  dark  abodes  of  Hell  a  to  the  splendid  halls  attended  by  the 
Valkyrias. 

It  is  impossible  to  assign  the  precise  date  at  which  these  poems 
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were  compiled ;  but  they  were  undoubtedly  composed  at  various 
times  and  places.  Their  peculiar  versification,  striking  metaphors, 
and  a  few  words  gathered  here  and  there,  furnish  the  sole  guide  to 
the  curious,  as  regards  their  origin.  It  is  known,  however,  that 
they  are  the  productions  of  the  Scalds,  and  were  chanted  in  the 
presence  of  ancient  kings,  as  well  as  at  national  feasts  and  popular 
assemblies.  Judged  by  their  phraseology  alone,  one  would  place 
their  origin  in  the  eighth  century ;  while  a  critical  examination  of 
their  structure,  and  especially  of  the  ideas  conveyed,  will  carry 
them  back  still  farther ;  and,  indeed,  to  the  emigration  of  the 
Asiatics  to  the  North.  The  first  in  order  of  the  chants  which 
compose  the  ancient  Edda,  is  the  Voluspa;  a  poem  of  a  strange, 
solemn  and  mysterious  character,  at  once  sad,  eloquent,  and  ob- 
scure. It  is  throughout  enigmatical  and  broken,  like  the  responses 
of  an  oracle.     It  is,  in  fact,  the  prophetic  mutterings  of  the  sybil. 

At  the  entrance  of  one  of  those  interminable  pine  forests,  so 
common  to  Scandinavia,  with  the  mysterious  ravens  hovering  above 
her  head,  and  surrounded  by  crowds  of  howling  wolves,  the  pro- 
phetess is  seated  on  her  tripod,  and  seeks  from  the  palpitating 
hearts  of  her  victims  the  responses  of  the  god.  Entranced  by  the 
celestial  presence,  her  whole  countenance  changes  its  appearance. 
Her  fearful  gaze  wanders  anxiously  around,  surveying  the  images 
she  has  invoked,  as  she  commences  her  wild  chant  of  chaos,  die 
birth  of  the  frost-giants,  and  the  combats  of  the  gods.  Ever  and 
anon  an  imperative  voice  is  heard  demanding :  '  Is  the  vision  yet 
complete  V  when  the  prophetess  apparently  revives,  and  sings  of 
the  origin  of  death,  the  abodes  of  the  condemned,  the  final  struggle 
of  evil  spirits,  and  the  destruction  of  the  world : 

*  At  the  birth  of  Time,  nothing  existed.  There  wai  neither  sea,  nor  tend,  nor  wind.  Earth  and 
any  were  not  apparent,  nor  did  the  least  vegetation  clothe  the  might?  abyss. 

'  The  sun  appeared  in  the  south,  and  the  moon  for  the  first  time  opened  the  Gates  of  Night ;  but 
tee  sun  knew  not  his  route,  nor  the  moon  her  true  position,  nor  hud  the  stars  a  place  assigned 
them. 

'  Then  the  gods  ascended  their  high  thrones,  and  met  in  council.  They  gave  a  name  to  night  and 
twilight  $  they  regulated  the  morning  hours  and  mid-day,  and  parcelled  oat  the  years. 

1  And  the  prophetess  knows  where  stands  the  tree  YgdrasiU  that  mighty  ash,  whose  white  roots 
embrace  the  world.  From  it  falls  dew,  covering  the  earth,  and  its  leaves  are  clothed  in  perpetual 
verdure. 

*  From  the  bosom  of  the  wsters  come  the  three  daughters  of  Wisdom,  snd  advance  beneath  this 
tree.  And  the  nsme  of  the  first  is  UftD,  of  the  second,  Vksdamdi,  of  the  third,  Skuld.  These  are 
those  who  regulate  man's  destiny. 

'  She  knows  too  where  the  trumpet  of  Hximdax.  is  concealed  amid  the  branches  of  the  celestial 
tree,  and  she  beholds  the  foaming  waters  of  the  River  of  Wisdom  roMing  swiftly  on  beneath  the 
glance  of  Allfaoki 

'One  day  she  was  seated  if  dha  mtrnnre  of  ber  nbnde,  and  beheld  upproech  ih*  might  ieti  of  tfio 
gods,  who  gazed  fixedly  upon  li-  r  Sen  extfaufteu  i  '  Whu  dp  fW  demand  from  met  1  know  that 
thou  art  Odin,  he  wh"M*  eju  is  daily  plunged  in  the  Well  «F  Mitner,  fed  bj  the  Stroma  of  Wwkun.* 

'And  the  sovereign  *>(  the  godi  g**«  her  ny»tte  ring*  and  Runic  *t«*e*,  with  the  farther  gift  of 
prophecy.    Her  sight  vm  pun  tied*  and  embraced  the  world. 

'She  saw  the  cruel  r'ac  reserved  for  Baldlr,  the  tan  ofOorft,  The  hruiidi  nf  the  tree  Itic  rented, 
and  thoagh  small,  ws.i  besuttfuh    It  became  a  i»urderaiie  swonlh  and  we*,  tiorm:  by  M  jndkil 

'  8oon  arose  the  son  of  Udin>  destined  to  avtnge  hit  brother,  Balder,  Ed  one  nLgL [  he  attained 
to  manhood,  oor  washed  lie  hm  face  or  painted  his  hair  until  he  temped  full  v*ugiti>nc«  on  the  tnur- 
aeter. 

*  And  the  voice  cried  :  *  See  you  ■iifht  e)i«7'  end  the  prophetess  answered  : 

'The  wolves  howl  in  thv  cavei  of  Goipa.  Their  chains  ere  broken,  «iut  the  wolves  are  free*  The 
prophetess  has  seen  Irani  ufar  the  d*cfin«  of  ibe  Empire  of  Htavfti,  and  the  fill  of  ell  the  fed*. 

'  Brothers  combat  with  each  other,  parent*  forret  the  toed*  which  bind  them  to  Ihfrtr  children, nod 
the  marriage* tie  is  rent  launder.  ThebuekJer*  of  the  warriors  ore  broken,  Th«  war-time  h*i  come  , 
the  season  of  wolves  mid  t^mpe*u  1 

'  Again  the  wolves  howl  in  tee  csves  ofGoipn*  Their  chains  ara  broker),  nod  the  wolves  are  free, 
Oa  one  side  advances  lira*.    The  ica  it  agitated,  and  the  serpants  swell  with  wrath.    The  angle 
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•creams  with  joy  or er  the  dead  bodioi  it  tears  in  pieces,  and  the  ship  Nag elfin*  fonts  out  upon  the 
waters. 

*  It  approaches  from  the  south.  The  sons  of  M trim  are  upon  it,  and  Loan  at  the  nela.  Tke 
race  of  monsters  have  associated  with  the  wolves,  and  Loss  is  their  leader. 

'Alas!  what  fete  is  reserved  tor  the  race  of  thoAsers!  What  will  be  the  destioy  of  the  Dves ! 
The  world  of  the  giants  is  filled  with  tuJnult.  The  Asers  assemble,  and  the)  dwerft  of  the  asimntaln 
groan  at  the  entrance  of  their  caverns. 

1  SuaTUB  comes  from  the  sooth,  and  brings  Conflagration  with  him.  His  burning  sword  Sashes  in 
the  air,  and  the  rocks  are  rent  asunder.  The  Teollbs  wander  about  anxiously,  and  men  hasten 
along  the  path  of  death. 

4  Tribulation  seises  the  heart  of  Hyuia  wheaOma  advcuoes  tomeetthonUghty  wolf.  The  con- 
queror of  Bcla  combats  with  8uktub.    Bat  the  husband  of  Fuooa  is  vanquished  in  the  battle. 

•  Then  advances  the  son  of  the  God  of  Victory,  the  powerful  Ynum,  to  straggle  with  the  wolf. 
With  one  hand  he  holds  him  fast,  while  the  other  plunges  a  sword  into  bis  heart. 

'  Thor,  too,  approaches,  the  son  of  Odin.  He  attacks  the  serpent  Midgerd,  and  destroys  him ; 
but  falling  back  nine  paces,  dies  himself  by  the  venom  of  the  monster. 

•  The  sun  is  clothed  in  darkness,  and  the  reeling  earth  sinks  beneath  the1  waters.  The  stars  aboet 
from  the  firmament,  and  the  flames  mount  even  to  the  skies. 

'  And  the  prophetess  beholds  a  new  earth,  beautiful  and  pleasant,  rising  from  the  >  seamen*  dm 
waters.  The  waves  retire  within  their  boundaries,  and  the  eagle  that  baa  taken  ink  from  tke  uaea- 
dows  flies  away  forever. 

4  The  Asers  reassemble  in  the  vales  of  Ida,  and  talk  concerning  the  destruction  of  the  work*.  They 
recall  the  heroic  deeds  of  the  past,  and  the  lessons  of  the  sovereign  god. 

*  They  find  also  upon  the  green  shores  of  the  new  world  the  wonderful  tablets  of  gold  which  dm 
first  of  the  gods  and  the  race  of  Fjoursm  possessed  before  the  birth  of  time. 

4  The  fields  are  covered  with  fruits,  which  spring  up  spontaneously.  Disease  is  banished  from  the 
earth ;  and  Balder,  returning,  dwells  with  his  brother  Hands*  in  the  palaces  of  Onor. 

'And  the  prophetess  beholds  the  halls  of  Glials,  covered  with  gold,  and  mere  briifiant  then  tke 
stars.   The  just  and  good  live  there,  and  their  happiness  extends  forever. 

4  From  the  lowest  abyss  of  darkness  rises  tke  dragon  Nidhuo,  bearing  with  kirn  tke  bodies  of  tke 
dead.    He  holds  his  course  across  the  vaJlies,  falls,  and  disappears.' 

The  songs  of  Wafthrunder,  Grinmer  and  Alvis  finish  the  Volttspa; 
but  they  are  little  more  than  new  representations  of  the  same  my- 
thological opinions.  In  the  first,  Odin  pays  a  visit  to  the  giant 
Wafthrunder,  and  discusses  various  questions  relative  to  the  earth, 
the  sun,  and  movement  of  the  planets.  In  the  second,  Odin,  under 
the  name  of  Grimner,  instructs  Girrod  as  to  the  stars,  heavenly 
bodies,  and  especially  Valhalla.  He  recounts  also  the  creation  of 
the  world,  and  the  transactions  of  the  gods.  This  song  enters 
much  into  details,  is  extremely  clear,  and  often  recurs  to  the  pecu- 
liar mythology  of  the  North.  Although  more  recent  than  some 
others,  it  still  dates  from  Pagan  times.  In  the  poem  of  Alvis,  the 
subject  descends  from  the  nature  and  attributes  of  the  gods  to  de- 
scribe one  of  those  imaginary  beings  to  whom  the  superstition  of 
the  age  attributed  so  many  mysterious  agencies.  The  dwarf  Alvis 
is  engaged  in  marriage  to  Thor's  daughter,  and  has  gone  to  seek 
her  for  the  consummation  of  his  nuptials.  Thor  meanwhile  ftp- 
pears,  and  forbids  the  ceremony,  until  the  dwarf  should  answer 
such  questions  as  he  asked  of  him.  He  inquires  particularly  as  to 
the  origin  of  night  and  day,  the  stars  and  elements.  Alvis  answers 
with  wonderful  accuracy  and  promptness.  Thor,  indeed,  pays  an 
Involuntary  homage  to  his  abilities,  and  repents  of  his  interference, 
when  the  day  suddenly  appears,  and  Alvis,  who.  as  a  dwarf  is 
forced  to  live  for  the  most  time  on  the  earth,  vanishes  with  the  first 
rays  of  the  morning  sun. 

By  the  side  of  this  symbolic  theogony  are  also  placed  the  moral 
and  prudential  maxims  of  the  Havamal;  a  poem  which  the  Scan- 
dinavians so  much  prized,  as  to  have  attributed  its  composition  to 
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Odin  himself.  It  is,  in  fact,  the  '  Book  of  Proverbs'  of  that  Solo- 
mon of  the  North  ;  a  complete  code  of  practical  life.  Each  strophe 
contains  a  sentence,  replete  with  that  popular  wisdom  so  character- 
istic of  the  maxims  of  all  nations.  It  is  certain  that  the  divinity 
which  framed  the  Havamal  did  not  do  so  in  the  entrenchments  of 
his  sanctuaries ;  but  descending  to  humanity,  and  mingling  with 
men,  fully  learned  their  customs  and  impulses,  and  appreciated 
their  wants,  weaknesses  and  vices.  He  beheld  the  Scandinavians 
bold  and  hardy  by  nature ;  consequently  he  has  not  greatly  recom- 
mended courage.  But  he  also  found  them  lovers  of  drink,  rash 
and  impetuous,  and  he  therefore  impressed  upon  them  the  blessings 
of  temperance,  and  the  necessity  of  acting  with  modesty  and  pru- 
dence. The  few  following  strophes  wijl  suffice  to  characterize  the 
poem : 

'Before  entering  the  house  of  mother,  look  carefully  on  all  sides  of  it,  for  who  knows  but  his 
enemies  are  concealed  there  f 

4  He  should  be  intelligent  who  travels  much.  At  home  ignorance  is  pardonable, but  he  who  knows 
Bothing,  is  the  subject  of  ridicule  among  instructed  men. 

'  It  is  wrong  to  make  a  vain  show  of  one's  talents :  they  should  be  rather  hidden.  Misfortunes  rarely 
overtake  him  who  conducts  himself  with  wisdom.    There  is  no  better  friend  than  a  good  judgment 

'Avoid  importuning  the  traveller  who  demands  your  hospitality.  He  will  naturally  say  muck 
without  interrogation,  but  he  first  needs  food  and  raiment. 

'Are  you  about  to  visit  an  unfaithful  friend?  Choose  the  most  winding  way  possible.  If  the 
contrary,  select  the  shortest 

'One's  own  house,  however  small,  is  better  than  a  hired  one.  Then  each  one  is  his  own  master. 
The  heart  bleeds  when  compelled  to  seek  nourishment  at  the  hands  of  another. 

•  In  my  youth  1  travelled  much,  and  esteemed  myself  fortunate  when  I  found  a  good  companion  ? 
for  sociability  constitutes  the  happiness  of  man. 

'  Stir  not  without  your  arms :  who  knows  whether,  at  some  point  of  the  journey,  (hey  may  not  be 
needed  1 

'One  should  return  affection  with  affection,  a  present  with  a  present  sarcasm  with  sarcasm,  and 
lies  with  falsehoods. 

'  One  cannot  reflect  too  much.  Intemperate  joy  seldom  enters  the  breast  of  him  who  is  instructed 
by  reflection. 

'  Fire-brands  kindle  each  other,  and  flame  adds  to  flame.  It  ia  in  mutual  intercourse  that  men  are 
known.    The  haughty  one  is  discovered  by  his  silence. 

'Our  friends  die;  our  flocks  obey  the  same  law  of  nature.  We  too  shall  die,  but  a  noble  heart 
dies  never. 

*  Happy  is  the  man  whose  own  hands  have  secured  bis  fortune,  for  reliance  on  the  generosity  of 
others  is  attended  with  uncertainly. 

'The  one  devoid  of  judgment  watchea  all  night  and  is  busied  about  nothing.  He  finds  himself 
fatigued  at  morning,  and  is  no  more  advanced  than  when  he  started. 

'There  is  no  greater  suffering,  than  discontent  with  one's  condition. 

'  Trust  not  your  secrets  to  the  wickod  ;  they  will  not  return  your  confidence. 

'  Have  you  a  firm  friend,  visit  him  often.    The  road  but  little  travelled  is  soon  choked  with  weeds. 

'Mock  not  the  aged.  Their  words  are  filled  with  instruction, and  wisdom  dwells  amid  the  wrinkles 
of  their  forehead. 

'The  tree  of  the  mountain  has  decayed.  It  has  no  longer  root  or  bark.  It  ia  loved  by  no  one. 
Why  should  it  still  live  ? 

'  Praise  the  beauty  of  the  day  when  it  has  past :  a  woman  when  she  is  dead  ;  a  young  girl  when 
bedded ;  a  sword  that  you  have  proved ;  ice  that  has  borne  you  safely;  and  ale  when  it  is  drunk.' 

The  Havamal  closes  with  an  enthusiastic  chant,  in  which  Odin 
Explains  magic  and  the  runic  mysteries. 

Next  in  order  come  the  symbolic  poems,  containing  recitals  of 
Xtvars  and  voyages.  They  are  in  short  a  species  of  epic  tales,  clothed 
i»  the  wild  imaginative  language  of  the  North.  Though  appearing 
^t  first  sight  like  so  many  extravagant  romances,  they  are  without 
*3oubt  (like  the  labors  of  Hercules  and  the  voyages  of  Isis,)  the  em- 
bodiment of  religious  mysteries,  nor  would  the  task  be  difficult  to 
^race  their  close  connexion  with  the  mysticisms  of  the  East. 

The  chants  consecrated  to  Thor  are  equally  curious  and  signifi- 
cant.    The  Scandinavian  poets  have  invented  the  most  wonderful 
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scenes,  for  the  purpose  of  displaying  the  qualities  of  this  their  god 
of  strength. 

It  is  related  that  on  one  occasion  the  whole  of  the  celestials  were 
invited  to  a  festival,  but  in  the  absence  of  nectar  their  drink  was  Co 
consist  only  of  weak  beer.  This  proposed  fete  was  unluckily  about 
to  be  abandoned,  for  want  of  a  sufficiently  large  cauldron  in  which 
to  prepare  the  beverage.  Great  indeed  was  the  consternation  of 
the  sons  of  Odin,  who  had  calculated  on  a  glorious  intoxication,  and 
in  its  place  had  nothing  but  the  prospect  of  a  return  to  the  meagre 
festivities  of  Vallhalla.  At  this  moment  of  general  sorrow  it  was 
recollected  by  Tyr  that  the  Giant  Thymer  possessed  a  vessel  of 
sufficient  capacity  for  the  purposed  entertainment.  On  this  sugges- 
tion hope  immediately  succeeded  to  the  mournful  anticipation,  and 
Thor,  in  company  with  Tyr,  was  despatched  on  the  truly  arduous 
duty  of  securing  the  desired  utensil.  The  wife  of  the  giant  received 
the  adventurers  with  trembling,  for  adorned  as  she  was  with  nine  hun- 
dred heads,  she  still  feared  the  temper  of  her  husband,  and  reflecting 
on  his  little  disposition  toward  hospitality,  she  at  once  concealed  the 
strangers  in  the  very  vessel  they  were  seeking.  In  a  short  time 
Hymer  returned  from  a  hunting  expedition,  and  cast  many  an  in* 
quisitive  glance,  as  Ogre-like,  he  scented  the  blood  of  the  visitants. 
He  immediately  commenced  traversing  the  various  apartments,  and 
carefully  raised  all  the  articles  of  furniture,  and  even  the  stone  pil- 
lars, till  at  last  he  discovered  Thor,  whom  he  regarded  with  a  fero- 
cious aspect.  He  was,  however,  finally  appeased  by  the  persuasion 
of  bis  wife,  and  assenting  that  the  stranger  should  remain  all  night, 
ordered  three  bullocks  to  be  killed  for  supper.  Thor  ate  a  whole 
one,  at  which  the  giant  was  no  less  astonished  than  enraged. 
In  the  morning  they  proceeded  together  on  a  fishing  excursion, 
when  Thor,  using  one  of  the  remaining  bullocks  as  a  bait,  succeeded 
in  catching  the  great  serpent  Midgard  which  surrounds  the  world. 
At  this  sight  the  giant  grew  pale  with  fear,  but  Thor,  stepping  npon 
the  head  of  the  monster,  gave  him  a  single  blow  with  his  hammer, 
at  which  the  sea  was  stirred  to  its  lowest  depths,  and  the  very 
mountains  trembled.  On  their  return  to  the  shore  the  giant,  sealous 
of  the  strength  of  Thor,  bringing  an  immense  mass  of  steel,  deled 
him  to  break  the  same  asunder.  The  god  cast  it  in  repeated  trials 
again 8 1  iron  and  rocks,  but  was  unable  to  destroy,  its  cobesion.  He 
finally  flung  it  with  a  powerful  effort  against  the  forehead  of  Hymer, 
who  sustained  the  shock  without  apparent  sensation  though  die 
4teel  was  shattered  into  fragments.  The  giant  now  determined  en 
a  new  experiment.  He  placed  his  guests  before  the  immense  caul- 
dron, and  demanded  if  they  were  able  to  carry  it  Tyr  essayed  in 
vain,  while  Thor,  laughing  at  the  same  time,  placed  it  on  his  heed 
as  a  helmet  and  walked  off  rapidly.  The  Giant  followed  with  a 
crowd  of  monsters  which  composed  his  body  gattrd,  but  Thor  over- 
came them  in  succession,  and  finally  placed  his  burden  triumphantly 
in  the  assembly  of  the  gods. 

One  morning  on  rising,  Thor  discovered  that  be  bad  lost  hk  ham- 
mer;  that  wonderful  instrument,  with  which  be  exterminated  nson- 
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village ;  Shaw's  assumption  of  the  medical  character  giving  us  a 
fair  pretext.  As  a  sample  of  the  rest  I  will  describe  one  of  these 
visits.  The  sun  had  just  set,  and  the  horses  were  driven  into  the 
corral.  The  Prairie  Cock,  a  noted  beau,  came  in  at  the  gate  with  a 
bevy  of  young  girls,  with  whom  he  began  a  dance  in  the  area,  lead- 
ing them  round  and  round  in  a"  circle,  while  he  jerked  up  from 
his  chest  a  succession  of  monotonous  sounds,  to  which  they  kept 
time  in  a  rueful  chant.  Outside  the  gate,  some  dozen  of  boys 
and  young  men  were  idly  frolicking ;  and  close  by,  looking  grimly 
upon  them,  stood  a  warrior  in  his  robe,  with  his  face  painted  jet 
black,  in  token  that  he  had  lately  taken  a  Pawnee  scalp.  Passing 
these,  the  tall  dark  lodges  rose  between  us  and  the  red  western  sky. 
We  repaired  at  once  to  the  lodge  of  Old  Smoke  himself.  It  was 
by  no  means  better  than  the  others ;  indeed,  it  was  rather  shabby ; 
for  in  this  democratic  community  the  chief  never  assumes  superior 
state.  Smoke  sat  cross-legged  on  a  buffalo-robe,  and  his  grunt  of 
salutation  as  we  entered,  was  unusually  cordial,  out  of  respect  no 
doubt  to  Shaw's  medical  character.  Seated  around  the  lodge  were 
several  squaws,  and  an  abundance  of  children.  The  complaint  of 
Shaw's  patients  was  for  the  most  part  a  severe  inflammation  of  the 
eyes,  occasioned  by  exposure  to  the  sun,  a  species  of  disorder  which 
he  treated  with  some  success.  He  had  brought  with  him  a  homoso- 
pathic  medicine-chest,  and  was,  I  presume,  the  first  who  introduced 
that  harmless  system  of  treatment  among  the  Ogillallah.  No  sooner 
had  a  robe  been  spread  at  the  head  of  the  lodge  for  our  accommo- 
dation, and  wc  had  seated  ourselves  upon  it,  than  a  patient  made  her 
appearance;  the  chief's  daughter  herself,  who, to  do  her  justice, 
was  the  best-looking  girl  in  the  village.  Being  on  excellent  terms 
with  the  physician,  she  placed  herself  readily  under  his  hands,  and 
submitted  with  a  good  grace  to  his  applications,  laughing  in  his  face 
during  the  whole  process,  for  a  squaw  hardly  knows  how  to  smile. 
This  case  despatched,  another  of  a  different  kind  succeeded.  A 
hideous  emaciated  old  woman  sat  in  the  darkest  corner  of  the  lodge 
rocking  to  and  fro  with  pain,  and  hiding  her  eyes  from  the  light  by 
pressing  the  palms  of  both  hands  against  her  face.  At  Smoke's 
command,  she  came  forward,  very  unwillingly,  and  exhibited  a  pair 
of  eyes  that  had  nearly  disappeared  from  excess  of  inflammation. 
No  sooner  had  the  doctor  fastened  his  gripe  upon  her,  than  she  set 
up  a  dismal  moaning  and  writhed  so  in  his  grasp  that  he  lost  all  pa- 
tience, but  being  resolved  to  carry  his  point,  he  succeeded  at  last  in 
applying  his  favorite  remedies. 

'  It  is  strange,'  he  said,  when  the  operation  was  finished,  'that  I 
forgot  to  bring  any  Spanish  flies  with  me ;  we  must  have  something 
here  to  answer  for  a  counter-irritant !' 

So,  in  the  absence  of  better,  he  seized  upon  a  red-hot  brand  from 
the  fire,  and  clapped  it  against  the  temple  of  the  old  squaw,  who  set 
up  an  unearthly  howl,  at  which  the  rest  of  the  family  broke  out  into 
a  laugh. 

During  these  medical  operations,  Smoke's  oldest  squaw  entered 
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the  lodge,  with  a  sort  of  stone  mallet  in  her  hand.  I  had  observed 
some  time  before  a  litter  of  well-grown  black  puppies,  comfortably 
nestled  among  some  buffalo-robes  at  one  side  ;  but  this  new-comer 
speedily  disturbed  their  enjoyment ;  for  seizing  one  of  them  by  the 
hind  paw,  she  dragged  him  out,  and  carrying  him  to  the  entrance  of 
the  lodge,  hammered  him  on  the  head  till  she  killed  him.  Being 
quite  conscious  to  what  this  preparation  tended,  I  looked  through 
a  hole  in  the  back  of  the  lodge  to  see  the  next  steps  of  the  process. 
The  squaw,  holding  the  puppy  by  the  legs,  was  swinging  him  to  and 
fro,  through  the  blaze  of  a  fire  ;  until  the  hair  was  singed  off.  This 
done,  she  unsheathed  her  knife  and  cut  him  into  small  pieces  which 
she  dropped  into  a  kettle  to  boil.  In  a  few  moments  a  large  wooden 
dish  was  set  before  us,  filled  with  this  delicate  preparation.  We 
felt  conscious  of  the  honor.  A  dog-feast  is  tfie  greatest  compliment 
a  Dahcotah  can  offer  to  his  guest ;  and  knowing  that  to  refuse  eating 
would  be  an  affront,  we  attacked  the  little  dog,  and  devoured  him 
before  the  eyes  of  his  unconscious  parent.  Smoke  in  the  mean  time 
was  preparing  his  great  pipe.  It  was  lighted  when  we  had  finished 
our  repast,  and  we  passed  it  from  one  to  another  till  the  bowl  was 
empty.  This  done,  we  took  our  leave  without  farther  ceremony, 
knocked  at  the  gate  of  the  fort,  and  after  making  ourselves  known, 
were  admitted  within. 

The  reader  will  not  have  forgotten  our  comrades  whom  we  so 
basely  ran  away  from  on  the  south  fork  of  the  Platte.  One  morn- 
ing, about  a  week  after  reaching  Fort  Laramie,  we  were  holding 
our  customary  Indian  levee,  when  a  bustle  in  the  area  below  an- 
nounced a  new  arrival ;  and  looking  down  from  our  balcony,  I  saw 
a  familiar  red  beard  and  moustache  in  the  gate-way.  They  belonged 
to  the  captain,  who  with  his  party  had  just  crossed  the  stream.  We 
met  the  captain  on  the  stairs  as  he  came  up,  and  congratulated  him 
on  the  safp  arrival  of  himself  and  his  devoted  companions.  But 
he  remembered  our  treachery,  and  was  grave  and  dignified  accord- 
ingly ;  a  tendency  which  increased  as  he  observed  on  our  part  a  dis- 
position to  laugh  at  him.  After  remaining  an  hour  or  two  at  the 
fort,  he  rode  away  with  his  friends,  and  we  have  heard  nothing  of 

him  since.     As  for  R ,  he  kept  carefully  aloof.     It  was  but  too 

evident  that  we  had  the  unhappiness  to  have  forfeited  the  kind  re- 
gards of  our  London  fellow-traveller. 


M  O  N  U  M  E'N  T  A  L     INSCRIPTION. 

When  low  and  lone  in  the  silent  dells 

The  grass  shall  wave  above  my  breast, 
And  music  of  the  Sabbath  bells 

Shall  echo  o'er  the  place  of  rest 

Where  sleeps  the  Bard  ; 
O  !  then,  ye  lov'd  of  earth,  draw  near, 
And  shed,  where  blooms  the  flow'reta  wild, 

The  mourner's  tear ! 
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l        1>    It    L    A    H        P    f        T    Hi        SKA. 

Methougiit  m  a  storm  my  bark  went  down, 

A  thousand  miles  from  the  fair  green  shore,. 
When  the  vivid  lightnings  showed  the  frown 

That  sullen  and  dark-brow'd  Midnight  ware. 
With  piercing  shriFk,  or  with  bubbling  moaq, 

All  slowly  sunk  in  the  deep,  save  me, 
And  left  me  on  billows  skyward  thrown | 

To  wrestle  alone  with  the  great  wide  sea ! 

*T  is  a  fearful  thing  when  the  wings  of  night 

Are  throwing  their  shadows  o'er  the  main* 
And  the  glance  of  the  Storm- Kin g  takes  its  {tight* 

Down,  down*  far  down  through  the  falling"  rain  \ 
To  ride  on  the  howling  Ocean's  breast, 

Like  the  trembling  leaf  on  the  wintry  gule. 
And  hear  as  we  mount  on  each  billow's  crest* 

The  black* win g'd  Tempest  o'er  us  sail  I 

*T  is  a  fearful  thing  on  the  deep  to  ride, 

When  no  succor  is  near,  no  hand  to  save, 
When  ghosts  of  pirates  are  by  your  side, 

And  shriek  in  your  ear  as  you  mount  each  wave* 
'T  is  a  fearful  thing,  when  the  lamps  of  night 

Are  all  blown  out  by  the  Storm-Ring's  breath* 
While  o'er  you  it  sweeps  to  meet  in  fight, 

On  his  own  black  field,  the  spectre  Death  ! 

Methought  on  a  spar  1  was  tossed  about. 

Now  hurled  to  the  arch  of  the  murky  sky. 
Whence  wild  and  fierce  came  the  demon's  shout. 

Who  downward  gazed  with  vengeful  eye  ; 
Then  sway,  fsr  down  in  the  vast  black  main, 

Which  roared  and  yawned  like  an  open  tomb* 
I  sank,  white  Horror  with  all  his  train 

Were  hovering  round  to  mock  my  doom  I 

Methought  when  the  rising  sun  looked  down 

On  the  cheek  of  his  bride,  the  fair  young  Bay, 
Which  blushed  like  the  poet's,  when  bright  Renown 

Hath  pointed  him  out  to  the  world  for  aye  ; 
Nothing  could  be  seen  but  the  wide  expanse 

Of  heaving  waters  wild  and  gray, 
And  in  despair  I  turned  my  glance. 

From  the  dreary,  sickeniog  sight  away  ! 

For  weary  days  die 

The  lone  black 
Madden  and  wrin§ 

And  my  flesh  w 
Till  in  deep  despai 

Of  the  frstKfai « 
In  the  de 

Till] 
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A  city  beneath  the  deep,  deep  main, 

Which,  bending  above  it,  formed  a  sky 
Far  brighter  than  is  the  azure  stain 

Of  heaven  in  Beauty's  timid  eye. 
Its  stars  were  the  gems  that  sparkling  lie 

Unknown  in  the  depths  of  the  ocean  wide, 
And  its  clouds  were  fleets  that  daily  fly 

Before  the  gale,  o'er  the  dark -blue  tide. 

And  there  methought  were  gathered  all 

Whose  loss  had  dimmed  the  eyes  of  Love, 
And  a  countless  throng  on  me  did  call, 

To  ask  of  friends  in  the  world  above. 
The  young,  the  old,  the  bright  and  fair, 

Came  crowding  round  with  eager  gaze, 
All  anxious  in  the  news  to  share, 

And  to  hear  of  the  scenes  of  other  days. 

The  morning  with  its  eye  of  flame, 

Came  gazing  on  my  swinging  cot ; 
I  woke  from  my  sleep,  but  through  my  frame 

Thrilled  the  thought  that  can  never  be  forgot : 
A  thought  that  the  fair  cerulean  sky, 

On  which  we  gaze,  is  a  briny  sea, 
And  that  far  beyond  its  depths  doth  lie 

A  land  from  sin  and  sorrow  free  !  E.  c  bim. 

U.  8.  Sloop  Albany,  I 
At  S*a,  Aug.,  1847.    J 
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trou    thi    ynkv<u    or    varmiku. 


The  word  Edda,  as  applied  to'  the  collection  of  songs  by  Sa> 
mund,  signifies  ancient,  and  may  possibly  have  been  derived  from 
Oddat  the  pleasant  retreat  to  which  the  poet  brought  the  results  of 
his  many  travels,  and  where  he  passed  his  life  in  philosophic  medi- 
tation. 

The  Edda  poems  are  divided  into  two  classes,  Mythological  and 
Historical.  .The  first  contains  the  cosmogony  and  theogonic  dog- 
mas of  the  Scandinavians,  while  the  second  belongs  to  the  popular 
era  of  the  Kcemper-viserr  and  the  ballads  of  the  Niebelungen.  The 
former  presents  the  life  of  the  gods,  the  latter  recounts  the  exploit* 
of  heroes.  The  one  is  filled  with  incessant  struggles  between  the 
principles  of  good  and  evil,  the  other  with  bloody  combats  and  im- 
placable revenge.  In  short*  one  is  the  dramatic  representation  of 
V  alhalla,  the  other  that  of  the  world.  It  is  thus  that  the  Eddas 
embrace  in  their  extended  range  the  whole*  circle  of  ancient  mys- 
teries, from  the  thrones  of  the  giants  to  the  grottoes  of  the  fairies; 
from  the  dark  abodes  of  Hella  to  the  splendid  halls  attended  by  the 
Valkyrias. 

It  w  impossible  to  assign  the  precise  date  at  which  theft  po*8* 
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were  compiled ;  but  they  were  undoubtedly  composed  at  various 
times  and  places.  Their  peculiar  versification,  striking  metaphors, 
and  a  few  words  gathered  here  and  there,  furnish  the  sole  guide  to 
the  curious,  as  regards  their  origin.  It  is  known,  however,  that 
they  are  the  productions  of  the  Scalds,  and  were  chanted  in  the 
presence  of  ancient  kings,  as  well  as  at  national  feasts  and  popular 
assemblies.  Judged  by  their  phraseology  alone,  one  would  place 
their  origin  in  the  eighth  century ;  while  a  critical  examination  of 
their  structure,  and  especially  of  the  ideas  conveyed,  will  carry 
them  back  still  farther;  and,  indeed,  to  the  emigration  of  the 
Asiatics  to  the  North.  The  first  in  order  of  the  chants  which 
compose  the  ancient  Edda,  is  the  Voluspa;  a  poem  of  a  strange, 
solemn  and  mysterious  character,  at  once  sad,  eloquent,  and  ob- 
scure. It  is  throughout  enigmatical  and  broken,  like  the  responses 
of  an  oracle.     It  is,  in  fact,  the  prophetic  mutterings  of  the  sybil. 

At  the  entrance  of  one  of  those  interminable  pine  forests,  so 
common  to  Scandinavia,  with  the  mysterious  ravens  hovering  above 
ber  head,  and  surrounded  by  crowds  of  howling  wolves,  the  pro- 
phetess is  seated  on  her  tripod,  and  seeks  from  the  palpitating 
hearts  of  her  victims  the  responses  of  the  god.  Entranced  by  the 
celestial  presence,  her  whole  countenance  changes  its  appearance. 
Her  fearful  gaze  wanders  anxiously  around,  surveying  the  images 
she  has  invoked,  as  she  commences  her  wild  chant  of  chaos,  the 
birth  of  the  frost-giants,  and  the  combats  of  the  gods.  Ever  and 
anon  an  imperative  voice  is  heard  demanding:  'Is  the  vision  yet 
complete  V  when  the  prophetess  apparently  revives,  and  sings  of 
the  origin  of  death,  the  abodes  of  the  condemned,  the  final  struggle 
of  evil  spirits,  and  the  destruction  of  the  world : 

'  At  the  birth  of  Time,  nothing  existed.  There  was  neither  sea,  aor  tend,  nor  wind.  Earth  and 
sky  were  not  apparent,  nor  did  the  least  vegetation  clothe  the  mif  hty  abyss. 

*  The  sun  appeared  in  the  south,  and  the  moon  for  the  first  time  opened  the  Gates  of  Night ;  bat 
the  sun  knew  not  his  route,  nor  the  moon  her  true  position,  nor  had  the  stars  a  place  assigned 
thee*. 

'Then  the  gods  ascended  their  high  thrones,  and  met  in  council.  They  gave  a  name  to  night  and 
twilight  i  they  regulated  the  morning  hours  and  mid-day,  and  parcelled  out  the  years. 

*  And  the  prophetess  knows  where  stands  the  tree  xgdrasil,  that  mighty  ash,  whose  white  roots 
embrace  the  world.  Prom  it  mils  dew,  covering  the  earth,  and  its  leaves  art  clothed  in  perpetual 
verdure. 

*  From  the  bosom  of  the  waters  come  the  three  daughters  of  Wisdom,  and  advance  beneath  this 
tree.  And  the  name  of  the  first  is  Ubd,  of  the  second,  Vxxdandi,  of  the  third,  Skuld.  These  are 
those  who  regulate  man's  destiny. 

*  She  knows  too  where  the  trumpet  of  Hkusdal  is  concealed  amid  the  branches  of  the  celestial 
tree,  and  she  beholds  the  foaming  waters  of  the  River  of  Wisdom  rolling  swiftly  on  beneath  the 
glance  of  Aluadkb. 

•One  day  she  was  seated  at  the  entrance  of  her  abode,  and  beheld  approach  the  mightiest  of  the 
gods,  who  gaaed  fixedly  upon  her.  She  exclaimed :  *  What  do  you  demand  from  mef  1  know  that 
thou  an  Oouf,  he  whose  eye  is  daily  plunged  in  the  Well  of  Mimer,  fed  by  the  Stream  of  Wisdom.* 

'  Aad  the  sovereign  nf  the  gods  gave  her  mystic  riogs  and  Runic  staves,  with  the  farther  gift  of 
prophecy.    Her  sight  was  purified,  and  embraced  the  world. 

*  She  saw  the  cruel  fate  reserved  for  Baldbx,  the  son  of  Odin.  The  branch  of  the  tree  increased, 
and  though  small,  was  beautiful.    It  became  a  murderous  sword,  and  was  borne  by  Hands*. 

'  Soon  arose  the  son  of  Odin,  destined  to  avenge  his  brother,  Baldul  In  one  night  he  attained 
to  manhood,  nor  washed  he  his  face  or  painted  his  hair  until  he  reaped  full  vengeance  on  the  mux- 

*  And  the  voice  cried :  '  See  you  aught  else  V  end  the  prophetess  answered : 
'  The  wolves  howl  in  the  caves  of  unipa.    Their  chains  are  broken,  and  the  wolves  are  free.    The 


prophetess  has  seen  from  afar  the  decline  of  the  Empire  of  Heaven,  aad  the  fall  of  all  the  gods. 

*  Brothers  combat  with  each  other,  parents  forget  the  bonds  whieh  bind  them  to  their  children,  end 
the  marriage-tie  is  rent  asunder.  The  bucklers  of  the  warriors  are  broken.  The  war-time  has  come ; 
the  season  of  wolves  and  tempests! 

'Again  the  wolves  howl  in  the  caves  of  Onlpa.  Their  ehaine  are  broke*,  and  the  waives  are  free. 
On  owe  aid*  advances  Htim.   The  aea  la  agitated,  aad  the  serpents  swell  mttk  wrath.    The  tafia 
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•creams  with  joy  over  the  dead  bodies  it  tear*  in  pieces,  and  the  ship  Nag  ©Mar*  floats  out  apoa  tat 
waters. 

'  It  approaches  from  the  south.  The  sons  of  Muspbl  are  upon  it,  and  Loki  at  the  halm.  The 
race  of  monsters  hare  associated  with  the  wolves,  and  Loki  is  their  leader. 

*  Alas  I  what  fate  is  reserved  for  the  race  of  the  Asers !  What  will  be  the  desttoy  of  the  Elves ! 
The  world  of  the  giants  is  filled  with  tumult.  The  Asers  assemble,  and  the  dwarfs  at  the  meoatsia 
groan  at  the  entrance  of  their  caverns. 

•SxJETum  comes  from  the  south,  and  brings  Conflagration  with  him.  His  burning  sword  iaifrir  in 
the  air,  and  the  rocks  are  rent  asunder.  The  Trollu  wander  about  aaxiously,  and  men  hastsa 
along  the  path  of  death. 

*  Tribulation  seizes  the  heart  of  Hylna  when  Odim  advances  to  meet  the  mighty  wolf.  The  con- 
queror of  Bela  combats  with  Surtur.    But  the  husband  of  Frigoa  if  vanquished  in  the  battle. 

•Then  advances  the  son  of  the  God  of  Victory,  the  powerful  Vidab,  to  struggle  with  the  wait 
With  one  hand  he  holds  him  fast,  while  the  other  plunges  a  sword  into  his  heart 

*  Thor,  too,  approaches,  the  son  of  Odin.  He  attacks  the  serpent  Midgard,  and  destroys  bin ; 
but  falling  back  nine  paces,  dies  himself  by  the  venom  of  the  monster. 

*  The  son  is  clothed  in  darkness,  and  the  reeling  earth  sinks  beneath  the  waters.  The  stars  shoot 
from  the  firmament,  and  the  flames  mount  even  to  the  skies. 

*  And  the  prophetess  beholds  a  new  earth,  beautiful  and  pleasant,  rising  from  the  bosom  of  us 
waters.  The  waves  retire  within  their  boundaries,  and  the  eagle  that  has  taken  fish  from  the  mea- 
dows flies  away  forever. 

*  The  Asers  reassemble  in  the  vales  of  Ida,  and  talk  concerning  the  destruction  of  the  world.  Tbey 
recall  the  heroic  deeds  of  the  past,  and  the  lersous  of  the  sovereign  god. 

'  They  find  also  upon  the  green  shores  of  the  new  world  the  wonderful  tablets  of  gold  which  us 
first  of  the  gods  and  the  race  of  Fjolnbr  possessed  before  the  birth  of  time 

'  The  fields  are  covered  with  fruits,  which  spring  up  spontaneously.  Disease  is  banished  from  the 
earth ;  and  Balder,  returning,  dwells  with  his  brother  Haicder  io  the  palaces  of  Odin. 

'And  the  prophetess  beholds  the  halls  of  Gisnla,  covered  with  gold,  and  more  brilliant  thaa  me 
stars.    The  just  and  good  live  there,  and  their  happiness  extends  forever. 

'  From  the  lowest  abyss  of  darkness  rises  the  dragon  Nidhuo,  bearing  with  him  the  bodies  of  the 
dead.    He  holds  his  course  across  the  Tallies,  falls,  and  disappears.' 

Tbe  songs  of  Wafthrunder,  Grinmer  and  Alvis  finish  the  Voluspa; 
but  they  are  little  more  than  new  representations  of  the  same  my- 
thological opinions.  In  the  first,  Odin  pays  a  visit  to  the  giant 
Wafthrunder,  and  discusses  various  questions  relative  to  the  earth, 
the  sun,  and  movement  of  the  planets.  In  the  second,  Odin,  under 
the  name  of  Grimner,  instructs  Girrod  as  to  the  stars,  heavenly 
bodies,  and  especially  Valhalla.  He  recounts  also  the  creation  of 
the  world,  and  the  transactions  of  the  gods.  This  song  enters 
much  into  details,  is  extremely  clear,  and  often  recurs  to  the  pecu- 
liar mythology  of  the  North.  Although  more  recent  than  some 
others,  it  still  dates  from  Pagan  times.  In  the  poem  of  Alvis,  the 
subject  descends  from  the  nature  and  attributes  of  the  gods  to  de- 
scribe one  of  those  imaginary  beings  to  whom  the  superstition  of 
the  age  attributed  so  many  mysterious  agencies.  The  dwarf  Alvis 
is  engaged  in  marriage  to  Thor's  daughter,  and  has  gone  to  seek 
her  tor  the  consummation  of  his  nuptials.  Thor  meanwhile  ap- 
pears, and  forbids  the  ceremony,  until  the  dwarf  should  answer 
such  questions  as  he  asked  of  him.  He  inquires  particularly  as  to 
the  origin  of  night  and  day,  the  stars  and  elements.  Alvis  answers 
with  wonderful  accuracy  and  promptness.  Thor,  indeed,  pays  so 
involuntary  homage  to  his  abilities,  and  repents  of  his  interference, 
when  the  day  suddenly  appears,  and  Alvis,  who  as  a  dwarf  is 
forced  to  live  for  the  most  time  on  the  earth,  vanishes  with  the, fir** 
rays  of  the  morning  sun. 

By  the  side  of  this  symbolic  theogony  are  also  placed  the  moral 
and  prudential  maxims  of  the  Havamal;  a  poem  which  the  Scan- 
dinavians so  much  prized,  as  to  have  attributed  its  composition  to 

*  Tail  skip  was  constructed  from  the  vails  of  dead  men.  lu  completfoe  heralded  the  destnrti* 
at  theworhL-TR. 
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Odin  himself.  It  is,  in  fact,  the  '  Book  of  Proverbs'  of  that  Solo- 
mon of  the  North  ;  a  complete  code  of  practical  life.  Each  strophe 
contains  a  sentence,  replete  with  that  popular  wisdom  so  character- 
istic'of  the  maxims  of  all  nations.  It  is  certain  that  the  divinity 
which  framed  the  Havamal  did  not  do  so  in  the  entrenchments  of 
his  sanctuaries ;  but  descending  to  humanity,  and  mingling  with 
men,  fully  learned  their  customs  and  impulses,  and  appreciated 
their  wants,  weaknesses  and  vices.  He  beheld  the  Scandinavians 
bold  and  hardy  by  nature ;  consequently  he  has  not  greatly  recom- 
mended courage.  But  he  also  found  them  lovers  of  drink,  rash 
and  impetuous,  and  he  therefore  impressed  upon  them  the  blessings 
of  temperance,  and  the  necessity  of  acting  with  modesty  and  pru- 
dence. The  few  following  strophes  will  suffice  to  characterize  the 
poem : 

•  Bkfobb  entering  the  house  of  another,  look  carefully  on  all  sides  of  it,  for  who  knows  but  his 
enemies  are  concealed  there  1 

'  He  should  be  iotrllujent  who  travels  much.  At  home  ignorance  is  pardonable,  but  he  who  knows 
nothing,  m  the  subject  of  ridicule  among  inatructed  men. 

•  It  is  wrong  to  make  a  vain  show  of  one's  ta>at* :  they  should  be  rather  hidden.  Misfortunes  rarely 
ovortake  him  who  conducts  hinuclf  with  wisdom.    There  i»  no  better  friend  than  a  good  judgment 

'Avoid  importuning  the  traveller  who  demands  your  hospitality.  He  will  naturally  say  moeh 
without  interrogation,  but  he  first  needs  food  and  raiment. 

'Are  you  about  to  vi*it  au  unfaithful  friend  1  Choose  the  most  winding  way  possible.  If  the 
contrary ,  select  the  shortest 

'  Oue's  own  boute,  however  small,  is  better  than  a  hired  one.  Then  each  one  is  his  own  master. 
The  heart  bleeds  when  compelled  t-»  »«-ek  nourishment  at  the  hands  of  another. 

•  In  my  youth  I  travelled  much,  aud  esteemed  myself  fortunate  when  I  found  a  good  companion; 
for  sociability  constitute*  tuo  happiness  of  man. 

•  Stir  not  without  your  arms :  who  knows  whether,  at  some  point  of  the  Journey,  they  may  not  be 
needed? 

•  One  thould'  return  affection  with  affection,  a  present  with  a  present,  sareasm  with  sarcasm,  and 
lies  with  falsehoods. 

4  One  cannot  reflect  too  much.  Intemperate  joy  seldom  enters  the  breast  of  him  who  is  instructed 
by  reflection. 

•  Fire-brands  kindle  each  other,  and  flame  adds  to  flame.  It  is  in  mutual  intercourse  that  men  are 
known.    The  haughty  one  is  discovered  by  his  silence. 

'Our  friends  die;  our  flocks  obey  the  same  law  of  nature.  We  too  shall  die,  but  a  noble  heart 
dies  never. 

•  Happy  is  the  man  whose  own  hands  have  secured  his  fortune,  for  reliance  on  the  generosity  of 
others  is  attended  with  uncertainly. 

4  The  one  devoid  of  judgment  watobes  alt  night  and  is  busied  about  nothing.  He  finds  himself 
fatigued  at  morning,  and  is  uo  more  advanced  than  when  he  started. 

'There  is  no  greater  suffering,  than  discontent  with  one's  condition. 

'Trust  not  your  secrets  to  the  wickod ;  they  will  not  return  your  confidence. 

'  Have  you  a  firm  friend,  visit  him  oft  on.    The  road  hut  little  travelled  is  soon  choked  with  weeds. 

'Mock  not  the  aged.  Their  words  are  filled  with  instruction, and  wisdom  dwells  amid  the  wrinkles 
of  their  forehead. 

'The  tree  of  the  mountain  has  decayed.  It  has  no  longer  root  or  bark.  It  is  loved  by  no  one. 
Why  should  it  still  live  ? 

'  Praise  the  beauty  of  the  day  when  it  has  past ;  a  woman  when  sho  is  dead  ;•  a  young  girl  when 
wedded  *,  a  sword  that  you  have  proved ;  ice  that  has  borne  you  safely  \  and  ale  when  it  is  drunk.' 

The  Havamal  closes  with  an  enthusiastic  chant,  in  which  Odin 
explains  magic  and  the  runic  mysteries. 

Next  in  order  come  the  symbolic  poems,  containing  recitals  of 
wars  and  voyages.  They  are  in  short  a  species  of  epic  tales,  clothed 
in  the  wild  imaginative  language  of  the  North.  Though  appearing 
at  first  sight  like  so  many  extravagant  romances,  they  are  without 
doubt  (like  the  labors  of  Hercules  and  the  voyages  of  Isis,)  the  em- 
bodiment of  religious  mysteries,  nor  would  the  task  be  difficult  to 
trace  their  close  connexion  with  the  mysticisms  of  the  East 

The  chants  consecrated  to  Thor  are  equally  curious  and  signifi- 
cant.   The  Scandinavian  poets  have  invented  the  most  wonderful 
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scenes,  for  the  purpose  of  displaying  the  qualities  of  this  their  god 
of  strength. 

It  is  related  that  on  one  occasion  the  whole  of  the  celestials  were 
invited  to  a  festival,  but  in  the  absence  of  nectar  their  drink  was  to 
consist  only  of  weak  beer.     This  proposed  f&te  was  unluckily  about 
to  be  abandoned,  for  want  of  a  sufficiently  large  cauldron  in  which 
to  prepare  the  beverage.     Great  indeed  was  the  consternation  of 
the  sons  of  Odin,  who  had  calculated  on  a  glorious  intoxication,  and 
in  its  place  had  nothing  but  the  prospect  of  a  return  to  the  meagre 
festivities  of  Vallhalla.     At  this  moment  of  general  sorrow  it  was 
recollected  by  Tyr  that  the  Giant  Thymer  possessed  a  vessel  of 
sufficient  capacity  for  the  purposed  entertainment     On  this  sugges- 
tion hope  immediately  succeeded  to  the  mournful  anticipation,  and 
Thor,  in  company  with  Tyr,  was  despatched  on  the  truly  arduous 
duty  of  securing  the  desired  utensil.     The  wife  of  the  giant  received 
the  adventurers  with  trembling,  for  adorned  as  she  was  with  nine  hun- 
dred heads,  she  still  feared  the  temper  of  her  husband,  and  reflecting 
on  his  little  disposition  toward  hospitality,  she  at  once  concealed  the 
strangers  in  the  very  vessel  they  were  seeking.     In  a  short  time 
Hymer  returned  from  a  hunting  expedition,  and  cast  many  an  in- 
quisitive glance,  as  Ogre-like,  he  scented  the  blood  of  the  visitants. 
He  immediately  commenced  traversing  the  various  apartments,  and 
carefully  raised  all  the  articles  of  furniture,  and  even  the  stone  pil- 
lars, till  at  last  he  discovered  Thor,  whom  he  regarded  with  a  fero- 
cious aspect.     He  was,  however,  finally  appeased  by  the  persuasion 
of  his  wife,  and  assenting  that  the  stranger  should  remain  all  night, 
ordered  three  bullocks  to  be  killed  for  supper.     Thor  ate  a  whole 
one,  at  which   the  giant   was  no    less  astonished  than   enraged. 
In  the  morning  they  proceeded  together  on  a  fishing  excursion, 
when  Thor,  using  one  of  the  remaining  bullocks  as  a  bait,  succeeded 
in  catching  the  great  serpent  Midgard  which  surrounds  the  world. 
At  this  sight  the  giant  grew  pale  with  fear,  but  Thor,  stepping  upon 
the  head  of  the  monster,  gave  him  a  single  blow  with  his  hammer, 
at  which  the  sea  was  stirred  to  its  lowest  depths,  and  the  very 
mountains  trembled.     On  their  return  to  the  shore  the  giant,  zealous 
of  the  strength  of  Thor,  bringing  an  immense  mass  of  steel,  de6ed 
him  to  break  the  same  asunder.     The  god  cast  it  in  repeated  trials 
against  iron  and  rocks,  but  was  unable  to  destroy  its  cooesion.    He 
finally  flung  it  with  a  powerful  effort  against  the  forehead  of  Hymer, 
who  sustained  the  shock  without  apparent  sensation  though  the 
steel  was  shattered  into  fragments.     The  giant  now  determined  on 
a  new  experiment.     He  placed  his  guests  before  the  immense  caul- 
dron,  and  demanded  if  they  were  able  to  carry  it.     Tyr  essayed  in 
vain,  while  Thor,  laughing  at  the  same  time,  placed  it  on  his  head 
as  a  helmet  and  walked  off  rapidly.     The  Giant  followed  with  s 
crowd  of  monsters  which  composed  his  body  gaurd,  but  Thor  over- 
came them  in  succession,  and  finally  placed  his  burden  triumphantly 
in  the  assembly  of  the  gods. 

One  morning  on  rising,  Thor  discovered  that  he  had  lost  his  ham- 
mer;  that  wonderful  instrument,  with  which  he  exterminated  i 
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rre  that  the  small-pox  is  a  goddess,  who  becomes  incarnate  in 
ich  infected  patient.  To  what  lengths  of  absurdity  will  not  the 
ind  run,  when  led  by  the  dazzling  charm  of  a  favorite  word,  or  a 
ord  with  a  favorite  meaning !  Who  asks  now,  '  What 9s  in  a 
ime  V  Charles  Lamb  happily  hits  off  the  too  prevalent  disposi- 
on  to  run  after  the  shadow,  the  name,  and  forget  the  substance, 

te  man.     What  charms  had  the  anonymous  '  Mr.  H '  for  the 

ir  Melesinda ;  but  when  he  discovered  himself  as '  Mr.  Hogsflesh,' 
3W  horrid  he  appeared  in  her  eyes !  Again,  when  the  scene 
langes,  and  she  finds  that  he  is  really '  Mr.  Bacon,9  how  she  leaped 
r  joy !  The  cup  of  happiness  was  full.  The '  Hogsflesh9  of  yes- 
irday  is  transmuted  into  the  '  Bacon9  of  to-day  by  more  processes 
tan  curing. 

Bat  how  shall  we  guard  against  the  fallacies  which  are  hidden 
meath  delusive  words  1  These  may  lurk  within  the  involved  ve- 
smence  of  Brougham,  the  gorgeous  imagery  of  Burke,  the  em- 
roidered  veil  of  Macauley,  or  the  shaggy  covering  of  Carlyle. 
here  are  none  so  pure  or  enlightened  but  may  become,  despite 
ieir  best  intentions,  the  weather-cock  of  words.  How  careful 
loold  the  leaders  of  opinion  be,  in  their  influences  upon  inferior 
inds,  who  are  so  apt  to  look  at  words  before  ideas !  The  best 
rescription  for  avoiding  fallacies  of  this  kind  is  the  old  Horatian 
tie: 

4  En  brevitate  opna,  ut  currat  aantontia,  neu  ee 
Impediat  ▼•rbii  lattia  oaerantibut  aaroe.' 

One  of  the  sage  rules  of  that  feeblest  of  all  men,  bearing  the  name 
*  philosopher,  Dr.  Watts,  is  to  get  a  copia  verborum  ;  as  if  such 
wiousness,  per  je,  would  constitute  the  recipient  a  Cicero.  There 
danger  in  such  copiousness,  unless  at  the  same  time  there  is  car- 
ed on  the  study  of  synonyms.  As  well  expect  an  abundance  of 
ater  to  turn  intricate  machinery,  without  head  or  direction,  or 
Dint  for  the  concentration  of  its  force,  as  profusion  of  language  to 
irn  the  thousand-fold  intricacies  of  mind,  without  jar  or  jostle, 
irand  a  logical  axis. 

How  true  at  every  turn  do  we  find  the  hackneyed  idea,  that  in 
roportion  to  the  elevation  and  value  of  a  blessing  is  the  degrada- 
t>n  of  which  it  is  susceptible,  and  its  abandoned  worthlessness 
hen  it  degenerates  into  a  curse !  What  finer  endowment,  nobler 
roperty,  has  man,  than  his  voice !  What  more  beautiful  or  charm- 
g  than  the  infinite  variety  of  its  intonations,  whether  warbled  with 
e  exquisite  naturalness  of  Jenny  Lind,  or  rung  ore  rotunda  by  the 
ipt  orator,  who  moulds  it 

'  To  mirrors  radiant  with  fair  imaf ee 
To  grace  tha  noble  favor  of  an  bourV 

nd  when  its  utterance  is  freighted  with  golden  meanings ;  when 
tote  nude  sounds  and  sweet  symphonies  are  attired  with  rich  and 
>wine  ideas, '  thoughts  winged  for  the  future ;'  when  it  gives  laws 
•ouna  which  shall  hereafter  hinge  the  harmonies  of  the  social,  phy- 
cal  and  religious  worlds,  speech  itself  fails  adequately  to  tefl  its 
vol.  xxx.  40 
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own  transcendent  mission*  Oh !  how  too  nearly  is  man  like  '  arch- 
angel ruined/  when  he  degrades  this  silver  speech  to  wanton  silli- 
ness, mean  detraction,  and  subtle  sophistry !  He  who  slanders  his 
neighbor  is  mulcted  by  our  courts,  that  his  tongue  may  cease  to 
prate  its  malicious  guile ;  but  he  who  robs  Reason  of  her  cogency, 
poisons  whole  communities  by  ingenious  paradoxes,  breaks  the 
peace  of  families  by  fearful  prognostications  and  ruinous  projects, 
what  punishment  has  human  punishment  meted  out  to  him  1  Nona ! 
His  retribution  is  reserved  for  another  tribunal.  It  seems  as  if 
human  providence  could  not  provide  for  so  monstrous  a  miscreant 

The  great  fallacy  of  the  ancient  philosophy  was  what  logicians 
would  term  a  priori.  Jt  was  assumed  that  there  was  only  one  true 
subject  of  science,  and  that  was  the  general  substance  inherent  in 
all  things.  All  particulars  were  inherently  degrading  to  philosophy, 
being  subject  to  perpetual  flux  and  change.  Hence  their  philoso- 
phy became  fruitless  of  every  thing  but  beautiful  yet  fallacious  ab- 
stractions. Supposing  they  could  read  the  book  of  nature  by  con- 
ning the  subjective  creations  of  our  faculties, '  they/  as  Macauly 
well  says,  *  only  marked  time/  Having  fixed  on  the  objects  of 
science,  as  reflected  in  their  own  minds,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
that  their  generalizations  remained  unalterably  false  and  hopelessly 
barren. 

It  may  seem  strange,  yet  it  is  true,  that  not  unlike  these  a  priori 
fallacies  are  the  vulgar  errors  about  ghosts,  cures,  omens  and  ill- 
fated  names.  They  all  are  deduced  from  the  false  premise  that 
the  cause  must  resemble  the  effect.  Tbe  lungs  of  the  fox  were 
once  regarded  as  a  specific  for  the  asthma,  because  that  animal  was 
long-winded.  As  well  might  its  lungs  have  helped  a  stammering 
orator,  or  a  sententious !  '  Talk  of  the  devil  and  he  will  appear/ 
is  a  good  illustration  of  that  fallacy  which  raises  the  idea  of  sons 
object  in  the  mind,  prepares  it  for  a  real,  appears  and  dilates  out  of 
smoke  or  the  '  dim  mane'  a  monster. 

Here  the  mind  carefully  remembers  every  time  Old  Cloven-Foot 
had  appeared,  yet  always  forgets  when  he  did  not,  even  when  ex- 
pected and  talked  of;  just  as  in  cures,  old  ladies-— kind  hearts t — 
always  remember  that  the  yarbe  produced  a  powerful  effect  on  Mis. 
B/s  boy,  that  had  the  croup ;  on  old  Jones,  that  had  the  rkeumatixs 
or  negro  Josh,  who  sprained  his  ankle ;  yet  are  oblivious  of  tat 
thousand  and  one  failures.  Coleridge  gives  an  example,  not  ua- 
like:  'Fortune  favors  fools/  Many  believe  that  maxim  to  be 
scriptural ;  and  they  see  it  verified,  they  think,  daily.  They  note 
wherein  she  does  favor  fools,  for  such  favoritism  seems, unnatural; 
but  if  she  fails,  it  was  only  to  have  been  expected,  and  is  not  noted 
It  is  not  unworthy  of  consideration,  whether  currency  is  not  given 
to  fallacies  of  this  kind  by  their  epigrammatic  point  or  their  smart 
alliteration. 

The  premises  in  this  order  of  fallacies  are  prejudices.  Tbe  fal- 
lacy lies  in  the  verisimilitude  to  the  true  process.  Admit  die  pre- 
mise, and  the  conclusion  is  as  clear  as  '  founts  in  July/  Admit  that 
all  effects  must  resemble  their  causes,  and  Medea,  by  collecting  aB 
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the  long-lived  animals  and  making  therefrom  a  '  hell-broth/  will  pre- 
sent you  with  the  great  panacea  itself. 

Nearly  allied  is  that  fallacy  which  overlooks  instances  and  mate- 
rial circumstances.  Of  this  nature  are  the  notions  of  many  young 
men,  (we  know  not  a  few  in  the  west,)  who  hearing  that  Thomas 
Ewing,  was  a  salt-boiler,  Tom  Corwin,  a  wagon-boy ;  and  knowing 
them  now  to  be  great  lawyers  and  men,  forthwith  give  up  the  honest 
employment  kind  Nature  had  intended  them  to  pursue,  and  plod 
through  Vattel,  Coke  and  Pothier,  under  the  full  assurance  that 
they  will  become  E  wings  and  Cor  wins ;  which  reasoning  is  true 
so  far  as  adverse  circumstances  tend  to  form  such  characters,  but 
unfortunately  it  fails  in  one  material  circumstance,  they  are  not 
Corwins  and  Ewings,  to  begin  with.  We  would  not  discourage 
young  men  from  struggling  even  against  difficulty.  '  He  who 
wrestles  with  us  strengthens  our  nerves/  says  Burke.  Pater  ipsi 
cole*  d%  nonfacUem  viam  voluit.  But  a  correct  understanding  of 
this  too  common  fallacy  would  prevent  society  from  being  posted 
with  professional  '  loafers/  and  professions  from  being  overstocked 
with  incorrigible  dunces  and  ambitious  numskulls,  or  to  use  politer 
terms,  men  with  more  zeal  than  sense,  more  force  than  firmness,  and 
more  hope  than  sagacity. 

If  the  foregoing  fallacy  were  more  attended  to,  there  would  be 
less  fallacy  springing  from  certain  quarters.  We  would  have  a  less 
number  of  those  who  appeal  to  lungs  in  preference  to  logic,  make 
dogmatic  assertions,  indulge  in  sarcasm,  hyperbole  and  drollery ;  all 
which  bears  upon  the  point  in  question  about  as  strongly  as  the 
moon  influences  the  new  planet. 

Men  of  this  calibre  are  not  particular  which  side  they  advocate, 
provided  they  have  the  potency  of  the  loaves  and  fishes  with  them, 
oingle-epeech  Hamilton  is  a  fine  type  of  the  order ;  for  he  said  he 
could  vote  conscientiously  on  either  side  of  any  question.  True,  as 
8ir  Roger  remarked,  there  is  something  to  be  said  on  both  sides. 
l8i  exemplis  agitatur,  prqfecto  paria  fiant ;'  but  we  are  yet  to  learn 
that  every  falsehood  has  not  its  opposite  truth.  He  who  practices 
on  a  different  principle,  had  better  read  the  Socratic  denunciations 
of  those  old  confounders  of  Right  and  Wrong ;  the  time-serving 
Sophists. 

We  have  seen  men  of  silver  hair,  in  order  to  neutralize  the  effect 
of  a  well-compacted  argument  of  a  young  man,  resort  to  the  cold 
*nd  disingenuous  device  of  persuading  the  hearers  that  the  natural 
%rdor  and  well-tempered  zeal  of  the  latter  was  mere  passion  ;  or 
**suming  a  patronizing  air,  and  grandeur  of  expression,  deplore 
*he  inexperience  of  their  opponent,  as  if  age  necessarily  carried 
^ith  it  experience ;  or,  as  if  that  were  the  material  circumstance 
***  issue.  There  is  not  a  greater  source  of  popular  error  than 
*t*e  common  method  of  seasoning  a  speech  with  palatable  jokes; 
■Rising  a  laugh  at  the  facctiousness  of  yourself,  and  the  slip  of  your 
Adversary  in  some  immaterial  point.  If  your  cause  be  gloomy, 
°t»ly  apply  the  cow-hide  of  sarcasm  and  the  swill-pail  of  abuse,  and 
*lthottga  you  are  gtilty  of  a  fallacy  classed  by  Aristotle  as  among 
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those  extraneous  to  the  matter,  (££a>  tov  TiqbypuxTov,)  you  will  gain 
your  point,  which  is,  you  know,  the  great  aim  of  reasoning;  or,  if 
you  tail  in  this,  overrate  and  aggravate  what  is  asserted  against 
you  ;  then  how  easy  and  persuasively  can  you  palliate  ;  or  under- 
rate and  admit  the  charge  in  a  degree,  then  how  effectual  is  a  com- 
plaisant apology  !  If  any  thing  cuts,  you  can  blunt  its  edge  by  a 
convenient  hypothesis.  If  speaking  glibly  would  raise  a  suspicion, 
appear  to  hesitate  and  boggle,  and  you  will  raise  a  sympathy ;  but 
if  boggling  and  blushing  would  betray,  hide  your  face  in  perpetual 
brass  and  enduring  impudence. 

Another  illustration  of  this  facility  in  blinking  the  material  and 
laboring  the  immaterial  circumstances,  with  the  permission  of  a 
friend,  we  extract  from  his 

PORTFOLIO     OP     A     PETTIFOGGER. 

Timothy  Peaceable      )  This  wu  Enaction  brought  be/ore  the  Mayor  of  Uaioa*own,wi*- 

vernu  f  cover  |S5  for  making  a  flag.    The  flag  bail  boon  delivered  to,  mi 

The  Committee  or  the  (  uead  by  the  Braves;  bat  after  considerable  sot  and  some  abase, bm 

'  Choctaw  BaAvss.'  J  silk  began  to  crack ;  tba  eagle  bad  shown  symptoms  of  n»Mltiuf,aw 
tbe  stars  of  shooting  from  their  spheres.    All  this  was  appropriate  to  lessen  the  damage*  es  on 

Giantess  marmt,  or  it  might  have  been  tbe  ground  of  a  new  action  for  deceit ;  bat  Mr.  OTt — ,*• 
genious  counsel,  (with  the  blood  and  style  of  Philips)  who  defended  the  *  Brave*,'  after  bjnf 
down  the  law  that  no  pay  could  be  received  by  Peaceable  for  aa  article  which  bad  failed  of  Hi  pn> 
pose,  proceeded  very  logically  (apparently  logical,)  to  show  the  transcendent  glory  which  afteimJ 
the  flag  in  general,  and  the  American  eagle  in  particular ;  and  so  wrought  upon  the  fbetiaa  ef  lb) 
patriotic  Mayor,  that  he  carried  the  day,  regardless  of  the  wutieriml  circumstancee  of  the  ease.' 

His  speech  is  partially  reported ;  and  though  we  doubt  its  entire 
fidelity,  knowing  the  tendency  to  exaggerate  in  mankind,  with  the 
permission  of  our  friend  we  give  the  peroration,  as  not  unworthy 
of  immortal  type  : 

'  Doss  your  honor  want  to  know  the  purpose  of  a  flag  t  Lone  before  Leonidaj  grasped  tbtGn- 
cian  banner  and  rushed  into  the  pass  or  Thermopylae ;  long  before  the  concave  croaccml  of  Hams- 
bal  routed  the  Roman  legions  at  Cannae,  and  waved  their  Namidian  banners  ia  the  face  of  thtarmv 
hilled  city ;  long  before  Sergeant  Jaspeb  wrote  his  name  down  on  the  immortal  rollaof  Paaeude 
days  which  tried  men's  souls,  or  Bonaparte  flew  with  the  eagles  of  France  te  tbe  summit  of  nanw* 
sal  dominion,The  Flag  was  the  conspicuous  object  around  which  embattled  boats  have  rallied,  Chhrsbf 
waved  it  over  the  sepulchre  in  Palestine,  after  many  a  well-fought  field,  and  Patriotism  will  pant* 


upon  the  minarets  which  aspire  from  the  Halls  of  the  Moatesumas.  Where,  ia  all  the  ranwMriai 
or  history,  from  Joshua  to  General  TATLoatfrom  Xejuesj  to  Colonel  Doniphan,  can  yoa  laina 
pomp  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war,  of  which  the  immortal  8wan  of  Avon  eiags,  anient  ssiawi 
were  flung  to  the  breezes  and  the  airs  of  heaven  kissed  the  painted  ieldal  Paoaa  Tisfi.  flr* 
Gordo  and  Monterey  would  be  inglorious,  had  not  the  eagles  of  the  republic  alighted  oa  the  ewsjni 
of  oar  gallant  army.  And  shall  the  'Choctaw  Braves'  be  compelled  to  pay  twenty-ire  dotian  ft*** 
same  eagle,  done  up  after  this  inglorious  manner  t  (As  teixts  tk*  Warner  erne*  ■■!■■  •/  let  ea/W 
Forbid  it!  shadorof  departed  heroes  I  Forbid  it  I  gallant  spirits  whoso  bones  bow  be  bteeeamf« 
the  plains  of  Mexico,  and  whose  homos  are  in  the  bright  settin' son  I  No  8-i-a!  Pbacsabls  cart  re- 
cover!' / 

To  which  magniloquent  conclusion  of  counsel  the  court  assented, 
and  a  nonsuit  was  awarded. 

Mathematicians  talk  of  '  logical  inelegancies.'     Orators  indulg*  I 
in  illogical  elegancies  with  more  cogency  and  effect.     We  give  d* 
above  as  a  specimen  of  a  great  deal  of  the  reasoning  in  our  pop* 
lar  assemblies  and  forums.     Only  set  a  sympathetic  chord  a-twaity  J 
and  away  goes  the  best-built  fabric  of  logic  ! 

We  will  conclude  by  noticing  a  fallacy  which  has  reared  its  ser- 
pent crest  in  our  modern  literature,  and  which  deserves  tbe  rep*- J 
bation  of  all  independent  minds.     We  refer  to  the  prevailing  boo-  j 
worship  of  our  time.  I 

How  many  false  reputations  have   been  palmed  off  upon  tfcl 
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world,  whereby  tricky  mediocrity  has  been  enabled  to  rifle  industry 
of  its  reward  and  genius  of  its  honor!  A  biographical  dabster, 
seized  with  the  furor  of  apothedsis,  exhausts  the  vocabulary  of  en- 
comium, and  lavishes  with  indiscriminate  hand  fulsome  flattery,  until 
the  sense  aches  with  the  surfeit.  This  would  be  harmless,  if  confined 
to  its  appropriate  sphere  of  fiction ;  but  real  men  must  be  taken 
from  history,  and  over  their  heads  is  written  a  large  lie,  in  order  to 
gratify  this  itching  for  adulation.  That  fine  sense  which  separates 
and  analyzes  character,  and  paints  the  lightest  shade  as  well  the 
blackest,  seems  to  have  departed.  A  great  .man  admits  of  no 
mediocrity.  Prove  him  great  in  poetry,  and  he  is  great  in  religion 
too  ;  as  some  would  almost  have  us  believe  Shelly  was,  after  his  own 
manner.  Prove  him  great  in  philosophy,  as  was  Bacon ;  and  a 
Montagu,  with  his  loving  pencil,  will  draw  you  an  ideal  for  private 
worth.  Prove  him  a  great  orator ;  and  a  Mirabeau  has  his  Carlyle, 
with  his  magic  pen,  or  aDeCormenin,  with  his  extravagant  eulogy, 
to  lift  him  to  the  highest  heaven,  endowed  with  all  the  graces  and 
virtues.  In  fine,  prove  him  great  as  a  monstrosity,  on  the  principle 
that  a  calf  with  five  legs  and  two  heads  would  be  great,  and  he  is 
worshipped  with  as  much  ceremony  as  the  golden  calf  of  old. 

Such  worshipping  is  not  found  alone  in  the  grand  anthems  which 
Thomas  Carlyle  sings  to  Old  Thor,  Mahomet  or  Cromwell ;  not 
alone  in  the  sketches  of  Gilfillan  whose  great  High  Priest  is  Thomas 
Carlyle ;  but  every  Gilfillan  must  have  his  worshipper,  and  every 
worshipper  of  Gilfillan  sits  upon  a  stool  higher  than  another,  rolling 
his  humble  eye  upward,  expecting  for  this  pious  mummery  the  wor- 
ship of  some  smaller  specimen  of  the  genus  mollis-saponaceous. 
Thus  we  have  a  sliding  scale,  descending  (  small  by  degrees  and 
beautifully  less,'  of  this  most  ridiculous  ritual.  Never  in  the  days 
of  rankest  superstition  was  there  such  a  magnificent  piece  of 
quackery.  True,  it  is  redeemed  now  and  then  by  the  splendor  of 
die  service.  The  swinging  censers  are  of  gold,  and  the  incense 
curls  with  facile  beauty ;  the  images  are  painted  with  the  rich  and 
varied  touches  of  master-hands,  and  entrancing  music  '  swells  vast 
to  heaven ;'  but  a  Luther  is  needed  to  break  the  spell,  and  begin  the 
work  of  the  iconoclast;  to  free  mind  from  this  abject  thraldom,  and 
banish  this  most  degrading  of  all  worships,  the  worship  of  equals, 
to  its  own  barbarian  home. 

But  says  some  one :  '  Are  not  the  influences  of  great  men  and 
their  heroic  actions  happy  and  benignant  1  Do  they  not  enkindle, 
even  in  distant  minds,  sparks  of  kindred  excellence  V 

Yes ;  but  you  withdraw  from  true  heroism  its  best  influence,  be- 
side robbing  reason  of  its  eclectic  and  discriminating  power,  by 
attributing  even  to  the  best  an  ideal  immaculateness.  As  much  as 
you  elevate  an  instinctive  and  spontaneous  mode  of  action,  you 
degrade  voluntary  and  reflective  action.  This  is  the  great  fallacy 
of  modern  literature.  When  you  raise  a  Cromwell,  you  must  drag 
down  a  Sir  Harry  Vane.  When  you  set  up  the  Reformer,  you  are 
replacing  with  the  other  hand  the  image  he  dashed  down.  When 
you  idolize  a  Johnson,  you  are  guilty  of  an  idolatry  he  would  have 
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A  city  beneath  the  deep,  deep  main, 

Which,  bending  above  it,  formed  a  sky 
Far  brighter  than  is  the  azure  stain 

Of  heaven  in  Beauty's  timid  eye. 
Its  stars  were  the  gems  that  sparkling  lie 

Unknown  in  the  depths  of  the  ocean  wide, 
And  its  clouds  were  fleets  that  daily  fly 

Before  the  gale,  o'er  the  dark -blue  tide. 

And  there  methought  were  gathered  all 

Whose  loss  had  dimmed  the  eyes  of  Love, 
And  a  countless  throng  on  me  did  call, 

To  ask  of  friends  in  the  world  above. 
The  young,  the  old,  the  bright  and  fair, 

Came  crowding  round  with  eager  gaze, 
All  anxious  in  the  news  to  share, 

And  to  hear  of  the  scenes  of  other  days. 

The  morning  with  its  eye  of  flame, 

Came  gazing  on  my  swinging  cot ; 
I  woke  from  my  sleep,  but  through  my  frame 

Thrilled  the  thought  that  can  never  be  forgot : 
A  thought  that  the  fair  cerulean  sky, 

On  which  we  gaze,  is  a  briny  sea, 
And  that  far  beyond  its  depths  doth  lie 

A  land  from  sin  and  sorrow  free  ! 


U.  S.  Sloop  Albany, 
At  Sea,  Aug.,  1847. 
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NORTHERN    LITERATURE:    THE    EDDAS. 


FROM     THI      mtVCU      OF      MAR1CIKB. 


The  word  Edda,  as  applied  to'  the  collection  of  songs  by  S< 
mund,  signifies  ancient,  and  may  possibly  have  been  derived  fro 
Odda,  the  pleasant  retreat  to  which  the  poet  brought  the  results 
his  many  travels,  and  where  he  passed  his  life  in  philosophic  met 
tation. 

The  Edda  poems  are  divided  into  two  classes,  Mythological  ai 
Historical.  .The  first  contains  the  cosmogony  and  theogonic  do 
mas  of  the  Scandinavians,  while  the  second  belongs  to  the  popul 
era  of  the  Koemper-viser,.  and  the  ballads  of  the  Niebelungen.  Tl 
former  presents  the  life  of  the  gods,  the  latter  recounts  the  exploi 
of  heroes.  The  one  is  filled  with  incessant  struggles  between  tl 
principles  of  good  and  evil,  the  other  with  bloody  combats  and  ii 
placable  revenge.  In  short)  one  is  the  dramatic  representation 
Valhalla,  the  other  that  of  the  world.  It  is  thus  that  the  Edd 
embrace  in  their  extended  range  the  whole*  circle  of  ancient  roj 
teries,  from  the  thrones  of  the  giants  to  the  grottoes  of  the  fairie 
from  the  dark  abodes  of  Hella  to  the  splendid  halls  attended  by  t 
Valkyrias. 

It  is  impossible  to  assign  the  precise  date  at  which  these  poei 
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were  compiled;  but  they  were  undoubtedly  composed  at  various 
times  and  places.  Tbeir  peculiar  versification,  striking  metaphors, 
and  a  few  words  gathered  here  and  there,  furnish  the  sole  guide  to 
the  curious,  as  regards  their  origin.  It  is  known,  However,  that 
they  are  the  productions  of  the  Scalds,  and  were  chanted  in  the 
presence  of  ancient  kings,  as  well  as  at  national  feasts  and  popular 
assemblies.  Judged  by  their  phraseology  alone*  one  would  place 
their  origin  in  the  eighth  century  \  while  a  critical  examination  of 
their  structure,  and  especially  of  the  ideas  conveyed,  will  carry 
them  back  still  farther  j  and,  indeed,  to  the  emigration  of  the 
Asiatics  to  the  North,  The  first  in  order  of  the  chants  which 
compose  the  ancient  Ed  da,  is  the  Voluspa ;  a  poem  of  a  strange, 
solemn  and  mysterious  character,  at  once  sad,  eloquent,  and  ob- 
scure. It  is  throughout  enigmatical  and  broken,  like  the  responses 
of  an  oracle.     It  is,  in  fact,  the  prophetic  m  titterings  of  the  sybil. 

At  the  entrance  of  one  of  those  interminable  pine  forests,  so 
common  to  Scandinavia,  with  the  mysterious  ravens  hovering  above 
ber  head,  and  surrounded  by  crowds  of  howling  wolves,  the  pro- 
phetess is  seated  on  her  tripod,  and  seeks  from  the  palpitating 
hearts  of  her  victims  the  responses  of  the  god.  Entranced  by  the 
celestial  presence,  her  whole  countenance  changes  its  appearance. 
Her  fearful  gaze  wanders  anxiously  around,  surveying  the  images 
she  has  invoked,  as  she  commences  her  wild  chant  of  chaos,  the 
birth  of  the  frost-giants,  and  the  combats  of  the  gods.  Ever  and 
anon  an  imperative  voice  is  heard  demanding :  'Is  the  vision  yet 
complete  V  when  the  prophetess  apparently  revives,  and  sings  of 
the  origin  of  death,  the  abodes  of  the  condemned,  the  final  struggle 
of  evil  spirits,  and  the  destruction  of  the  world : 

*  At  tbe  birth  of  Time,  nothing  existed.  There  wu  neither  tea,  nor  tend,  nor  wind.  Earth  and 
sky  were  not  apparent,  nor  did  the  least  vegetation  clothe  the  mif  hty  abyss. 

'  The  sun  appeared  in  the  south,  and  the  moon  for  the  first  time  opened  the  Gates  of  Night ;  bat 
tbe  sun  knew  not  his  route,  nor  the  moon  her  true  position,  nor  bad  the  stars  a  place  assigned 
them. 

'  Then  the  gods  ascended  their  high  thrones,  and  met  in  council.  They  gave  a  name  to  night  and 
twilight ;  they  regulated  the  morning  hours  and  mid-day,  and  parcelled  oat  the  years. 

*  And  the  prophetess  knows  where  stands  the  tree  Ygdrasu,  that  mighty  ash,  whose  white  roots 
embrace  the  world.  From  it  mils  dew,  covering  the  earth,  and  its  leaves  art  clothed  in  perpetual 
verdure. 

*  From  tbe  bosom  of  the  waters  come  the  three  daughters  of  Wisdom,  and  advance  beneath  this 
tree.  And  the  name  of  the  first  is  Ubtj,  of  the  second,  Vkrdanxm,  of  the  third,  Skuld.  These  are 
those  wbo  regulate  man's  destiny. 

'  She  knows  too  where  the  trumpet  of  Hkimcax  is  concealed  amid  the  branches  of  the  celestial 
tree,  and  she  beholds  the  foaming  waters  of  the  River  of  Wisdom  rolling  swiftly  on  beneath  the 
glance  or  Allfsjd 

'One  day  she  wan  seated  at  the  entrance  of  her  abode,  apd  bo  held  approach  the  mightiest  of  the 
gods,  wbo  gazed  fixedly  upon  her.  She  exclaimed  :  ■  What  do  you.  demand  from  me  T  1  know  that 
thou  art  Odin,  he  whose  ej ■*  i«  daily  plunged  is  the  Well  of  Mjuut,  fed  by  the  Stream  of  Wisdom.' 

'And  the  sovereign  nf  the  goris  gave  her  mystic  rings  and  Runic  Haves,  with  the  farther  gift  of 
prophecy.    Her  sip  In  wns  purified*  and  embraced  the  world. 

'  She  saw  the  cruel  ftta  reserved  for  Baldeb,  the  sob  of  Odin*  The  brunch  of  the  tree  increased, 
and  though  small,  wu  beautiful.     It  became  a  murderous  aword,  and  wu  borne  by  H*nper.. 

*  8oon  arose  the  son  of  Qdist  destined  to  avenge  hi*  br other t  Bald? a.  In  ooe  night  he  uuained 
to  manhood,  nor  washed  he  hia  face  or  paiutod  hit  hair  until  he  re* pad  full  vepgeaaco  on  the  mur- 
derer. 

*  And  the  voice  cried :  '  She  you  ought  elan  V  tad  the  prophetess  answered : 

'  The  wolves  bowl  in  the  caret  of  Gnipa.  Their  chains  are  broken ,  and  the  wolves  are  frig.  The 
prophetess  has  seen  from  afar  the  decline  of  the  Empire  of  Heaven,  and  the  fall  of  all  the  god*. 

'  Brothers  combat  with  each  other,,  parents  forget  the  loud*  which  bind  them  io  their  children,  and 
the  marriage-tie  is  rent  ajunder.  Tbe  bucklers  of  the  warrior*  are  broken,  The  war-time  ban  come  ; 
the  season  of  wolte*  tod  tempests  I 

'  Again  the  wolves  bowl  in  the  cave*  of  Ouitia.  Their  chains  are  broken,  and  the  wolves  are  free. 
On  one  side  advance*  rlmst.    The  iea  is  bgftaud,  and  the  serpents  swell  with  wrath,    The  eagle 
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screams  with  joy  over  the  dead  bodies  it  lean  in  pieces,  and  tho  ship  Nagelfar*  floats  out  upon  the* 
waters. 

*  It  approaches  from  the  south.  The  sons  of  Muspel  are  upon  it,  and  Lost  at  the  helm.  The 
race  of  monsters  have  associated  with  the  wolves,  and  Lokz  is  their  leader. 

*  Alas  1  what  fate  is  reserved  for  the  race  of  the  Asers !  What  will  be  the  destioy  of  the  Elves  ! 
The  world  of  the  giants  is  filled  with  tumult.  The  Asers  assemble,  and  the  dwarfs  of  the  mountain 
groan  at  the  entrance  of  their  caverns. 

*8urtur  comes  from  the  south,  and  brings  Conflagration  with  him.  His  burning  sword  flashes)  in 
the  air,  and  the  rocks  are  rent  asunder.  The  TfcoLLEs  wander  about  anxiously,  and  men  hasten 
along  the  path  of  death. 

4  Tribulation  seizes  the  heart  of  Hylna  when  Odin  advances  to  meet  the  mighty  wolf.  The  con- 
queror of  Bbla  combats  with  Surtub,    But  the  husband  of  Frigga  is  vanquished  in  the  battle. 

♦Then  advances  tbo  son  of  the  God  of  Victory,  the  powerful  Vidar,  to  struggle  with  the  wolf. 
With  one  hand  he  holds  him  fast,  while  the  other  plunges  a  sword  into  his  heart 

'  Thor,  too,  approaches,  the  son  of  Odin.  He  attacks  the  serpent  Midgard,  and  destroys  him ; 
but  falling  back  nine  paces,  dies  himself  by  the  vedom  of  the  monster. 

*  The  sun  is  clothed  in  darkness,  and  the  reeling  earth  sinks  beneath  the  waters.  The  stars  shoot 
from  the  firmament,  and  the  flames  mount  even  to  the  skies. 

*  And  the  prophetess  beholds  a  new  earth,  beautiful  and  pleasant,  rising  from  the  bosom  of  the 
waters.  The  waves  retire  within  their  boundaries,  and  the  eagle  that  has  taken  fish  from  the  mea- 
dows flies  away  forever. 

*  The  Asers  reassemble  in  the  vales  of  Ida,  and  talk  concerning  the  destruction  of  the  world.  They 
recall  the  heroic  deeds  of  the  past,  and  the  lessons  of  the  sovereign  god. 

*  They  find  also  upon  the  green  shores  of  the  new  world  the  wonderful  tablets  of  gold  which  the 
first  of  the  gods  and  the  race  of  Fjolneb  possessed  before  the  birth  of  time 

'  The  fields  are  covered  with  fruits,  which  spring  up  spontaneously.  Disease  is  banished  from  the 
earth ;  and  Balder,  returning,  dwells  with  his  brother  Harder  in  the  palaces  of  Odin. 

'And  the  prophetess  beholds  the  halls  of  Gimla,  covered  with  gold,  and  more  brilliant  than  tho 
stars.    The  just  and  good  live  there,  and  their  happiness  extends  forever. 

'  From  the  lowest  abyss  of  darkness  rises  the  dragon  Nidhuo,  bearing  with  him  the  bodies  of  tho 
dead.    He  holds  his  course  across  the  vallies,  falls,  and  disappears.' 

The  songs  of  Wafthrunder,  Grinmer  and  Alvis  finish  the  Voluspa; 
but  they  are  little  more  than  new  representations  of  the  same  my- 
thological  opinions.  In  the  first,  Odin  pays  a  visit  to  the  giant 
Wafthrunder,  and  discusses  various  questions  relative  to  the  earth, 
the  sun,  and  movement  of  the  planets.  In  the  second,  Odin,  under 
the  name  of  Grimner,  instructs  Girrod  as  to  the  stars,  heavenly 
bodies,  and  especially  Valhalla.  He  recounts  also  the  creation  of 
the  world,  and  the  transactions  of  the  gods.  This  song  enters 
much  into  details,  is  extremely  clear,  and  often  recurs  to  the  pecu- 
liar mythology  of  the  North.  Although  more  recent  than  some 
others,  it  still  dates  from  Pagan  times.  In  the  poem  of  Alvis,  the 
subject  descends  from  the  nature  and  attributes  of  the  gods  to  de- 
scribe one  of  those  imaginary  beings  to  whom  the  superstition  of 
the  age  attributed  so  many  mysterious  agencies.  The  dwarf  Alvis 
is  engaged  in  marriage  to  Thor's  daughter,  and  has  gone  to  seek 
her  for  the  consummation  of  his  nuptials.  Thor  meanwhile  ap- 
pears, and  forbids  the  ceremony,  until  the  dwarf  should  answer 
such  questions  as  he  asked  of  him.  He  inquires  particularly  as  to 
the  origin  of  night  and  day,  the  stars  and  elements.  Alvis  answers 
with  wonderful  accuracy  and  promptness.  Thor,  indeed,  pays  an 
involuntary  homage  to  his  abilities,  and  repents  of  his  interference, 
when  the  day  suddenly  appears,  and  Alvis,  who  as  a  dwarf  is 
forced  to  live  for  the  most  time  on  the  earth,  vanishes  with  the.first 
rays  of  the  morning  sun. 

By  the  side  of  this  symbolic  theogony  are  also  placed  the  moral 
and  prudential  maxims  of  the  Havamal;  a  poem  which  the  Scan- 
dinavians so  much  prized,  as  to  have  attributed  its  composition  to 

*  This  ship  was  constructed  from  tho  nail*  of  dead  men.  Its  completion  heralded  the  destmctioo 
of  the^rorld.— Tn, 


Wti 
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Odin  himself.  It  is,  in  fact,  the  '  Book  of  Proverbs9  of  that  Solo- 
mon of  the  North  ;  a  complete  code  of  practical  life.  Each  strophe 
contains  a  sentence,  replete  with  that  popular  wisdom  so  character-* 
istic'of  the  maxims  of  all  nations.  It  is  certain  that  the  divinity 
which  framed  the  Havamal  did  not  do  so  in  the  entrenchments  of 
bis  sanctuaries ;  but  descending  to  humanity,  and  mingling  with 
men,  fully  learned  their  customs  and  impulses,  and  appreciated 
their  wants,  weaknesses  and  vices.  He  beheld  the  Scandinavians 
bold  and  hardy  by  nature ;  consequently  he  has  not  greatly  recom- 
mended courage.  But  he  also  found  them  lovers  of  drink,  rash 
and  impetuous,  and  he  therefore  impressed  upon  them  the  blessings 
of  temperance,  and  the  necessity  of  acting  with  modesty  and  pru- 
dence. The  few  following  strophes  will  suffice  to  characterize  the 
poem : 

'  Before  cnteriu?  the  house  of  another,  look  carefully  on  all  fides  of  it,  for  who  knows  bat  hit 
enemies  are  concealed  there  ? 

'  He  should  be  iutcllieent  who  travels  much.  At  home  ignorance  ia  pardonable, but  he  who  knows 
nothing',  is  the  »uhject  of  ridicule  among  instructed  men. 

•  It  ia  wrong  to  make  u  vain  *how  of  one's  ta>nts :  they  should  be  rather  bidden.  Miafbrfnnes  rarely 
overtake  him  who  conducts  himself  with  wisdom.    There  U  no  better  friend  than  a  good  judgment. 

'Avoid  importuning  the  traveller  who  demands  your  hoepitality.  He  will  naturally  say  rnuoh 
without  interrogation,  but  ho  first  needs  food  and  raiment 

'Are  you  about  to  visit  an  unfaithful  friend  f  Choose  the  most  winding  way  possible.  If  the 
contrary,  select  the  shortest. 

'  One's  own  house,  however  small,  is  better  than  a  hired  one.  Then  each  one  is  his  own  Blaster. 
The  heart  bleeds  when  compelled  t»  seek  nourishment  at  the  hands  of  another. 

'  In  my  youth  I  travelled  much,  aud  esteemed  myself  fortunate  when  I  found  a  good  companion; 
for  sociability  constitutes  tbo  happiness  of  man. 

'  Stir  not  without  your  arms :  who  knows  whether,  at  some  point  of  the  Journey,  they  stay  not  be 
needed  1 

'One  should  return  affection  with  affection,  a  present  with  a  present,  sarcasm  with  sarcasm,  and 
lie*  with  falsehoods. 

*  One  cannot  reflect  too  much.  Intemperate  joy  seldom  eaters  the  breast  of  him  who  is  instructed 
by  reflection. 

4  Fire-brands  kindle  each  other,  and  flame  adds  to  flame*  It  is  in  mutual  intercourse  that  men  are 
known.    The  haughty  one  is  discovered  by  his  silence. 

'Our  friends  die ;  our  flocks  obey  the  same  law  of  nature.  We  too  shall  die,  but  a  noble  heart 
dies  never. 

*  Happy  is  the  man  whose  own  hands  have  secured  his  fortune,  for  reliance  on  the  generosity  of 
others  is  attended  with  uncertainly. 

4  The  one  devoid  of  judgment  watohes  all  night  and  is  busied  about  nothing.    He  finds  himself 
fatigued  at  morning,  and  is  uo  more  advanced  than  when  he  started. 
'There  is  no  greater  suffering,  thun  discontent  with  one's  condition. 
'Trust  not  your  secrets  to  the  wickod  ;  they  will  not  return  your  confidence. 
'  Have  you  a  firm  friend,  visit  him  often.    The  road  hut  little  travelled  is  soon  choked  with  woods. 

•  Mock  not  the  aged  Their  words  are  filled  with  instruction,  and  wisdom  dwells  amid  the  wrinkles 
of  their  forehead. 

'The  tree  of  the  mountain  has  decayed.  It  has  no  longer  root  or  bark.  It  is  loved  by  no  one. 
Why  should  it  still  live? 

'  Praise  the  beauty  of  the  day  when  it  has  past ;  a  woman  when  she  is  dead  ;i  a  young  girl  when 
wedded ;  a  sword  that  you  have  proved ;  ice  that  has  borne  you  safely  j  and  ale  when  it  is  drunk.' 

The  Havamal  closes  with  an  enthusiastic  chant,  in  which  Odin 
explains  magic  and  the  runic  mysteries. 

Next  in  order  come  the  symbolic  poems,  containing  recitals  of 
wars  and  voyages.  They  are  in  short  a  species  of  epic  tales,  clothed 
in  the  wild  imaginative  language  of  the  North.  Though  appearing 
at  first  sight  like  so  many  extravagant  romances,  they  are  without 
doubt  (like  the  labors  of  Hercules  and  the  voyages  of  bis,)  the  em- 
bodiment of  religious  mysteries,  nor  would  the  task  be  difficult  to 
trace  their  close  connexion  with  the  mysticisms  of  the  East 

The  chants  consecrated  to  Thor  are  equally  curious  and  signifi- 
cant.    The  Scandinavian  poets  hare  invented  ilia  moat  waaaerfal 
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scenes,  for  the  purpose  of  displaying  the  qualities  of  this  their  god 
of  strength. 

It  is  related  that  on  one  occasion  the  whole  of  the  celestials  were 
invited  to  a  festival,  but  in  the  absence  of  nectar  their  drink  was  to 
consist  only  of  weak  beer.  This  proposed  fete  was  unluckily  about 
to  be  abandoned,  for  want  of  a  sufficiently  large  cauldron  in  which 
to  prepare  the  beverage.  Great  indeed  was  the  consternation  of 
the  sons  of  Odin,  who  had  calculated  on  a  glorious  intoxication,  and 
in  its  place  had  nothing  but  the  prospect  of  a  return  to  the  meagre 
festivities  of  Vallhalla.  At  this  moment  of  general  sorrow  it  was 
recollected  by  Tyr  that  the  Giant  Thymer  possessed  a  vessel  of 
sufficient  capacity  for  the  purposed  entertainment.  On  this  sugges- 
tion hope  immediately  succeeded  to  the  mournful  anticipation,  and 
Thor,  in  company  with  Tyr,  was  despatched  on  the  truly  arduous 
duty  of  securing  the  desired  utensil.  The  wife  of  the  giant  received 
the  adventurers  with  trembling,  for  adorned  as  she  was  with  nine  hun- 
dred heads,  she  still  feared  the  temper  of  her  husband,  and  reflecting 
on  his  little  disposition  toward  hospitality,  she  at  once  concealed  the 
strangers  in  the  very  vessel  they  were  seeking.  In  a  short  time 
Hymer  returned  from  a  hunting  expedition,  and  cast  many  an  in- 
quisitive glance,  as  Ogre-like,  he  scented  the  blood  of  the  visitants. 
He  immediately  commenced  traversing  the  various  apartments,  and 
carefully  raised  all  the  articles  of  furniture,  and  even  the  stone  pil- 
lars, till  at  last  he  discovered  Thor,  whom  he  regarded  with  a  fero- 
cious aspect.  He  was,  however,  finally  appeased  by  the  persuasion 
of  his  wife,  and  assenting  that  the  stranger  should  remain  all  night, 
ordered  three  bullocks  to  be  killed  for  supper.  Thor  ate  a  whole 
one,  at  which  the  giant  was  no  less  astonished  than  enraged. 
In  the  morning  they  proceeded  together  on  a  fishing  excursion, 
when  Thor,  using  one  of  the  remaining  bullocks  as  a  bait,  succeeded 
in  catching  the  great  serpent  Midgard  which  surrounds  the  world. 
At  this  sight  the  giant  grew  pale  with  fear,  but  Thor,  stepping  upon 
the  head  of  the  monster,  gave  him  a  single  blow  with  his  hammer, 
at  which  the  sea  was  stirred  to  its  lowest  depths,  and  the  very 
mountains  trembled.  On  their  return  to  the  shore  the  giant,  zealous 
of  the  strength  of  Thor,  bringing  an  immense  mass  of  steel,  defied 
him  to  break  the  same  asunder.  The  god  cast  it  in  repeated  trials 
against  iron  and  rocks,  but  was  unable  to  destroy  its  cohesion.  He 
finally  flung  it  with  a  powerful  effort  against  the  forehead  of  Hymer, 
who  sustained  the  shock  without  apparent  sensation  though  the 
steel  was  shattered  into  fragments.  The  giant  now  determined  on 
a  new  experiment.  He  placed  his  guests  before  the  immense  caul- 
dron,  and  demanded  if  they  were  able  to  carry  it.  Tyr  essayed  in 
vain,  while  Thor,  laughing  at  the  same  time,  placed  it  on  his  head 
as  a  helmet  and  walked  off  rapidly.  The  Giant  followed  with  a 
crowd  of  monsters  which  composed  his  body  gaurd,  but  Thor  over- 
came them  in  succession,  and  finally  placed  his  burden  triumphantly 
in  the  assembly  of  the  gods. 

One  morning  on  rising,  Thor  discovered  that  he  had  lost  his  ham- 
mer; that  wonderful  instrument,  with  which  he  exterminated  mon- 
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lieve  that  the  small-pox  is  a  goddess,  who  becomes  incarnate  m 
each  infected  patient.  To  what  lengths  of  absurdity  will  not  the 
mind  run,  when  led  by  the  dazzling  charm  of  a  favorite  word,  or  a 
word  with  a  favorite  meaning !  Who  asks  now,  '  What 's  in  a 
name  V  Charles  Lamb  happily  hits  off  the  too  prevalent  disposi- 
tion to  run  after  the  shadow,  the  name,  and  forget  the  substance, 
the  man.     What  charms  had  the  anonymous  '  Mr.  H  '  for  the 

fair  Melesinda  ;  but  when  he  discovered  himself  as  *  Mr.  Hogsflesh,' 
how  horrid  he  appeared  in  her  eyes !  Again,  when  the  scene 
changes,  and  she  finds  that  he  is  really '  Mr.  Bacon,'  how  she  leaped 
for  joy !  The  cup  of  happiness  was  full.  The  *  Hogsflesh'  of  yes- 
terday is  transmuted  into  the  *  Bacon'  of  to-day  by  more  processes 
than  curing. 

But  how  shall  we  guard  against  the  fallacies  which  are  hidden 
beneath  delusive  words  1  These  may  lurk  within  the  involved  ve- 
hemence of  Brougham,  the  gorgeous  imagery  of  Burke,  the  em- 
broidered veil  of  Macauley,  or  the  shaggy  covering  of  Carlyle. 
There  are  none  so  pure  or  enlightened  but  may  become,  despite 
their  best  intentions,  the  weather-cock  of  words.  How  careful 
should  the  leaders  of  opinion  be,  in  their  influences  upon  inferior 
minds,  who  are  so  apt  to  look  at  words  before  ideas !  The  best 
prescription  for  avoiding  fallacies  of  this  kind  is  the  old  Horatian 
rule : 

'  Est  brevitate  opus,  ut  eorrat  seatentia,  nea  se 
Impediat  verbis  lassis  onerantibus  aunt.' 

One  of  the  sage  rules  of  that  feeblest  of  all  men,  bearing  the  name 
of  philosopher,  Dr.  Watts,  is  to  get  a  copia  verborum  ;  as  if  such 
copiousness,  per  sef  would  constitute  the  recipient  a  Cicero.  There 
is  danger  in  such  copiousness,  unless  at  the  same  time  there  is  car- 
ried on  the  study  of  synonyms.  As  well  expect  an  abundance  of 
water  to  turn  intricate  machinery,  without  head  or  direction,  or 
point  for  the  concentration  of  its  force,  as  profusion  of  language  to 
turn  the  thousand-fold  intricacies  of  mind,  without  jar  or  jostle, 
around  a  logical  axis. 

How  true  at  every  turn  do  we  find  the  hackneyed  idea,  that  in 
proportion  to  the  elevation  and  value  of  a  blessing  is  the  degrada- 
tion of  which  it  is  susceptible,  and  its  abandoned  worthlessness 
when  it  degenerates  into  a  curse !  What  finer  endowment,  nobler 
property,  has  man,  than  his  voice !  What  more  beautiful  or  charm- 
ing than  the  infinite  variety  of  its  intonations,  whether  warbled  with 
the  exquisite  naturalness  of  Jenny  Lind,  or  rung  are  rotunda  by  the 
rapt  orator,  who  moulds  it 

'  To  mirrors  radiant  with  fair  imams 
To  grace  the  noble  terror  of  an  hourV 

And  when  its  utterance  is  freighted  with  golden  meanings ;  when 
those  nude  sounds  and  sweet  symphonies  are  attired  with  rich  and 
flowing  ideas, '  thoughts  winged  for  the  future ;'  when  it  gives  laws 
around  which  shall  hereafter  hinge  the  harmonies  of  the  social,  phy- 
sical and  religious  worlds,  speech  itself  fails  adequately  to  tell  its 
vol.  xxx.  40 
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own  transcendent  mission.  Oh !  how  too  nearly  is  man  like  '  arch- 
angel ruined/  when  he  degrades  this  silver  speech  to  wanton  silli- 
ness, mean  detraction,  and  subtle  sophistry  !  He  who  slanders  his 
neighbor  is  mulcted  by  our  courts,  that  his  tongue  may  cease  to 
prate  its  malicious  guile ;  but  he  who  robs  Reason  of  her  cogency, 
poisons  whole  communities  by  ingenious  paradoxes,  breaks  the 
peace  of  families  by  fearful  prognostications  and  ruinous  projects, 
what  punishment  has  human  punishment  meted  out  to  him  1  None ! 
His  retribution  is  reserved  for  another  tribunal.  It  seems  as  if 
human  providence  could  not  provide  for  so  monstrous  a  miscreant. 

The  great  fallacy  of  the  ancient  philosophy  was  what  logicians 
would  term  a  priori.  It  was  assumed  that  there  was  only  one  true 
subject  of  science,  and  that  was  the  general  substance  inherent  in 
all  things.  All  particulars  were  inherently  degrading  to  philosophy, 
being  subject  to  perpetual  flux  and  change.  Hence  their  philoso- 
phy became  fruitless  of  every  thing  but  beautiful  yet  fallacious  ab- 
stractions. Supposing  they  could  read  the  book  of  nature  by  con- 
ning the  subjective  creations  of  our  faculties,  *  they/  as  Macauly 
well  say 8,  *  only  marked  time/  Having  fixed  on  the  objects  of 
science,  as  reflected  in  their  own  minds,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
that  their  generalizations  remained  unalterably  false  and  hopelessly 
barren. 

It  may  seem  strange,  yet  it  is  true,  that  not  unlike  these  d  priori 
fallacies  are  the  vulgar  errors  about  ghosts,  cures,  omens  and  ill- 
fated  names.  Tbey  all  are  deduced  from  the  false  premise  that 
the  cause  must  resemble  the  effect.  The  lungs  of  the  fox  were 
once  regarded  as  a  specific  for  the  asthma,  because  that  animal  was 
long-winded.  As  well  might  its  lungs  have  helped  a  stammering 
orator,  or  a  sententious !  '  Talk  of  the  devil  and  he  will  appear/ 
is  a  good  illustration  of  that  fallacy  which  raises  the  idea  of  some 
object  in  the  mind,  prepares  it  for  a  real,  appears  and  dilates  out  of 
smoke  or  the  *  dim  mane'  a  monster. 

Here  the  mind  carefully  remembers  every  time  Old  Cloven-Foot 
had  appeared,  yet  always  forgets  when  he  did  not,  even  when  ex- 
pected and  talked  of;  just  as  in  cures,  old  ladies— -kind  hearts  I  — 
always  remember  that  the  yarbs  produced  a  powerful  effect  on  Mrs. 
B/s  boy,  that  had  the  croup ;  on  old  Jones,  that  had  the  rheumatix  ; 
or  negro  Josh,  who  sprained  his  ankle ;  yet  are  oblivious  of  the 
thousand  and  one  failures.  Coleridge  gives  an  example,  not  un- 
like :  'Fortune  favors  fools/  Many  believe  that  maxim  to  be 
scriptural ;  and  they  see  it  verified,  they  think,  daily.  They  note 
wherein  she  does  favor  fools,  for  such  favoritism  seems ,  unnatural ; 
but  if  she  fails,  it  was  only  to  have  been  expected,  and  is  not  noted. 
It  is  not  unworthy  of  consideration,  whether  currency  is  not  given 
to  fallacies  of  this  kind  by  their  epigrammatic  point  or  their  smart 
alliteration. 

The  premises  in  this  order  of  fallacies  are  prejudices.  The  fal- 
lacy lies  in  the  verisimilitude  to  the  true  process.  Admit  the  pre- 
mise, and  the  conclusion  is  as  clear  as  '  founts  in  July/  Admit  that 
all  effects  must  resemble  their  causes,  and  Medea,  by  collecting  ail 
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the  long-lived  animals  and  making  therefrom  a  '  hell-broth,'  will  pre- 
sent you  with  the  great  panacea  itself. 

Nearly  allied  is  that  fallacy  which  overlooks  instances  and  mate- 
rial circumstances.  Of  this  nature  are  the  notions  of  manyyoung 
men,  (we  know  not  a  few  in  the  west,)  who  hearing  that  Thomas 
£  wing,  was  a  salt-boiler,  Tom  Corwin,  a  wagon -boy ;  and  knowing 
them  now  to  be  great  lawyers  and  men,  forthwith  give  up  the  honest 
employment  kind  Nature  had  intended  them  to  pursue,  and  plod 
through  Vattel,  Coke  and  Pothier,  under  the  full  assurance  that 
they  will  become  E  wings  and  Cor  wins;  which  reasoning  is  true 
so  far  as  adverse  circumstances  tend  to  form  such  characters,  but 
unfortunately  it  fails  in  one  material  circumstance,  they  are  not 
Corwins  and  E wings,  to  begin  with.  We  would  not  discourage 
young  men  from  struggling  even  against  difficulty.  *  He  who 
wrestles  with  us  strengthens  our  nerves,'  says  Burke.  Pater  ipsi 
cole*  di  non  facilem  viam  voluit.  But  a  correct  understanding  of 
this  too  common  fallacy  would  prevent  society  from  being  posted 
with  professional '  loafers,'  and  professions  from  being  overstocked 
with  incorrigible  dunces  and  ambitious  numskulls,  or  to  use  politer 
terms,  men  with  more  zeal  than  sense,  more  force  than  firmness,  and 
more  hope  than  sagacity. 

If  the  foregoing  fallacy  were  more  attended  to,  there  would  be 
less  fallacy  springing  from  certain  quarters.  We  would  have  a  less 
number  of  those  who  appeal  to  lungs  in  preference  to  logic,  make 
dogmatic  assertions,  indulge  in  sarcasm,  hyperbole  and  drollery ;  all 
which  bears  upon  the  point  in  question  about  as  strongly  as  the 
moon  influences  the  new  planet. 

Men  of  this  calibre  are  not  particular  which  side  they  advocate, 
provided  they  have  the  potency  of  the  loaves  and  fishes  with  them. 
Single-speech  Hamilton  is  a  fine  type  of  the  order ;  for  he  said  he 
could  vote  conscientiously  on  either  side  of  any  question.  True,  as 
Sir  Roger  remarked,  there  is  something  to  be  said  on  both  sides. 
'Si  exemplis  agitatur,  prqfecto  paria  fiant ;'  but  we  are  yet  to  learn 
that  every  falsehood  has  not  its  opposite  truth.  He  who  practices 
on  a  different  principle,  had  better  read  the  Socratic  denunciations 
of  those  old  confounders  of  Right  and  Wrong  $  the  time-serving 
Sophists. 

We  have  seen  men  of  silver  hair,  in  order  to  neutralize  the  effect 
of  a  well-compacted  argument  of  a  young  man,  resort  to  the  cold 
and  disingenuous  device  of  persuading  the  hearers  that  the  natural 
ardor  and  well-tempered  zeal  of  the  latter  was  mere  passion ;  or 
assuming  a  patronizing  air,  and  grandeur  of  expression,  deplore 
the  inexperience  of  their  opponent,  as  if  age  necessarily  carried 
with  it  experience ;  or,  as  if  that  were  the  material  circumstance 
in  issue.  There  is  not  a  greater  source  of  popular  error  than 
the  common  method  of  seasoning  a  speech  with  palatable  jokes ; 
raising  a  laugh  at  the  facetiousness  of  yourself,  and  the  slip  of  your 
adversary  in  some  immaterial  point.  If  your  cause  be  gloomy, 
only  apply  the  cow-hide  of  sarcasm  and  the  swill-pail  of  abuse,  aim 
although  you  are  guilty  of  a  fallacy  classed  by  Aristotle  as  among 
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those  extraneous  to  the  matter,  (££w  rov  nQ&yfiajov,)  you  will  gain 
your  point,  which  is,  you  know,  the  great  aim  of  reasoning ;  or,  ii 
you  fail  in  this,  overrate  and  aggravate  what  is  asserted  againsl 
you  ;  then  how  easy  and  persuasively  can  you  palliate  ;  or  under, 
rate  and  admit  the  charge  in  a  degree,  then  how  effectual  is  a  com- 
plaisant apology  !  If  any  thing  cuts,  you  can  blunt  its  edge  by  8 
convenient  hypothesis.  If  speaking  glibly  would  raise  a  suspicion, 
appear  to  hesitate  and  boggle,  and  you  will  raise  a  sympathy ;  but 
if  boggling  and  blushing  would  betray,  hide  your  face  in  perpetual 
brass  and  enduring  impudence. 

Another  illustration  of  this  facility  in  blinking  the  material  and 
laboring  the  immaterial  circumstances,  with  the  permission  of  a 
friend,  we  extract  from  his 

PORTFOLIO     OF     A     PETTIFOGGER. 

Timothy  Peaceable      )  This  was  an  action  brought  before  the  Mayor  of  Uniontown,  to  re 

versus  f  cover  $85  for  making  a  flag.    The  flag  had  been  delivered  to,  aix 

Thk  Commxttkb  of  the  r   used  by  the  Braves ;  but  after  considerable  use  and  none  abuse,  th< 

4  Choctaw  Braves.'  j  silk  began  to  crsr.k ;  the  eagle  had  shown  symptoms  of  moulting,  an< 
the  stars  of  shooting  from  their  spheres.  All  this  was  appropriate  to  lessen  the  damages  on  tk< 
quantum  meruit,  or  it  might  have  been  the  ground  of  a  new  action  for  deceit ;  but  Mr.  0*N  — ,  tfc 
ingenious  counsel,  (with  the  blood  and  style  of  Philips)  who  defended  the  '  Braves,'  after  Uyin| 
down  the  law  that  no  pay  could  be  received  by  Pkacxablk  for  an  article  which  had  failed  of  it*  pur 
pose,  proceeded  very  logically  (apparently  logical,)  to  show  the  transcendent  glory  which  attended 
the  flag  in  general,  and  the  American  eagle  in  particular ;  and  so  wrought  upon  the  feelings  of  tbt 
patriotic  Mayor,  that  he  carried  the  day,  regardless  of  the  material  circumstances  of  the  < 


His  speech  is  partially  reported ;  and  though  we  doubt  its  entire 
fidelity,  knowing  the  tendency  to  exaggerate  in  mankind,  with  the 
permission  of  our  friend  we  give  the  peroration,  as  not  unworthy 
of  immortal  type  : 

'  Does  your  honor  want  to  know  the  purpose  of  a  flag?  Long  before  Lsonidaj  grasped  the  Gre- 
cian banner  and  rushed  into  the  pass  or  Thermopylae ;  long  before  the  concave  crescent  of  Hanni- 
bal routed  the  Roman  legions  at  Cannae,  and  waved  their  Numidian  banners  in  the  face  of  the  saves 
hilled  city ;  long  before  Sergeant  Jaspeb  wrote  his  name  down  on  the  immortal  rolls  of  Fame  in  the 
days  which  tried  men's  souls,  or  Bonaparte  flew  with  the  eagles  of  Prance  to  the  summit  of  univer- 
sal domtnion,The  Flag  was  the  conspicuous  object  around  which  embattled  boats  have  rallied.  Chivalry 
waved  it  over  the  sepulchre  in  Palestine,  after  many  a  well-fought  field,  and  Patriotism  will  plant  it 
upon  the  minaret*  which  aspire  from  the  Halls  of  the  Moatezumas.  Where,  in  all  the  repertori« 
or  history,  from  Joshua  to  General  Taylor,  from  Xsxxm  to  Colonel  Doniphan,  can  too  find  tht 
pomp  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war,  of  which  the  immortal  Swan  of  Avon  sings,  unleas  baaeen 
were  flung  to  the  breezes  and  tho  airs  of  heaven  kissed  the  painted  folds)  Beena- Vista,  Cerrc 
Gordo  and  Monterey  would  be  inglorious,  had  not  the  eagles  of  the  republic  alighted  oa  the  ensign 
of  our  gallant  army.  And  shall  the  *  Choctaw  Braves'  be  compelled  to  pay  twenty-five  dollars  fbrtbai 
same  eagle,  done  up  after  this  inglorious  manner  f  (Be  seizts  tea  bmsur  mmd  **•«•  •#  fee  •*#<«.] 
Forbid  it!  sbader'of  departed  heroes  I  Forbid  it  I  gallant  spirits  whose  bones  now  UeMeeching  os 
the  plains  of  Mexico,  and  whose  homes  are  in  the  bright  settin'  sun  I  No  8-i-m!  Psaokablb  eas/t  re- 
cover!' 

To  which  magniloquent  conclusion  of  counsel  the  court  assented, 
and  a  nonsuit  was  awarded. 

Mathematicians  talk  of  '  logical  inelegancies,'  Orators  indulge 
in  illogical  elegancies  with  more  cogency  and  effect.  We  give  the 
above  as  a  specimen  of  a  great  deal  of  the  reasoning  in  our  popu- 
lar assemblies  and  forums.  Only  set  a  sympathetic  chord  a-twang, 
and  away  goes  the  best-built  fabric  of  logic  ! 

We  will  conclude  by  noticing  a  fallacy  which  has  reared  its  ser- 
pent crest  in  our  modern  literature,  and  which  deserves  the  repro- 
bation of  all  independent  minds.  We  refer  to  the  prevailing  hero- 
worship  of  our  time. 

How  many  false  reputations  have   been  palmed  off  upon  the 
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world,  whereby  tricky  mediocrity  has  been  enabled  to  rifle  industry 
of  its  reward  and  genius  of  its  honor!  A  biographical  dabster, 
seized  with  the  furor  of  apotheosis,  exhausts  the  vocabulary  of  en- 
comium, and  lavishes  with  indiscriminate  hand  fulsome  flattery,  until 
the  sense  aches  with  the  surfeit.  This  would  be  harmless,  if  confined 
to  its  appropriate  sphere  of  fiction  \  but  real  men  must  be  taken 
from  history,  and  over  their  heads  is  written  a  large  lie,  in  order  to 
gratify  this  itching  for  adulation.  That  fine  sense  which  separates 
and  analyzes  character,  and  paints  the  lightest  shade  as  well  the 
blackest,  seems  to  have  departed.  A  great  man  admits  of  no 
mediocrity.  Prove  him  great  in  poetry ,  and  he  is  great  in  religion 
too  ;  as  some  would  almost  have  us  believe  Shelly  was,  after  his  own 
manner.  Prove  him  great  in  philosophy,  as  was  Bacon ;  and  a 
Montagu,  with  his  loving  pencil,  will  draw  you  an  ideal  for  private 
worth.  Prove  him  a  great  orator ;  and  a  Mirabeau  has  his  Carlyle, 
with  his  magic  pen,  or  a  De  Cormenin,  with  his  extravagant  eulogy, 
to  lift  him  to  the  highest  heaven,  endowed  with  all  the  graces  and 
virtues.  In  fine,  prove  him  great  as  a  monstrosity,  on  the  principle 
that  a  calf  with  five  legs  and  two  heads  would  be  great,  and  he  is 
worshipped  with  as  much  ceremony  as  the  golden  calf  of  old. 

Such  worshipping  is  not  found  alone  in  the  grand  anthems  which 
Thomas  Carlyle  sings  to  Old  Thor,  Mahomet  or  Cromwell ;  not 
alone  in  the  sketches  of  Gilfillan  whose  great  High  Priest  is  Thomas 
Carlyle ;  but  every  Gilfillan  must  have  his  worshipper,  and  every 
worshipper  of  Gilfillan  sits  upon  a  stool  higher  than  another,  rolling 
his  humble  eye  upward,  expecting  for  this  pious  mummery  the  wor- 
ship of  some  smaller  specimen  of  the  genus  molIis-BSponuceous* 
Thus  we  have  a  sliding  scale,  descending  *  small  by  degrees  and 
beautifully  less,'  of  this  most  ridiculous  ritual  Never  in  the  days 
of  rankest  superstition  was  there  such  a  magnificent  piece  of 
quackery.  True,  it  is  redeemed  now  and  then  by  the  splendor  of 
the  service.  The  swinging  censers  are  of  gold,  and  the  incense 
curls  with  facile  beauty ;  the  images  are  painted  with  the  rich  and 
varied  touches  of  master-hands,  and  entrancing  music  *  swells  vast 
to  heaven ;'  but  a  Luther  is  needed  to  break  the  spell,  and  begin  the 
work  of  the  iconoclast;  to  free  mind  from  this  abject  thraldom,  and 
banish  this  most  degrading  of  all  worships,  the  worship  of  equals, 
to  its  own  barbarian  home. 

But  says  some  one :  '  Are  not  the  influences  of  great  men  and 
their  heroic  actions  happy  and  benignant  1  Do  they  not  enkindle, 
even  in  distant  minds,  sparks  of  kindred  excellence  V 

Yes  ;  but  you  withdraw  from  true  heroism  its  best  influence,  be- 
side robbing  reason  of  its  eclectic  and  discriminating  power,  by 
attributing  even  to  the  best  an  idea)  immaculateness.  As  much  as 
you  elevate  an  instinctive  and  spontaneous  mode  of  action,  you 
degrade  voluntary  and  reflective  action*  This  is  the  great  fallacy 
of  modern  literature.  When  you  raise  a  Cromwell*  you  must  drag 
down  a  Sir  Harry  Vane,  When  you  set  up  the  Reformer  you  are 
replacing  with  the  other  hand  the  image  he  dashed  down.  When 
you  idolize  a  Johnson,  you  are  guilty  of  an  idolatry  he  would  have 
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despised.  When  you  give  glory  to  Mahomet,  from  whom  do  you 
withdraw  it  ? 

This  worship  is  only  carried  on  by  disregarding  the  processes  of 
right  reason,  and  by  men  who  plainly  avow  that  the  thinking  and 
moral  nature  are  but  different  phases  of  the  same  indissoluble  unity, 
the  living  mind,  and  only  distinguished  from  each  other  by  the  ne- 
cessities of  speech.  All  distinction  between  inclination  and  duty 
is  banished,  and  Virtue  is  deprived  of  her  paramount  authority. 
This  facility  in  blending  energy  with  earnestness ;  in  extolling  the 
proportions  of  the  high-built  genius,  '  which  hath  no  heart  for  its 
foundation/  as  the  harmony  of  heaven  ;  in  making  the  worst  best, 
because  they  are  brightest  in  intellect,  and  the  meanest  god-like, 
because  they  are  Satantically  sublime  ;  can  only  find  a  parallel  in  the 
wonderful  generation  of  polyps  as  discovered  by  Trembly.  He 
found  that  these  vegetable  animals  can  be  made  to  change  heads ; 
for  the  head  of  one  may  be  engrailed  on  the  body  of  the  other ; 
and  if  the  tail  of  one  be  placed  in  the  mouth  of  the  other,  the  two 
heterogeneous  extremities  readily  unite,  so  as  to  confound  all  our 
notions  of  personal  identity ! 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  this  huge  fallacy  of  hero-worship  is  not 
confined  to  mere  literature.  Our  country,  as  a  people  governing 
themselves,  will  feel  the  influence  resulting  from  confounding  great- 
ness in  one  department  with  greatness  in  another.  Because  a  man 
can  fight  bravely,  many  conclude  that  he  can  govern  wisely ;  and 
vice- versa.  Benton  and  Taylor  are  by  no  means  reciprocal  terms ; 
let  us  suggest,  without  detracting  from  either  in  their  appropriate 
spheres.  Still  the  one  might  have  made  a  great  General,  and  the 
other  may  make  a  good  President,  without  destroying  our  argument 

If  you  want  an  object  for  your  veneration,  cast  off  the  snackles 
of  personal  homage,  and  pay  devotion  to  principle.  If  you  will 
worship,  allow  us  to  show  you  an  object.  Take  Junius  as  your 
hero.  There  he  is  !  an  abstract  man ;  an  embodied  principle  ;  a 
living  truth  !  Would  you  know  who  he  is  1  It  is  enough  to  know 
and  feel  that  a  mighty  heart  beat  beneath  that  brilliant  rhetoric  with 
its  antithetic  brilliant  and  searching  interrogatory.  There  he  is, 
and  from  his  cloudy  throne, 

'In  glory  unobsenred 
And  with  the  majesty  of  darknew  round,' 

he  speaketh  like  an  oracle,  whether  as  the  hater  of  corruption,  the 
scourge  of  hypocrisy,  the  champion  of  the  press,  the  mentor  of 
lords,  the  censor  of  commons  or  the  teacher  of  royalty.  Dark  is 
he  1  Dark  to  silly  curiosity ;  but  a  bright  and  breathing  soul  to 
him  who  is  tinctured  with  no  Boswellian  servility  to  the  man,  and  no 
Carlylish  worship  of  heroes. 

But  rejoice,  friend  of  independent  Thought,  for  a  better  day  is 
dawning.  Mackay,  in  his  inimitable  way,  has  caught  the  inspira- 
tion, and  sings  its  promised  advent : 

'  Whim  greedy  authors  wield  the  pen, 

To  please  the  vulgar  town, 
Depict  great  thieres  aa  injured  men 
And  heroes  of  renown :  , 
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Pander  to  prejudice*  unclean, 

Apologize  for  crime, 
And  daub  the  rieei  of  the  mean 

With  flattery  like  slime  : 
For  Milton's  craft,  for  Shaksfxau's  tongue, 

We  blush,  but  yet  reply, 
Grub  HttU  moles,  grub  under  ground 

There 's  sunshine  in  the  sky!' 

All  these  darling  fallacies  which  we  have  enumerated  are  not 
alone  the  bantlings  of  vulgar  minds,  but  arc  caressed  by  those  who 
know  better.  Hence  they  have  become  deep  rooted  in  our  midst. 
In  such  a  juncture,  we  hail  with  peculiar  delight  a  work  [ike  that  of 
Mr.  Mill,  of  which  we  promised  to  say  something.  Such  a  work, 
coming  as  it  does  brightly  and  beautifully  stamped  from  his  clear, 
pure  and  analytic  mind,  doubly  refined  by  passing  the  ordeal  of  his 
own  unsurpassed  critical  acumen,  will  do  much  to  straighten  the 
crooked  paths  of  fallacy  into  which  we  are  straying.  His  singular 
boldness,  extensive  research,  familiar  acquaintance  with  ancient  and 
modern  philosophy,  and  his  extraordinary  power  of  classification, 
give  him  a  shield  almost  as  potent  against  Fallacy  as  was  the  dia- 
mond one  of  Prince  Arthur,  which  could  turn  men  into  stones, 
stones  into  dust,  and  dust  into  nothing.  It  matters  not  where  he 
meets  the  fallacy ;  whether  in  the  vulgar  errors  recorded  by  Sir 
Thomas  Browne,  in  the  a  priori  speculations  of  Descartes,  Leibnitz, 
Spinoza;  in  the  domain  of  numbers  and  mathematics  ruled  by 
Pythagorus,  Play  fair  and  Newton  ;  in  the  regions  of  metephysics 
where  Rant  and  Coleridge  reign  sublime,  or  in  the  mystic  realms  of 
the  Platonists,  Vedas  and  Hegelians ;  whether  in  the  morals  of 
Cicero,  the  ecclesiastical  polity  of  old  Hooker,  the  Organon  of  Bacon, 
the  socialism  of  Rousseau  and  Hohbes,  the  philosophy  of  Couisiu, 
or  the  theories  of  Malthus:  ■  any  where,  any  where,  in  the  world/ 
he  lays  it  open  with  his  keen  scalpel,  with  a  kind,  earnest  and  honest 
mind.  Before  his  logic,  not  alone  vulgar  error  but  the  most  inge- 
niously-wrought sophistry  cannot  stand.  He  unravels  with  equal 
ease  the  linsey-wolsey  of  the  house-wife  and  the  web  of  Arachne. 
His  work  richly  deserves  the  commendations  it  has  received  in 
England,  and  which,  for  the  honor  of  American  mind,  we  hope  it 
will  receive  here.  His  social  science,  *  Historical  Method,'  and  his 
moral  and  political  logic,  which  follow  his  analysis  and  classification 
of  fallacies,  and  which  form  the  conclusion  of  his  able  work,  would, 
if  truly  pondered,  arrest  the  thousand  vagrant  reformatory  projects 
and  fallacies  which  are  enervating  the  public  mind.  He  is  an  Eng- 
lishman such  as  an  American  may  delight  to  honor ;  liberal  in  his 
politics,  with  no  false  veneration  for  the  past,  with  no  servility  to 
greater  minds,  and  with  a  true  sense  of  the  progressiveness  and 
dignity  of  mankind.  What  one  man  can  do,  to  scatter  the  chaff  of 
error,  and  teach  men  how  to  sow,  reap  and  garner  the  golden  grain 
of  truth,  that  has  Mr.  Mill  accomplished.  But  much,  almost  every 
thing,  depends  on  the  individual.  He  who  receives,  must  cast  out 
the  fallacy.  The  sword  of  Telephus  was  tne  best  cure  for  its  own 
wounds. 
It  is  no  trifling  question  of  casuistry,  no  theme  for  ridicule,  how 
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shall  a  man  best  subserve  his  own  happiness  and  maintain  his  men- 
tal vigor,  not  only  in  society,  but  in  solitude?  Solitude  comes  to  us 
all.  Disappointment  drives  many  a  noble  soul  to  seek,  its  refuge. 
It  is  needless  for  any  one,  who  is  accustomed  to  reflect,  to  pretend 
to  such  an  immersion  in  worldliness  that  he  does  not  need  an  anchor, 
sure  and  steadfast  tcithin,  to  stay  him  amid  storms,  and  make  him 
confident  against  prospective  adversity.  Where  will  he  find  that 
anchor  ?  Hope,  although  symbolized  by  the  anchor,  is  not  sufficient. 
The  loose  delusions  of  paradoxy,  the  filmy  visions  from  fancy's  loom, 
and  the  beauties  of  a  false  philosophy,  cannot  be  relied  upon,  in  the 
self-searching  hour  of  solitude.  Fallacy,  in  all  its  forms,  is  too 
wavering  and  unsubstantial.  Truth  alone  is  firm  and  improgressive ; 
for,  as  De  Quincy  well  says,  '  truths  are  held  by  a  principle  of  strong 
internal  cohesion.'  Truth,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  does  not  move. 
She  draws  by  her  attractiveness  other  shining  particles  to  herself. 
These  form  the  'great  bases  for  Eternity.'  You  will  not  find  her 
always  in  the  enchanted  chambers  of  power,  nor  reposing  on  the 
couches  of  luxury ;  but  you  will  find  her  where  old  Burton  sought 
her,  in  woods  where  waters  are.  In  solitude,  she  appears  as  she  did 
to  him,  *  with  her  shining  light  and  sparkling  countenance,  so  as  ye 
may  not  be  able  lightly  to  resist  her.'  To  contemplate  is  to  worship 
her ;  and  her's  is  no  mock  '  hero  worship.'  He  who  counts  her 
rosary  will  receive  the  purest  spiritual  aliment.  Let  us  look  upon 
her  as  the  Knight  of  Holiness  looked  upon  her  beautiful  embodi- 
ment, Una,  in  the  cave  of  Despair,  when  he  was  about  to  yield  to 
the  morbid  sophistry  which,  like  *  dropping  honeie,'  fell  from  the  sub- 
tle tongue  of  the  grisly  Enchanter ;  and  even  forlorn  and  squalid 
Misery  will  be  robed  in  her  celestial  light.  •  Certainly/  says  Bacon, 
'  it  is  a  heaven  upon  earth  to  have  a  man's  mind  move  in  Charity, 
rest  in  Providence,  and  turn  upon  the  poles  of  Truth.' 


TIIE       NORTHERN      LIOHT8. 

Mysterious  Lights !  that  paint  the  northern  sky, 
And  tinge  the  sombre  dome  of  silent  night 
With  streakings  of  Aurora's  rosy  light, 
As  sparkling,  flashing  zenith-ward  ye  fly : 
Strango  beams !  how  oft  to  superstitious  eye 
Yonr  solemn  flickering*  and  changes  bright 
Seem  fiery  chariots  rushing  to  the  fight ; 
Dread  signs  that  the  last  awful  day  draws  nigh ! 
To  me  ye  happier  fancies  bring  to  mind : 
Let  cold  Philosophy  assign  thy  cause, 
And  hedge  thy  beauties  round  with  rules  and  laws; 
*T  is  Angels,  gentle  Poetry  would  say, 
Whose  glory,  as  to  heaven  they  wing  their  way, 
Leaves  bright  and  glowing  tracks  behind. 
Rochester,  Aug.,  1847. 
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1 T  U  E      FACE      Of    .THE      DEAD. 


•Th«  dignity  with  which  Djsath  invests  hi*  victim  inspires  us  with  an  awe  no  living  thing  can 
create.  •  •'  •  Wo  shrink  with  horror  from  the*  tottoh  of  that  hand  whioh  bat  yesterday  was  firmly 
clasped  in  oar  own  '  .  Mabhiaos  :  a  No  viz.  . 


W»  gaze  with  deep  awe  on  the  face  of  the  dead, 
As  they  lie  in  their  solemn  and  dreamless  repose ; 

And  we  shrink  from  their  presence  with  feelings  so  dread, 
That  the  heart  in  its  terror  seems  suddenly  froze. 


It  little  avails  though  the  loved  one  now  cold, 

When  life- warm,  was  gentle  as  Music's  own  breath  j 

The  arm  that  our  infancy  once  could  enfold 

Has  a  touch  how  repulsive,  when  stiffened  by  Death  f 


Ah !  well  I  remember  the  morning  in  June, 
Though  twenty  long  years  have  since  vanished  away, 

When  first  my  young  heart  learned  its  dirge-notes  to  tune*, 
As  my  *  Angel  of  Youth'  in  her  winding-sheet  lay ! 


The  eyes  whose  mild  light  on  my  spirit  first  shone 
For  ever  had  ceased  in  their  sweetness  to  beam, 

And  her  smiles,  which  in  sickness  no  dimness  had  known* 
Like  tender  young  orphans,  did  holier  seem. 


Yet  I  conld  not  approach  her  and  touch  her  pale  ttpsy 
Though  the  first  that  my  infantile  cheek  did  e'er  meet, 

And  though  sweet  as  the  dew  that  the  honey-bee  sips 

Were  the  prayers  1  had  caught  there,  ana  learned  to  repeat. 


I  thought  as  I  gazed  on  her  cold  livid  face, 

That  the  Angel  of  Death,  who  the  havoc  had  wrought, 
Was  lingering  still  in  that  sanctified  place, 

Which  seemed  with  the  presence  of  Deity  fraught 


O  Got) !  must  the  child  that  now  looks  in  my  eye, 
And  smiles  as  its  sweet  little  image  it  sees, 

When  the  mirror  is  hidden,  and  pulseless  I  lie, 
Behold  me  with  awe  which  its  feelings  shall  freeze  1 


O  call  me  away  to  the  home  of  my  hopes, 

When  afar  from  the  few  who  may  cherish  my  name, 
And  then,  when  the  morn  of  their  sorrowing  opes, 
No  death-cloud  shall  shadow  griefs  love-kindled 
Bufulo,  (/V.  r.,)  Septenber,mi. 

VOL.  XXX.  41 
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®i)e    (ffgjiptictn  CetUrs. 


x nil. kw,    hoi.:t. 


TV.'IINTY  FO-  IIT!I, 


FKJU    inu'  AMA.I   OUAtt.    TO    8RTD    AUIIUiU     XL    UAJI.    OaiXF    KFCURTART    OF     TBt    riADIK    AT   3AXAO. 

In  the  course  of  my  rambles  through  this  great  city,  it  is  not  unu- 
sual with  me  to  step  into  the  place  where  justice  is  administered. 
I  am  curious  to  see  what  difference  exists  between  this  country  and 
my  own,  in  this  particular ;  and  as  the  nation  believes  itself  to  be 
the  most  enlightened  in  the  world,  beside  possessing  the  most  ap- 
proved method  of  discovering  and  punishing  guilt,  of  securing  the 
rights  of  individuals,  of  curbing  the  oppressor  and  protecting  the 
oppressed,  it  is  quite  natural  I  should  wish  to  acquire  knowledge 
that  may  be  useful  to  me  in  after  life.  In  your  quality  of '  Bash-Katil' 
(chief  Secretary  to  the  Ckadee)  it  behooves  you  also  to  seek  wisdom, 
even  though  it  come  from  Infidels,  so  that  you  may  be  prepared  to 
combat  any  new  form  of  guilt,  or  be  able  more  effectually  to  shield 
the  innocent.  Our  blessed  Ckorau,  which  contains  the  rule  of  faith, 
is  also  filled  with  precepts  which  meet  all  questions  of  civil  law,  yet 
it  wisely  permits  us  to  open  our  ears  to  instruction  from  every  source, 
trusting  that  Allah  in  his  kindness  will  lead  our  thoughts  to  that  part 
only  which  is  pure. 

Go  with  me  then  to  one  of  the  Halls  of  Justice.  It  is  a  large 
room,  the  doors  of  which  are  ever  open  for  the  entrance  of  persons 
who  desire  to  observe  legal  proceedings.  At  one  end  is  a  raised 
platform  where  sit  the  judges.  There  is  nothing  in  their  external 
appearance  to  distinguish  them  from  the  by-standers.  The  Moof 'tee, 
who  has  the  highest  seat,  and  the  Fellah  who  gapes  at  him  from  below, 
are  both  dressed  alike.  He  has  no  turban  on  his  head,  no  prayer 
carpet  is  spread  for  him,  and  he  keeps  his  sandals  on  his  feet.  He 
has  not  with  him  his  pipe,  yet  he  lets  you  see,  by  a  variety  of  ways, 
that  he  uses  and  is  fond  of  tobacco.  A  little  below  and  near  the 
Moof  tee's  seat  is  a  large  enclosure  where  assemble  the  lawyers; 
those  who  have  causes  pending  rise  whenever  they  have  occasion 
to  speak  ;  the  others  are  silent,  or  talk  in  a  low  voice  to  their  neigh- 
bors, cut  pieces  of  wood  with  a  knife,  to  quicken  the  thoughts  that 
are  afterward  to  be  uttered,  and  throw  their  legs  on  tables  made 
for  the  purpose,  so  that  they  may  not  be  soiled  when  they  spit  upon 
the  floor.  At  the  side  is  a  row  of  seats  for  a  number  of  men,  who 
when  assembled  in  this  place  are  called  the  jury.  In  legal  language 
this  is  composed  of  a  '  certain  number  of  men  sworn  to  inquire  into 
and  try  a  matter  of  fact,  and  to  declare  the  truth  upon  such  evidence 
as  shall  appear  before  them.'     This  body  is  treated  by  the  lawyers 
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with  great  respect  when  on  their  seats,  always  addressed  by  the  title 
of  '  gentlemen,'  yet  when  away,  will  hardly  receive  from  them  a 
passing  notice  of  recognition.  People  make  way  for  them  when- 
ever they  go  in  or  come  out  of  the  Hall  in  a  body,  and  they  have  the 
privilege  of  spitting  on  whomsoever  and  on  whatsoever  they  please, 
provided  it  be  not  on  the  Mo  of 'tee  himself. 

These  several  persons  thus  assembled  constitute  what  is  called  a 
Tribunal  of  Justice.  Of  the  three  parts  that  compose  this  tribunal, 
the  most  efficient,  and  the  one  the  people  most  depend  upon  to  main- 
tain and  dispense  justice,  is  the  jury.  The  system  of  juries  is  much 
prized  and  highly  extolled  both  here  and  in  England,  not  only  as  the 
true,  but  almost  the  only  safeguard  To  personal  liberty.  Any  indi- 
vidual, whatsoever  may  bo  his  station  in  life,  color  or  capacity,  may 
practice  as  a  lawyer,  provided  be  has  previously  gone  through  a 
prescribed  course  of  study  ;  and  the  judges  who  are  the  expounders 
of  the  law,  who  should  be  men  of  great  capacity  as  well  as  deeply 
learned,  are  appointed  more  often  as  a  reward  for  their  political  ser- 
vices than  for  legal  wisdom  ;  it  follows  therefore  that  on  the  up- 
rightness, intelligence  and  nut  oral  sagacity  of  twelve  men  called 
jurors,  mainly  rest  the  life,  liberty  and  civil  rights  of  the  whole  com- 
munity. One  would  imagine  that  a  body  of  men  on  whom  devolves 
such  important  trusts  would  be  chosen  with  the  strictest  regard  for 
their  fitness  for  their  high  and  responsible  office,  yet  this  is  by  no 
means  the  case. 

On  a  certain  day  an  officer  of  the  couit  throws  into  a  box  a  num- 
ber of  pieces  of  paper,  on  which  are  written  the  names  of  persons 
whom  he  thinks  ought  to  serve  as  jurors.  He  has  no  personal  know- 
ledge of  them,  probably  never  saw  one  of  them,  knows  nothing  of 
their  fitness  for  the  duty,  and  has  no  regard  to  their  station,  condi- 
tion or  private  character.  As  a  proof  of"  this  indifference  of  choice, 
if  it  happen,  as  is  not  unusual,  that  one  who  has  been  regularly 
drawn  to  serve,  should  be  absent,  his  place  is  immediately  supplied 
by  the  officer  taking  the  first  who  may  chance  to  be  near  him.  The 
names  being  drawn  from  the  box,  these  men  thus  chosen  are  assem- 
bled in  the  hall  just  spoken  of,  placed  on  the  seats  allotted  to  them, 
there  to  listen  to  the  most  complicated  cases  as  they  are  expounded 
to  them  by  the  lawyers  engaged  on  each  side,  who  by  the  by  as  often 
bewilder  as  enlighten  ;  after  which  they  retire  to  a  private  room, 
there  to  decide  unanimously  upon  the  guilt  or  innocence  of  the 
party  accused. 

You  will  1  think  at  once  say  that  this  is  hap-hazard  work  to  ar- 
rive at  justice ;  that  these  men  cannot  all  be  capable  of  forming  a 
correct  opinion  on  matters  they  have  suddenly  been  called  from  their 
accustomed  occupations  to  decide  upon,  and  that  the  chance  is  equal 
whether  justice  or  injustice  is  declared.  * 

There  are  other  causes  which  operate  to  prevent  the  verdict  of 
the  jury  being  the  deliberate  conviction  of  the  mind  of  each  indi- 
vidual juror.  When  in  the  case  of  criminal  actions  the  law  is 
severe,  the  jury  is  inclined  to  temper  it  with  mercy,,  and  to  bring  in 
a  verdict  for  a  lesser  offence,  however  strong  atay  <beshe  proof  «tf 
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the  guilt  of  the  accused  ;  this  is  done  in  violation  of  their  oaths  to 
be  governed  in  their  decision  solely  by  law  and  evidence.  .  Beside, 
a  strong  disinclination  is  now  manifest  against  capital  punishments ; 
so  much  so,  that  if  the  jury  find  that  by  their  verdict  this  would  be 
inflicted,  they  come  into  court  and  declare  their  inability  to  agree, 
one  dissentient  being  of  course  sufficient  to  prevent  unanimity. 
When  this  occurs  (and  it  does  frequently)  the  court  discharges  them 
and  orders  a  new  trial.  This  want  of  agreement  among  jurors  is 
become  common  in  this  country,  even  in  civil  suits,  and  is  a  sign 
either  that  a  defect  exists  in  the  law,  or  that  the  duty  of  jurors  is 
considered  as  a  burden  from  which  they  seek  to  be  relieved,  by 
throwing  it  on  to  a  new  panel.  By  the  English  practice,  jurors  are 
kept  together  till  they  do  agree.  This  is  almost  like  the  ancient 
torture  to  produce  confession,  only  it  is  a  milder  form  of  coercion. 
Yet  it  does  not  bring  conviction  to  a  juror's  mind,  for  a  man  is  not 
sooner  convinced  of  a  point  upon  an  empty  stomach  than  on  a  full 
one.  Wherefore  he  of  the  jury  who  has  most  power  of  endurance 
draws  assent  from  the  others,  and  thus  becomes  sole  master  of  the 
fate  of  the  accused.  Yet  the  law  calls  this  uniformity  of  opinion. 
It  is  any  thing  but  that.  Further,  even  in  civil  suits  it  is  not  uncom- 
mon to  form  a  verdict  by  compromise  among  the  jurors. 

If  when  the  jury  do  not  agree,  and  the  disagreement  turns  upon  a 
matter  of  law,  the  judge  gives  explanations  by  which  to  show 
wherein  the  law  applies  to  the  case.  And  here  a  new  obstacle  oc- 
curs to  prevent  the  verdict  of  a  jury  being  the  unbiased  opinion  of 
all  and  each.  One  of  the  greatest  difficulties  in  the  way  of  a  juror 
is,  where  guilt  is  mixed  partly  of  facts  and  partly  of  law.  A  juror 
is  not  likely  to  possess  a  knowledge  of  the  law :  he  cannot  tell  whe- 
ther the  act  committed  had  that  peculiar  character  which  by  law 
makes  it  a  crime ;  of  course  he  must  rely  upon  the  judge  to  state 
what  the  law  is,  as  applicable  to  the  facts.  Now  the  judge  may  be 
full  of  legal  knowledge,  yet  he  may  by  passion  or  prejudice  be 
warped  in  judgment,  and  give  to  the  law  a  leaning  its  framers  never 
contemplated ;  moreover,  he  may  at  the  same  time  undertake  to  com- 
ment upon  the  matters  of  fact.  In  both  cases  the  effect  must  be 
injurious  to  the  independence  of  the  jury.  They  will  naturally 
place  implicit  faith  on  the  interpretation  of  the  law  as  given  to 
them  from  the  bench ;  and  although  they  are  not  bound  to  heed 
the  comments,  yet  their  minds  are  liable  to  be  swayed  thereby. 
Hence  an  influence  is  created  by  the  judge,  and  the  greater  this  in- 
fluence, whether  derived  from  learning  or  character,  the  weaker  will 
be  the  power  of  the  jury  to  resist  its  effect,  so  that  at  last  it  may 
come,  that  one  man  is  both  judge  and  jury,  while  all  the  forms  of 
justice  are  observed. 

Neither  is  a  juror  always  aided  by  the  counsel.  If  he  listen  to 
the  arguments  on  both  sides  with  the  attention  he  is  bound  to  give, 
he  is  not  always  sure  of  having  a  clear  view  of  the  merits  of  the 
case,  for  one  lawyer  with  a  bad  cause  may  have  the  greatest  ability 
to  persuade  ;  the  other,  who  has  justice  on  his  side,  may  yet  be  defi- 
cient in  the  art  of  making  it  apparent.    He  cannot  with  composure 
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weigh  in  his  mind  the  arguments  on  each  side  while  the  counsel  are 
absorbed  in  the  examination  or  in  the  heal  of  their  address*  He 
has  not  the  advantage  possessed  by  the  judge  of  being  able  to  fix 
the  attention  on  one  subject,  especial \ y  one  be  is  not  familiar  with, 
nor  has  he  an  opportunity  of  taking  notes  to  refresh  his  memory  or 
aid  his  reflections.  On  the  whole,  the  rigid  impartiality  looked  for 
in  the  jury  system  is  not  always  to  be  relied  upon,  and  it  may  be 
a  question  whether,  under  its  present  form  and  practice,  it  is  bo  per* 
feet  a  safeguard  to  the  rights  «f  individuals  as  is  imagined  by  those 
who  live  under  it* 

Trial  by  jury  was  practiced  among  the  christians  at  a  very  early 
period  of  their  history.  Its  existence  may  be  traced  as  far  back  as 
the  eighth  century  of  the  era  of  the  christians  (about  the  two  hun- 
dredth year  of  the  Hegira)  when  it  prevailed  among  the  Scandina- 
vian tribes.  It  was  not  however  alway§  resorted  to.  The  feudal 
knights  were  too  arrogant  to  permit  persons  lower  than  their  order 
to  assume  the  right  of  adjusting  their  disputes  :  hence  the  wager  of 
battle  was  instituted  j  yet  this  was  ot  of  universal  practice,  being 
applied  to  at  last  only  by  the  weak  and  aged.  Then  came  the  ordeal, 
or  appeal  to  Heaven,  instituted  by  the  clergy  to  keep  up  their  influ- 
ence, by  imposing  upon  the  minds  of  the  superstitious.  So  low 
were  the  masses  sunk  in  ignorance,  that  the  clergy  believed  a  mira- 
cle must  be  resorted  to  for  the  purpose  of  moving  them  ;  accordingly 
one  was  manufactured  to  suit  the  times.  The  lowest  jugglery  was 
often  practiced  to  deceive  the  ignorant  to  condemn  the  innocent,  and 
permit  the  guilty  to  escape,  After  this,  the  trial  by  jury  came  into 
universal  use,  and  has  continued  to  be  the  law  of  England  and  this 
country  a  great  number  of  years.  Like  all  human  institutions  it  is 
not  perfect,  and  the  progress  of  civilization,  which  has  produced  such 
changes  in  the  conduct  and  moral  sentiments  of  mankind,  may  ren- 
der a  modification  of  the  system  absolutely  necessary. 

In  Egypt  it  is  certain  it  cannot  be  made  to  work;  and  happily  for 
us  we  have  a  ruler  whose  great  wisdom  and  impartiality  supersede 
the  use  of  such  an  institution.  Our  Bash  a,  on  whom  be  blessings  I 
has  a  way  which  shows  that  he  can  unite  in  his  person  the  two  quali- 
ties of  judge  and  juror,  In  one  of  his  journeys  into  the  interior,  a 
cultivator  of  the  soil  appeared  before  him,  to  complain  that  his  only 
cow,  on  which  depended  the  support  of  his  wife  and  children,  had 
been  forcibly  taken  from  him  for  rent,  and  he  was  now  destitute. 
Such  a  flagrant  act  of  oppression  was  not  to  be  borne  ;  so  his  High 
ness  lost  no  time  in  finding  another  person  with  two  cows,  one  of 
which  he  took  and  gave  to  bim  who  complained.  This  was  n  sum- 
mary way  of  redressing  a  wrong.  No  bill  of  indictment  wa3  found, 
for  the  crime  was  apparent ;  no  counsel  wasted  lime  in  arguing  for 
or  against  the  parties  ;  no  judge  summed  up  the  evidence  or  ex- 
plained the  law;  in  a  twinkling,  justice  was  administered,  and  pro- 
perty distributed  with  an  equal  hand.  The  man  who  hud  suffered 
was  made  whole  from  his  loss,  and  the  man  of  two  cows  still  had 
one  left,  for  which  he  was  grateful.  He  did  not  offend  our  lord  and 
master  by  a  murmur,  well  knowing  that  this  is  disrespectful. 

New-  York,  twenty -fifth  day  of  ike  Moon  I 
ZooH  Hhtg g$h :  Hegira,  1200.        J 
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JUttet  B)»tnt$*titfy. 

FROM  TES  SAME  TO  TBI  8AMX. 

A  custom  prevails  bere  among  literary  and  scientific  men,  who 
have  neither  inclination  nor  leisure. to  write  books,  to  deliver  tmblit 
discourses  on  such  topics  as  they  are  familiar  with,  and  whicn  nay 
be  interesting  to  those  who  seek  knowledge  by  an  easy  road.  The 
practice  has  many  advantages ;  it  gives  a  young  man  of  abilities  as 
opportunity  of  displaying  them,  whereby  in  the  end  he  may  acquire 
literary  or  scientific  reputation,  while  at  the  same  time  it  eonvey*  to 
the  unlearned  more  instruction  by  listening  an  hour  than  can  bo 
obtained  by  a  whole  day  of  reading.  A  listener  may  not  always*  in 
so  short  space  of  time,  acquire  a  great  deal  of  positive  knowledges 
but  this  is  just  within  his  reach,  by  awakening  his  mind  to  facts  bo 
knew  little  of  before,  and  by  the  method  pointed  out  by  the  tectum*1, 
to  make  these  facts  subservient  to  his  enjoyment  or  improvement. 
You  must  not  imagine  that  all  those  who  deliver  discourses  mm 
equally  gifted  in  learning,  or  that  all  have  equal  power  of  fixing  the 
attention  of  their  audience.  Some  of  these  discourses  are  poor  in 
composition;  some  might  pass  as  being  good,  but  are  delivered  i»* 
dull  way;  on  the  other  hand,  many  are  welLwritten  and  well : 
so  that  they  have  the  effect  to  quicken  the  thoughts  and  < 
curiosity  to  know  more  of  the  subject  under  discussion. 

Occasionally  I  have  been  present  at  these  exhibitions,  indneed 
by  a  wish  to  see  as  much  as  possible  of  the  ways  of  the  people,  no 
well  as  by  a  desire  to  increase  my  stock  of  knowledge.  A  abort 
time  since  I  listened  to  a  person  who  delivered  a  discourse 
Civilization,  its  rise  and  progress*  The  orator's  matter  and 
ner  were  both  good,  yet  I  was  not  satisfied ;  my  mind  was  not  i 
After  he  had  finished,  I  thought  there  was  much  more  to  know,  and 
that  he  had  not  entered  into  the  subject  quite  deep  enough.  This 
state  of  mind  induced  a  long  train  of  reflection,  which  determined 
me  to  attempt  to  gratify  my  desire  from  my  own  stock  of  ideaa, 
aided  by  the  writings  of  those  of  the  learned  who  had  thrown  light 
upon  a  question  so  deeply  interesting  to  every  thinking  person. 
W  hen  I  sat  down  to  the  task  1  had  imposed  upon  myself;  it  ap- 
peared less  easy  than  I  had  imagined.  When  I  drew  up  the  eor- 
tain  and  looked  about  for  materials  to  work  with,  I  was  sorely  pus- 
zled  to  know  how  to  begin,  or  rather  was  at  a  loss  to  discover 
where  the  beginning  was  to  be  found.  I  consulted  several  boohs* 
and  soon  saw  that  the  authors  did  not  begin  at  what  I  considered 
the  true  commencement.  They  took  civilization  after  it  bad  boon 
planted,  and  then  marked  its  progress.  This  is  not  going  book  far 
enough.  Robertson,  Guizot,  and  others,  have  all  treated  very  aWy 
on  the  matter,  but  they  begin  at  the  fall  of  the  Roman  emyj&so ; 
when,  to  be  sure,  the  world  was  thrown  into  darkness,  and  < " 
tion  was  almost  extinct,  while  arts,  science,  literature,  and 
morals,  were  nearly  forgotten.  Then  they  speak  of  tbe>  pnow 
of  society;  of  individuals;  amelioration  or  the  social  system  j 
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pansiou  of  the  faculties  of  man  ;  without  considering  that  civiliza- 
tion had  once  flourished,  and  that  records  were  still  in  existence  to 
show  how  it  had  reached  an  exalted  state,  and  hy  what  means  it 
was  lost.  A  feeble  ray  of  light  still  shone  on  the  path  of  improve- 
ment, where  might  be  found  means  to  recover  the  lost  blessing ; 
something  was  still  visible  to  found  civilization  upon.  The  sky 
was  dim,  but  the  darkness  was  not  total.  The  Romans  in  their 
fall  left  roots  which  remained  long  in  a  dormant  state,  yet  still  re- 
tained life ;  when  dug  up  from  beneath  the  rubbish  that  had  col- 
lected over  them,  and  carefully  tended,  they  budded  and  brought 
forth  goodly  fruit  in  given  time. 

This  is  the  starting-point  of  most  authors  I  have  read.  In  begin- 
ning after  this  manner,  the  hardest  part  of  the  labor  is  already 
done  ;  they  have  only  to  dwell  on  exterior  circumstances  \  to  mark 
the  events  and  revolutions  of  the  social  system,  and  see  where  it 
brings  man  out.  It  does  not  occur  to  them  to  go  farther  back  and 
look  deeper,  to  enter  into  Lhe  interior  of  man's  nature,  to  display 
his  natural  faculties,  and  describe  the  change  of  his  ideas  when  he 
is  left  alone  to  his  own  workings.  I  incline  to  the  opinion  that 
civilization  is  not  a  particular  fact,  but  rather  a  gradual  change  pro- 
duced on  men's  minds  by  a  desire  to  improve  their  condition;  an 
effort  to  develope  their  inherent  powers.  It  is  a  remove  from  the 
primitive  or  savage  state*  whereby  hi  the  first  place  man's  physical, 
then  moral  condition,  is  improved,  and  afterward,  his  political. 

In  the  savage  state,  man's  food  depends  on  jrame,  which  is 
perhaps  eaten  raw,  or  baked  in  the  sua,  In  warm  climates  he  goes 
almost  if  not  quite  naked,  and  in  cold  climates  he  covers  himself 
with  skins,  which  he  rudely  sews  together  with  the  sinews  of  the 
animals  he  kills.  His  mind  is  a  blank,  on  which  very  few  Images 
are  painted.  He  thinks  only  of  what  is  before  him,  and  how  he 
shall  keep  in  life,  regardless  of  those  who  are  nearest  to  him.  He 
cannot  count  beyond  the  number  of  bis  lingers,  and  only  by  these 
because  they  happen  to  be  present  to  his  sense  of  sight  and  touch. 
He  sees  the  effect  of  the  wind  and  the  lightning,  hears  the  thunder, 
and  thinks  an  angry  spirit  threatens  his  life ;  sees  the  bright  sun, 
and  the  fields  covered  with  flowers,  and  the  trees  bearing  fruit,  and 
then  believes  another  more  benevolent  spirit  watches  over  him  and 
ministers  to  his  wants.  All  this,  in  a  certain  sense,  is  tangible  ;  but 
his  idea  of  a  Supreme  Creator,  Upholder  and  All-wise  Governor,  is 
so  confused  that  he  cannot  in  any  way  explain  it  to  himself;  and  his 
actions  are  but  little  influenced  by  these  visible  objects  o£  nature. 
He  moves  and  breathes,  but  his  soul  is  a  clod  without  life-giving 
spirit :  it  has  no  elevation  ;  it  crawls  on  the  earth ;  is  grovelling, 
earthly. 

I  now  think  I  hear  you  say, 4  You  have  found  your  beginning.'  I 
think  so  too.  My  man  is  low  enough;  if  he  had  counted  with  his 
toes  instead  of  bin  fingers,  he  would  have  been  not  lower,  intellec- 
tually. Let  us  therefore  take  him  by  the  hand  and  go  a-head.  To 
say  that  an  ignorant  people  can  of  themselves  perform  acts  whereby 
they  can  cast  off  their  rudeness  and  make  an  advance  toward  civili- 
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zation,  is  advancing  an  opinion  which,  I  am  aware,  sounds  in  the 
ears  of  certain  goodly  persons,  heterodox  ;  of  course,  very  repre- 
hensible. Yet  facts  will  bear  me  out,  and  justify  me  in  adhering 
to  the  opinion,  up  to  a  certain  point.  Man  no  doubt  derives  his 
faculties  from  his  Maker  ;  but  their  development,  the  uses  they 
are  put  to,  depend  upon  himself,  and  he  is  subject  to  a  variety  of 
circumstances  beyond  his  control,  many  of  which  are  impediments 
he  has  to  overcome.  He  is  born  with  something  in  him,  and  with 
this  he  does  invent  new  things ;  he  has  desires  and  longings  after 
that  which  he  does  not  possess.  This  sets  all  his  faculties  in  mo- 
tion ;  the  whole  machinery  of  the  mind  is  put  at  work  to  satisfy 
these  cravings,  which  when  done  they  become  necessary  to  his  ex- 
istence, and  the  man  works  on  to  obtain  more.  The  more  he  works 
the  more  he  acquires,  and  the  more  he  acquires  the  more  he  wants  ; 
and  happy,  thrice  happy  for  him  is  it  that  such  is  the  fact.  As  his 
appetite  sharpens,  his  invention  quickens,  and  his  life  is  rendered 
easier  by  the  improved  modes  be  adopts  to  sustain  it. 

Thus  man  gains  much  of  himself,  but  he  does  not  gain  all ;  for 
his  views  are  yet  limited  to  present  enjoyment ;  whereas  your  true 
civilized  man  goes  beyond,  adds  to  a  bare  subsistence  comforts,  to 
com  foils  luxuries,  and  taxes  his  ingenuity  to  retain  these  benefits 
and  impart  them  to  others.  The  primitive  man,  or  savage,  or  bar- 
barian, by  whatever  name  called,  labors  for  himself  alone;  die 
civilized  man,  not  only  for  himself,  but  for  those  around  him,  and 
bestows  a  thought  upon  those  who  are  to  succeed  him.  One  is  go- 
verned by  appetite,  or  instinct,  like  a  brute ;  the  other  is  influenced 
by  moral  principle,  which  makes  him  seek  the  good  and  avoid  the 
evil,  without  reference  to  present  pleasure.  Another  disadvantage 
attached  to  savage  life  is,  that,  however  naturally  ingenious  the  peo- 
ple may  be  in  supplying  their  wants  and  rendering  their  habitations 
comfortable,  they  make  no  progress ;  they  do  not  improve  on  the 
knowledge  they  first  possessed.  Years  roll  on,  and  they  are  no  far- 
ther advanced ;  their  condition  remains  the  same. 

A  distinction  should  be  made  between  civilization  and  an  im- 
provement of  the  social  state.  Man  is  not  naturally  an  insulated 
being.  He  inclines  toward  social  life.  He  soon  learns  that  it  is  the 
best  method  of  preserving  himself,  and  the  best  means  of  supplying 
his  wants.  He  has,  unknown  to  himself,  a  sentiment  which  draws 
him  to  his  fellow  men,  even  before  he  sees  the  necessity  of  the 
union.  The  very  beasts  of  the  field  love  to  herd ;  man  does  the 
same,  and  gives  it  another  name.  Men  like  to  live  near  each  other, 
and  as  they  become  sensible  to  the  advantages  of  uniting,  their 
numbers  increase  within  a  small  space  of  territory,  till  at  last  towns 
and  communities  are  created.  Numbers  give  strength  for  defenee 
or  attack,  yet  still  their  condition  may  not  be  greatly  improved. 
This  may  be  called  a  social  state,  but  it  is  not  civilization.  It  is 
true  it  is  a  step  toward  it,  but  civilization  cannot  properly  be  said 
to  commence  till  something  like  a  regular  government  is  formed; 
till  man  enjoys  some  degree  of  freedom,  is  secure  in  his  property, 
and  may  remove  from  place  to  place  without  forfeiture  of  his  ornate 
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or  rights.  Yet  it  is  true  that  the  germ  of  civilization  lies  in  man's 
nature,  and  all  history  is  but  the  record  of  his  efforts  to  advance 
from  the  place  where  he  stands.  He  is  subject  to,  and  forced  to 
obey,  the  law  of  progress  which  propels  him,  in  spite  of  all  obsta- 
cles ;  and  he  works  on  with  a  patience  which  time  itself  does  not 
exhaust. 

Barbarism  is  not  a  '  state  of  nature,'  as  some  writers  assert,  nei- 
ther is  there  a  warrant  for  believing  it  to  be  the  original  condition 
of  man  :  with  equal  truth  it  may  be  said,  it  is  not  one  of  purity, 
virtue  and  happiness.  Man's  earthly  destiny  is  in  part  marked  out 
by  his  organization.  That  of  the  brute  creation  determines  their 
life  and  conduct,  but  anatomy  reveals  nothing  to  show  that  he  was 
designed  for  a  life  of  entire  repose  or  one  of  unceasing  activity. 
He  has  the  power  of  changing  from  one  state  to  another  with  little 
effort,  and  all  his  faculties  fit  him  for  society  and  improvement. 

And  as  regards  the  primitive  state  of  what  is  called  the  '  patri- 
archal age,'  it  was  not  so  pure  as  many  well-meaning  persons  ima- 
gine. Men  were  still  well  filled  with  passions,  which  were  often 
brought  into  play.  It  is  not  to  be  supposed,  when  they  wanted  to 
improve  their  domestic  and  social  condition,  and  form  something 
like  a  government  for  the  better  management  of  increased  num- 
bers, that  they  calmly  and  without  contention  made  a  free  choice 
of  the  most  virtuous  of  the  community  as  rulers  over  them ;  that 
they  yielded  without  a  murmur  their  individual  rights,  and  that  they 
who  were  chosen  took  the  sovereignty  merely  to  oblige  the  mass, 
without  a  little  leaven  of  ambition  to  soften  the  sacrifice.  This  is 
all  mere  speculation,  notwithstanding  it  is  given  to  us'  at  times  as 
truth,  in  beautiful  verse.  Men  in  no  age  are  so  pure  as  that  they 
can  coolly  sit  down  to  enact  laws,  define  rights,  and  administer 
justice,  without  having  their  passions  excited,  and  contests  for  su- 
premacy raised  up,  conducted  too  with  heat,  and  often  with  acri- 
mony. 

The  first  government  was  one  of  force,  the  first  law  was  the  law 
of  the  strong.  Force  was  the  ruler ;  voluntary  submission  was  not. 
It  is  this  we  all  try  to  produce,  and  this  makes  civilization. 

If  I  find  you  are  not  already  wearied,  I  may  extend  my  thoughts 
on  this  subject  in  another  letter. 

New-York,  ninth  day  of  the  Moon  \ 
Mokaram:  Htgira,  1260.         J 


DIVINATION. 


a  hose    wuo    Hjc*.r>    thr    stars    mat    be   diciivee. 


One  told  u  gentleman 
His  son  should  be  a  maii-killer,  and  be  hung  for 't 
Who  after  proved  a  great  and  rich' physician, 
And  with  great  fame  in  the  university 
Hang'd  up  in  picture  for  a  grave  example! 

vol.  xxx.  42 


Another  acheinist 
Found  a  squint-eyed  boy  should  prove  a  notable 
Pick-purse,  and  afterward  a  most  strong  thief; 
When  he  grew  up  to  be  a  cunning  lawyer, 
And  at  last  died  a  judge !  Bmoou*. 
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L    I    N     E    8     :       DOMESTIC       B    L    I    9    8 


BT     'OKI    WHO     XKOW8.1 


•Thb  heart,  AlstraatJxig,  uki  if  this  be  joy.' 


T  was  Monday — ■pint-quailing  day ! — by  husband!  noted  wall* 
That  in  an  orchard  as  I  walked,  it  unto  me  befel 
To  be  aware  of  tome  one  there,  though  hid  by  branch  and  leaf, 
Who  thus  in  ead  soliloquy  gave  utterance  to  his  grief: 


*  O  yes,  it  may  be  easy,  love,  and  very  prudent  too, 
For  me  to  own  you  're  always  right  in  what  you  say  or  do ; 
It  surely  is  the  safer  way  to  answer  with  a  smile, 
Than 't  is  to  doubt,  and  see  you  pout  and  bite  your  lip  the  while. 


•  But  why  is  it  that  now  it  seems  at  times  as  if  the  glow 
Of  love  did  o'er  the  path  of  life  a  checkered  shadow  throw? 
Fray  what  can  be  'twixt  it  and  me  that  makes  it  shine  less  bright, 
As  if  a  mist  were  climbing  up  before  my  mental  sight? 


1  Alas  the  day !  the  smiles  with  which  my  soul  you  used  to  cheer 
Are  changed  for  frowns  and  sullen  looks,  that  mar  your  beauty,  dear ; 
And  tones  that  fell  like  music's  swell  upon  my  boyish  heart, 
Methinks  in  time's  alembic,  love,  have  grown  a  little  tart 


1  Your  once  fair  brow  is  often  now  with  ruffling  passions  knit, 
And,  oh !  those  eyes !  how  bravely  changed  the  flashes  they  emit! 
And  then  your  sharp  asperities — it  puts  me  in  amaze 
To  think  they  never  showed  themselves  in  all  our  courting  days. 


'  The  phases  of  the  gentler  sex  are  marvels  unto  me, 
And  very  hard  to  understand  their  whims  and  humors  be ; 
But  I  have  learned  this  pregnant  truth,  nor  hold  my  learning  cheap, 
That  woman  is  a  mystery  unfathomably  deep !' 


Now  hearing  such  a  plaint  as  this,  I  laughld  in  my  sleeve, 
To  think  how  many  married  men  have  equal  cause  to  grieve ; 
And  filled  with  doubts  as  to  my  fate  if  Kate  and  I  were  wed, 
I  mused  till  I  grew  sad,  and  then  went  supperless  to  bed. 
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CLASSICAL     CRITICISM. 


UFL!   OT   '••  A.  B  '  TO   'T.   L  .  '  XK   TH»   IHIOIIXBOOIII  FQX  BlfllKBII. 


Dear  Knick.  :  You  intimate  in  your  last  number  that  the  public 
has  probably  had  enough  of  this  classical  controversy.  Therein  I 
am  disposed  to  agree  with  you  ;  but  as  Professor  Lewis  has  done 
me  the  honor  to  write  ten  pages  and  a  half  on  two  lines  of  mine, 
common  courtesy  demands  some  notice  01  his  favors,  though  nei- 
ther my  time  nor  your  space  will  allow  me  to  answer  him  on  the  same 
liberal  scale,  supposing  for  a  moment  that  that  were  at  all  neces- 
sary. When  I  first  heard  that '  T.  L.'  intended  to  'be  down  upon 
me/  I  confess  to  having  been  somewhat  startled.  But  when  the 
threatened  article  appeared,  this  feeling  changed  to  one  of  pure 
amusement.  While  wading  through  the  much  verbiage  composing 
it,  my  relieved  mind  *  took  the  sense  of  it'  summarily,  and  resolved 
it  into  the  following  satisfactory  propositions  : 

I.  That  when  a  Greek  Professor  edits  a  Greek  author,  we  ought 
not  to  expect  from  him  '  critical  excellence  or  critical  investiga- 
tion.'    (p.  246,  sub  fin.) 

II.  That  when  a  word  has  one  sense  in  all  ordinary  Greek,  and 
it  requires  another  sense  in  a  particular  place  to  explain  one  of 
Prof.  Lewis's  theories,  the  whole  usage  of  the  language  must  bend 
to  the  Professor's  theory  !     (pp.  247 — 250.) 

III.  That  because  Plato  makes  existence  connote  potentiality,  or 
m  other  words,  holds  that  whatever  really  exists  is  able  to  do  some- 
thing ;  therefore,  whenever  Plato  uses  a  neuter  verb  it  must  have 
an  active  signification,     (p.  250.) 

IV.  That  it  is  unfair  to  expose  another's  blunders,  unless  you 
make  blunders  of  your  own  for  him  to  assail  in  turn.     (p.  251.) 

V.  That  in  reviewing  an  editor  who  has  followed  a  particular 
commentator,  any  investigation  of  the  merits  of  that  commentator 
is  irrelevant,     (p.  252.) 

VI.  That  one  is  less  likely  to  be  a  scholar  for  having  been  edu- 
cated at  a  place  famous  for  scholarship. 

VII.  That  a  man  who  has  studied  Greek  under  private  tutors 
who  know  a  great  deal,  is  less  likely  to  know  it  than  one  who  has 
studied  it  under  public  tutors  who  know  very  little,  or  without  any 
tutor  at  all.     (p.  253.) 

VIII.  That  when  '  a  list  of  authorities  has  been  handed  down 
from  commentator  to  commentator,  and  growing  longer  ever  since 
the  days  of  the  Scholiasts,'  the  critic  who  follows  and  quotes  these 
authorities  shows  ignorance  and  presumption,  and  the  critic  who 
neglects  and  contradicts  them  shows  learning  and  modesty,  (p.  253, 
sub  fin.) 

IX.  That  to  adduce  parallel  passages  is  '  attempting  to  get  a  re- 
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putation  for  learning  under  false  pretences ;'  but  to  neglect  paral- 
lel passages  is  a  proof  of  real  learning,     (p.  253,  sub  fin.) 

X.  That  when  a  critic  quotes  and  explains  an  author  correctly, 
he  is  to  be  presumed  not  to  have  read  him,  or  at  least  not  read  him 
so  carefully  as  one  who  does  not  allude  to  him,  or  explains  him  in- 
correctly,    (p.  254.) 

XI.  That  because  certain  things  are  only  the  means  to  an  end, 
therefore  it  is  wise  to  jump  immediately  at  the  end,  without  attempt- 
ing to  master  the  means.*     (p.  254,  sub  fin.) 

XII.  That  because  it  is  wrong  to  condemn  an  author,  whose 
business  is  not  to  explain  words  and  sentences,  for  verbal  inaccura- 
cies, therefore  it  is  wrong  to  condemn  a  commentator,  whose  busi- 
ness is  to  explain  words  and  sentences,  for  verbal  inaccuracies.! 
(pp.  254—256. 

XIII.  That  because  classical  scholarship  is  not  so  important  as 
theology,  morals,  or  political  economy,  therefore  it  is  not  worth 
while  to  be  a  correct  scholar  at  all.     (p.  255.) 

XIV.  That  the  less  you  know  the  meaning  of  an  author's  words, 
the  more  likely  you  are  to  know  the  meaning  of  his  thoughts,  and 
vice  versd;  in  short,  that  the  less  able  you  are  to  translate  an  author, 
the  more  likely  you  are  to  understand  him.     (pp.  256,  257.) 

Fourteen  very  pretty  paradoxes  and  non-sequiturs.  Let  your 
readers  compare  them  with  *  T.  L.V  article,  and  judge  whether 
they  are  not  legitimately  evolved  from  it. 

But  does  the  Professor  pretend  to  justify  his  rendering  of  nadeary- 
ftvia  eSiig  ?  He  does ;  and  his  attempt  is  one  of  the  most  ingenious 
specimens  of  throwing  dust  on  record.  On  a  simple  point  of  gram- 
mar, within  the  reach  and  capacity  of  any  fresh-man  or  even  clever 
school-boy,  he  has  raised  a  cloud  of  questions,  the  satisfactory  set- 
tlement of  which  would  involve  a  discussion  of  the  whole  Platonic 
and  Aristotelian  systems  of  philosophy,  (say  six  hundred  octavo 
pages;  it  occupies  about  that  space  in  Ritter;)  involving  in  its 
subordinate  branches  such  little  digressions  as  an  analysis  of  the 
Sophista,  which  in  its  turn  would  involve  analyses  of  its  kindred 
dialogues,  the  Theatetus  and  Foliticus.  But  I  have  no  idea  of  let- 
ting him  throw  the  case  into  chancery  after  this  fashion.  The  ques- 
tion lies  in  a  nut-shell.  Certain  tenses  of  tat^fn  and  its  compounds 
have  an  active  signification  ;  certain  other  tensqs  have  a  neuter  sig- 
nification. This  distinction  is  universally  preserved.  Prof.  Lewis 
translates  a  neuter  tense  as  if  it  were  an  active.  I  said  this  was  an 
outrageous  grammatical  blunder,  and  it  is  ;  and  the  Professor  may 
talk  forever  on  the  subject  without  being  able  to  get  over  it.  All 
that  his  argument  proves  is,  that  a  constituted  or  standing  condition 

*  The  school  men  had  a  question, '  whether  angels  can  go  from  one  point  to  another  without  pest> 
ing  through  the  space  between.'  I  do  n't  know  if  '  T.  L.'  pretends  to  any  thing  angelic,  but  bis  no- 
tion of  explaining  the  whole  Platonic  philosophy,  before  understanding  some  of  the  most  ordinary 
Platonic  words,  certainly  mnacks  of  the  supernatural. 

tE.  g.  It  would  bo  absurd  to  condemn  Shxllbt  as  a  poet  because  he  uses  the  nominative  'jre' 
for  the  objective  '  you ;'  therefore  it  is  absurd  to  condemn  Mr.  Smith,  commentator  on  a  Greek  ea- 
thor,  as  a  commentator,  because  he  does  not  understand  sundry  Greek  words  and  < 
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may  have  constituting  or  active  attributes,  which  I  suppose  nobody 
ever  doubted.  That  political  organization  which  we  call  the  state 
does  a  great  many  things ;  it  appoints  magistrates,  makes  peace 
and  war,  etc.  Would  this  justify  any  one  in  saying  that  state,  ac- 
cording to  its  derivation,  meant  an  acting,  and  not  a  standing? 
KaOeairjxihg  is  a  very  common  word  in  Greek,  and  we  always  find 
the  sense  of  '  settled,'  '  established,'  '  standing,'  assigned  to  it.  If 
'  T.  L.'  suspected  that  this  participle  had  a  peculiar  sense  in  Plato, 
(as  Lucan  has  que  for  neque,  contrary  to  the  general  usage  of  his 
language,*)  he  was  bound  to  prove  this  by  a  copious  comparison 
and  investigation  of  passages.  He  seems  to  have  some  vague  idea 
of  doing  this  when  he  makes  his  two  references  to  the  Sophista. 
The  former  of  these  only  proves  that  Plato  considered  dtivafiig  a  ne- 
cessary condition  of  existence.  Now  what  does  dtvafiig  mean  ? 
Potentiality,  latent  power  or  capability  to  act.  A  man  may  have 
dvya/uig  to  jump  over  a  small  house,  and  yet  be  standing  perfectly  still ; 
so  that  this  citation  shows  only  that '  T.  L.'  has  forgotten  the  differ- 
ence between  dvvaftig  and  tvigyeia,  or  IvjeUxeia,  the  two  words  that 
express  active  power ;  and  this,  too,  after  writing  a  long  note  on  the 
subject.t  The  second  passage  cited  is  the  enumeration  of  Plato's 
highest  genera,  t6  bv,  (existence,)  or&oig,  and  xlvrjoig.  'Among 
these,'  says  the  Professor,  *  crrdotg  is  not  the  mere  negative  of 
xivrioig,  but  the  higher  being  of  the  idea,  as  the  other  is  of  the  mat- 
ter? This  is  very  improbable,  on  two  accounts  :  First,  because  the 
Greek  term  xiv-qoig  is  of  much  more  extensive  signification  than  our 
term  motion  ;  it  includes  birth  and  death,  increase  and  decrease,  and 
several  other  changes.  J  It  is  most  natural  therefore  to  expect  that 
the  opposite  of  xi'vrjoig  will  be  the  very  essence  of  inertia.  Secondly, 
the  great  question  discussed  in  the  Sophista  is,§  how  non-existences 
(tA  fii\  bvTa)  can  be  said  to  be  (efra*)  this  or  that ;  and  therefore  this 
dialogue  is  the  very  place  where  we  should  expect  to  find  a  mere 
negation  endued  with  existence. 

And  now  comes  up  an  important  question.  If  this  mistransla- 
tion was  a  solitary  slip  on  the  Professor's  part,  it  was  unjust  to 
make  a  disparaging  remark  about  it.  If,  on  the  contrary,  '  Plato 
Contra  Atheos'  is  a  book  out  of  which  you  may  literally  shake  inac- 
curacies by  the  handful,  then  it  is  a  convenient  and  proper  test  of 
other  men's  inaccuracy,  and  may  justly  be  alluded  to  as  such.  On 
the  fly-leaf  of  my  copy  I  find  pencilled  down  a  full  page  of  errors, 
the  result  of  one  perusal  of  the  book  two  years  ago.  Merely  to 
explain  these  would  take  twelve  pages  of  your  Magazine.  But  in 
this  case  six  instances  are  as  good  as  six  hundred ;  so  please  to  ex- 
amine the  following  half-dozen : 

Page  42 :   ovyyiveid  tig  Xowg  oe  Qsia  nqbg  id  ^ifJKpvjov  &yei  nfiav  *dt 

*  Vide  '  Pharsalia,'  Lib.  I.  v.  77,  and  Wxisx's  note  thereon. 
t  Lkwis's  •  Plato  Contra  Atheos,'  p.  190. 
\  •  Plato  Contra  Atheos,'  p.  184,  s.  99. 

§  As  any  one  may  *eo  for  himself.    The  '  Sophista'  is  a  nice  bit  of  light  after-dinner  reading, 
almost  as  easy  to  understand  as  '  T.  L.V  pbUologico-metapbysical  speculations. 
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voidgsiv  hvai.  £{>[iq>vxov  should  be  connected  with  npa*  and  roptgaw 
4  a  natural  honoring/  etc.  This  construction  is  un-Greek  and  im- 
possible. Translate  :  '  Leads  you  to  what  is  kindred,  so  as  to  honor 
it,'  etc. 

Page  44.  d^log  h  pipyeafai.  «  A  peculiar  Grocism,  equivalent  to 
6r[l6v  laii  oe  fii/ig>eadat. 

dylogh  [ii[iq>6(T6cu  is  an  expression  that  an  Athenian  cobbler  would 
not  have  used.  I  wish  every  one  who  has  '  Plato  Contra  Atheos' 
'  corae-atable'  would  look  at  this  place  for  himself:  it  requires  very 
little  knowledge  of  Greek  to  appreciate  the  mistake,  and  it  is  such  a 
mistake  as  must  be  seen  in  the  very  book  to  be  fully  credited.  I  will 
not  insult  your  readers  by  pointing  out  the  proper  construction. 

Page  51.  T&y  6n6<mv  iiolv  &i  faodtyeig  re  xal  ernoTTJ/iat.  *  AH  suck 
things  as  are  capable  of  being  perceived  by  the  sense  and  by  the 
understanding.' 

Now  '  objects  of  the  understanding9  is  precisely  what  biUnitfiat 
does  not  mean.  Not  reason  and  understanding  are  more  opposed  by 
the  Kantians  than  imoT^fitf  and  vovg  in  philosophical  Greek.  JVouf 
is  conversant  with  principles  (&Qxfa.)  Emot^firi  is  conversant  with  tA 
kgqI  tSv  &qxw,  deductions  from  principles.  'EmoTrtfieu  then  are  the 
objects  of  reason  and  knowledge f  or  in  a  word,  sciences.*  This  will  be 
made  clear  at  once  by  referring  to  the  chief  argument  of  the  Pro- 
tagoras, which  is  whether  ctyei^  is  an  fckmjity.  Now  to  ask  whether 
virtue  is  a  thing  capable  of  being  perceived  by  the  understanding,  is 
not  remarkably  intelligible,  but  to  ask  if  virtue  is  a  science,  a  thing 
that  can  be  learned,  is  a  plain  question  enough. 

Page  57.  '  M1\  Uyew  itself  however,  in  the  sense  of  '  speaking  im- 
properly/ or  of  '  saying  nothing  to  the  purpose,9  is  so  common  in 
Greek,'  etc.  •  We  wish  that  he  had  given  one  example,9  says 
Woolsey.  I  wish  the  president  may  get  his  example,  but  I  fear  he 
will  have  to  wait  a  long  while.  Professor  Lewis  was  thinking  of 
HTjdhv  Uysw.  If  he  can  find  one  single  instance  of  the  phrase  which 
he  affirms  to  be  '  so  common  in  Greek,9 1  will  publish  his  next  book 
at  my  own  expense. 

Page  323.  Note :  '  The  same  primary  idea  exists  in  the  Latin 
purus,  from  the  Greek  nvo.9 

The  Greek  v  invariably  becomes  y  in  Latin,  so  that  this  derivation 
is  impossible. 

Page  351.  '  It  (ooyta)  isNarhat  Plato  elsewhere  frequently  styles 
<PQ6pT}Ois.'  There  is  as  much  difference  between  owpta  and  wrfrqaic 
as  there  is  between  genius  and  talent. 

A  man  pretending  to  be  a  scholar  makes  nbook full  of  such  mistakes, 
and  then  talks  of 'exposing  my  ignorance!9  It  is  too  rich  a  joke!  No;  it 
is  my  knowledge  which  has  exasperated  his  ignorance.  It  is  my  accu- 
racy which  has  shamed  his  inaccuracy ;  and,  unable  to  impugn  my  ver- 
bal criticism,  in  a  summary  fit  of  rage  he  condemns  and  wishes  to  an- 
nihilate all  verbal  criticism,  from  Porson's  time  down,  both  English 
and  German  ;  for  the  Germans,  as  he  must  know,  if  he  has  ever 


*  Sixth  Book  of  Asistotlx's  Ethics,  jMwin. 
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read  any  of  them,  are  as  minute  and  copious  and  exacting,  ay,  and 
as  belligerent,  as  the  English.  He  is  angry  at  me  for  having  '  in  my 
note-book'  things  which  he  has  not  read,  or  if  he  has  read,  is  unable 
to  remember  and  apply;  and  therefore  he  would  persuade  your 
readers  that  I  do  not  know  them,  though  it  looks  so  much  as  if  I 
did.  *  He  has  not  read  these  authors  ;  that  word  was  not  the  first 
that  occurred  to  him.'  I  say  I  have  read  the  authors,  and  the  word 
was  the  first  that  did  occur;  and  my  assertion  is  as  good  as  Mr.  Lewis's. 
The  only  way  of  proving  such  assertions  is  by  internal  evidence. 
If  a  critic  pretends  to  have  read  an  author,  and  then  shows  igno- 
rance of  that  author,  you  adduce  his  ignorance  against  him.  Thus, 
to  take  a  case  in  point ;  when  a  writer  is  always  referring  to  Plato 
and  Aristotle,  I  naturally  conclude  that  he  has  read  much  of  them  ; 
but  when  I  find  on  examination  that  he  does  not  know  or  remember 
the  meanings  of  some  of  the  fundamental  words  in  the  Aristotelian 
and  Platonic  vocabularies,  such  as  divafjug  and  imax^fitjt  I  as  natu- 
rally doubt  the  extent  and  accuracy  of  his  Platonic  and  Aristotelian 
reading.* 

The  Professor's  inferences  throughout  are  certainly  original,  and 
amused  me  much  by  their  novelty ;  they  were  so  different  from  any 
thing  I  was  prepared  to  expect.  I  thought  he  would  expose  my 
errors ;  he  has  only  found  me  guilty  of  accuracies.  I  supposed  that 
when  two  Lexicons  appeared,  it  might  be  of  some  service  to  the 
Lexicon-buying  public  to  give  them  the  experience  of  one  who  had 
used  both  ;  it  seems,  according  to  him,  that  this  was  done  only  to 
'  call  out  the  choicest  treasures  of  my  erudition.'  I  imagined  that 
doubts  entertained  on  any  point  were  most  likely  to  get  a  satisfac- 
tory answer  by  being  publicly  expressed ;  but  according  to  the  Pro- 
fessor, this  was  only  taking  pains  to  bring  in  *  carefully-culled  spe- 
cimens of  learning/  and  that  too  in  places  where  I  actually  asked 
for  information.*  I  always  thought  a  man  was  more  likely  to  know 
a  subject  from  having  studied  under  the  best  masters  of  it ;  he  tells 
me  that  this  is  childish  and  aristocratic  I  have  been  taught  to  value 
the  authority  of  commentators ;  he  has  found  out  that  every  man 
should  be  his  own  commentator. 

Indeed,  the  whole  tone  of  '  T.  L.'s  article  reminds  me  of  a  class 
of  writers  with  whom  he  is  not  usually  supposed  to  have  much  in  com- 
mon ;  I  mean  the  Associationists.  Had  I  time,  and  a  file  of '  The  Tri- 
bune,' I  would  engage  to  find  in  it  counterparts  to  all  his  recommen- 
dations and  invectives.     They  would  emancipate  the  political  world 

*  Whatever  it  worth  doing  tt  all  is  worth  doing  welL  Bone  say  the  classics  should  not  be  read 
at  all ;  some  that  they  should  be  read  without  notes ;  bat  no  one  I  believe,  before '  T.  L.,'  maintained 
that  they  should  be  read  with  bad  notes.  Inaccuracy  in  the  teacherdamages  the  pupil  in  two  ways ; 
directly,  by  misleading  him  as  to  the  meaning  of  passages ;  indirectly,  by  encouraging  him  in  habits 
of  mental  inaccuracy.  If  the  blind  lead  the  blind  we  all  know  what  will  happen  to  them.  Did  none 
but  scholar*  read  these  books,  their  mistakes  would  be  not  only  harmless  bnt  positively  amusing. 

t  A  little  incident  which  happened  in  connexion  with  this  review  of  the  lexicons  show  how  reel 
scholars  understand  these  matters.  I  had  expressed  a  doubt  if  hmm  was  ever  need  in  prose.  Mr* 
Dkislkb  promptly  furnished  two  instances.  This  was  settling  the  question  at  once.  It  only  re- 
mained  to  take  the  first  public  opportunity  of  doing  Mr.  Dvaxnm  fvH  justice. 
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from  the  laws  of  former  statesmen,  he  the  literary  world  from  the  laws 
of  former  grammarians.  They  twist  the  Bible  to  suit  their  views ; 
he  twists  the  Greek  language  to  suit  his.  They  sneer  at  feudal  in- 
stitutions; he  sneers  at  old  universities.  In  all  his  battles  with 
these  disorganizers  I  have  been  ready  to  bid  him  Gon-speed  and 
*  made  virtute1  to  any  extent.  But  surely,  if  authority  and  prece- 
dent have  so  much  weight  in  other  matters,  they  must  be  allowed 
some  little  in  classical  criticism.  It  is  a  poor  rule  that  won't 
work  both  ways.  What  is  sauce  for  Fourier  must  be  sauce  for 
Lewis. 
With  this  suggestion  I  remain,  dear  Knick.,  truly  yours, 

September  7,1847.  c-  A-  B- 


AUTUMN         RHYMES. 


BT    THOMAB     MAOXSLLiH, 


I  Ve  several  times  in  vain  easay'd  to  sing 
A  simple  song  of  Autumn.    Other  fingers 

Have  oft  and  sweetly  touch'd  the  tuneful  string, 
And  waked  the  pensiveness  that  life-long  lingers 

In  hearts  of  men,  like  some  long-hallow'd  story. 
I  've  seen  the  tender  flowers  grow  pale  and  die, 
The  dry  and  wither' d  leaves  around  me  lie, 

The  sun  go  down  in  his  peculiar  glory, 

The  thrice-expanded  moon  come  slowly  up, 

And  break  a  passage  through  the  eastern  vapors, 

The  pure,  clear  stars  light  up  their  little  tapers 
And  swing  them  out,  each  in  a  crystal  cup, 

As  if  to  lure  the  feet  of  mortals  thither, 

The  land  of  love,  where  hopes  nor  flowers  wither. 


And  I  have  had  within  some  partial  movings 

Of  spiritualness ;  some  quickening  of  the  feelings ; 
Yet  careless  heed  I  've  given  to  the  reprovings 

Of  Nature  in  her  many-voiced  revealing*. 
The  Autumn  is  a  solemn  missioner ; 

A  preacher  to  the  sons  of  men  is  she : 
And  happy  he  who  learns  betimes  of  her 

The  wholesome  truth  of  his  mortality, 
And  ponders  well  the  fleetness  of  his  days, 
And  meekly  walks  in  heavenly  wisdom's  ways. 

The  fading  leaf's  an  eloquent  text  to  man: 
'  We  all  do  fade,  and  wither  as  a  leaf;' 

And  he  who  reaches  life's  extremest  span 
Exclaims  in  sadness, '  Ah  !  my  days  are  brief!' 


Philadelphia,  November  13, 1846. 
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A     LAY     SERMO   N 


'18     ROT     THIS     TH1    fiiBPIMTI»'«     SOW  T*  —  M 1TTB1W  Xtll :    55. 


A*  first  sight,  my  friends,  you  notice  nothing  strange  about  our 
text.  It  is  a  simple  question  ;  thrown  out,  apparently  for  no  better 
or  worse  purpose  than  the  gratification  of  an  idle  curiosity.  Very 
simple  ;  easily  understood,  easily  answered  ;  but  withal  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  questions  ever  asked  on  earth  ;  as  we  shall  see  by 
and  by. 

One  who  had  long  been  absent  from  *  his  own  country*  had  come 
to  revisit  the  scenes  of  his  childhood.  Abroad  he  had  gained  a  sin- 
gular reputation.  Men  knew  not  what  to  make  of  him.  He  was 
wise  :  even  in  boyhood  he  had  puzzled  with  his  logic  the  Doctors 
of  Divinity  in  the  metropolis  of  his  nation,  and  ripening  years  had 
steadily  developed  the  resources  of  an  intellect  gifted  with  mysterious 
powers.  He  was  pure  :  temptation,  had  tried  in  vain  to  shake  the 
firmness  of  his  integrity  ;  malice  bad  never  been  able  to  cast  a  doubt 
upon  his  honor.  He  was  benevolent :  He  had  healed  the  sick,  he 
had  given  sight  to  the  blind,  he  had  caused  the  dumb  to  speak,  he 
had  instructed  the  poor.  He  was  brave  :  enemies,  thirsting  for  his  * 
blood,  had  hung  like  wolves  upon  his  path,  but  he  had  walked  in 
and  out  among  them  as  cool  and  as  calm  as  a  summer's  morning. 
He  was  eloquent :  he  had  preached  a  sermon  better  than  any  other 
ever  delivered  before  or  since.  But  more  :  there  were  men  and 
women  among  the  Villages  that  bordered  On  the  lake  of  Gennesaret 
who  declared  that  they  had  seen  him  cast  out  devils;  there  were 
men  and  women  in  the  highest  ranks  of  the  very  capital  of  Galilee, 
the  wealthy  city  of  Capernaum*  who  stood  ready  to  testify  that  they 
had  seen  this  man  raise  their  ruler's  '  little  daughter*  from  the  dead. 
And  now,  preceded  by  rumors  of  his  wonderful  works,  having  wan* 
dered  hither  and  thither  for  a  long  time  among  the  mountains,  the 
lakes,  the  hamlets  and  the  cities  of  Galilee,  this  strange  young 
man  (for  he  was  still  young)  had  come  back  to  Nazareth  to  see  his 
mother.  He  had  come,  not  to  make  a  parade  of  his  eloquence ; 
not  to  dazzle  his  former  acquaintances  by  the  blaze  of  his  fame  ; 
not  to  exact  from  his  fellow-citizens  the  tribute  of  public  applause  ; 
he  had  come  simply  to  say  a  few  kind  words  to  his  old  mother,  his 
brothers  and  his  sisters ;  to  exchange  early  reminiscences  too,  it  may 
be,  among  those  whom  he  had  loved  to  play  with  when  he  and  they 
were  boys  and  girls  together. 

One  would  think,  my  friends,  that  the  people  of  Nazareth,  how- 
ever unostentatious  bis  approach,  should  have  received  this  person 
with  distinguished  honor ;  that  all  classes  of  citizens  should  have 
striven  among  themselves  to  see  who  could  pay  him  the  most  cour- 
teous attentions.  What  did  they  do  ?  They  met  him  in  the  syna- 
gogue ;  they  listened  with  astonishment  to  him  who  spake  '  as  nevef 

vol.  xxx.  43 


332  A  Lay  Sermon.  [October, 


man  spake  ;'  and  then,  looking  on  the  sad  face  of  this  brave  and 
beautiful  being,  the  miserable  creatures  asked,  with  a  sneer  : 

'  Is  not  this  the  carpenter's  son  V 

Why  did  they  not  cry  Hosanna  1  Why  did  they  not  fall  down  and 
worship  1  Because  they  were  men  of  mean  and  vulgar  spirits,  those 
Nazarenes ;  and,  like  other  such  of  our  own  day,  had  a  miserable 
standard  to  measure  character  by.  The  august  person  before  them 
did  not,  they  thought,  move  in  the  right '  set ;'  did  not  belong  to  the 
'  good  society'  of  Nazareth. 

'  Is  not  this  the  carpenter's  son  V  They  considered  this  question 
a  test  of  character ;  and  such  in  fact  it  was,  for  it  showed  what  kind 
of  stuff  themselves  were  made  of.  They  could  not  recognise  true 
greatness  in  others,  because  they  had  not  learned  to  see  any  thing 
noble  in  their  own  breasts.  Give  me  the  guage  by  which  you  mea- 
sure another  man,  and  I  will  tell  you  your  own  dimensions  to  a  barley 
corn.     Your  standard  will  be  just  as  tall  as  yourself. 

'  Is  not  this  the  carpenter's  son  V  Ay ;  but  the  centurion  of 
Capernaum  did  not  ask  that  question  ;  neither  did  Jairus  the  ruler, 
nor  Nicodemus  the  doctor  of  laws,  nor  Pontius  Pilate  the  governor, 
nor  Joseph  of  Arimathea,  the  '  honorable  counsellor.'  For  they 
were  gentlemen  ;  and  no  gentleman  was  ever  afraid  of  being  con- 
taminated by  contact  with  a  pure  mind,  or  ever  refused  to  honor 
genius  and  virtue.  Nobody  but  the  pitiful  Nazarenes  asked  that 
question  ;  insects  as  they  were,  beneath  the  awful  front  of  that  ma- 
jestic One,  trying  to  look  down  on  Him  !  Said  I  not  truly  that, 
under  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  their  inquiry  was  a  re- 
markable one  ? 

Now,  of  this  text  my  reverend  friend  Simpkins  would  make  a 
'  practical  application'  somewhat  different  from  that  which  I  intend 
to  offer.  He  would  address  first,  by  way  of  compliment,  the  saints, 
and  then  the  sinners  by  way  of  menace.  Chiefly  would  he  warn 
us  against  pride  ;  holding  up  as  an  example  thereof  the  conduct  of 
the  Nazarenes.  My  discourse,  less  artistical  than  his,  will  be  levelled 
at  sinners  only,  leaving  others  to  take  care  of  themselves,  and  in- 
culcating that  pride  which  the  Nazarenes  were  too  mean  to  under- 
stand. 

A  man,  my  friends,  ought  to  be  proud  ;  not  vain,  not  egotistical, 
not  conceited,  not  arrogant ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  modest  and  proud. 
Man  is  a  valuable  animal.  He  is  useful  for  building  rail-roads,  for 
hoeing- com,  for  waiting  on  steam-engines  and  for  charging  batte- 
ries ;  also  for  consuming  the  products  of  his  own  or  his  neighbor's 
industry,  and  for  many  things  beside.  As  a  race,  then,  he  deserves 
respect.  But  as  an  individual,  he  possesses  a  value  different  not  only 
iu  degree  but  in  kind  from  that  pertaining  to  iron  and  steam,  cattle 
and  gun-powder.  The  worth  of  these  last  mainly  consists  in  their 
capability  of  being  appropriated,  and  made  to  serve  the  interests  of 
those  who  use  them  ;  it  is  extrinsic  and  relative  ;  it  is  derived  from 
man,  and  without  him  would  not  exist.  But  each  human  being  has 
a  value  intrinsic  and  positive ;  not  dependent  pn  society  or  any  thing 
else ;  which  he  would  retain  though  he  stood  alone  upon  the  earth; 
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which  would  cling  to  him  though  he  were  hovering  in  desolate  soli- 
tude midway  between  Sirius  and  the  sun  ;  even  there  the  soul,  con- 
taining inherent  and  indestructible  life,  thought  and  feeling,  would 
be  worth  something  to  itself,  would  be  the  thing  prized  and  the 
prizer ;  would  not  need  to  go  out  of  itself  to  get  itself  a  value.  A 
bird  skimming  over  the  water,  ray  friends,  is  a  very  valuable  thing, 
while  with  a  happy  heart,  v 

'  Radit  iter  liquid  um,  celeret  neque  commovet  alas,' 

as  Virgil  saith  beautifully ;  but  '  ye  are  of  more  value  than  many 
sparrows/  more  beautifully  saith  One  greater  than  Virgil.  And 
herein,  my  friends,  is  the  distinction  between  you  and  the  innocent 
birds ;  an  infinite  one,  in  contemplating  which  you  ought  to  take 
some  satisfaction,  if  for  no  other  end  than  to  show  your  gratitude 
to  Him  who  has  made  you  so  '  infinite  in  faculties/  Moreover,  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  virtue,  there  is  such  a  thing  as  intellect,  there  is 
such  a  thing  as  refinement,  things  that  a  sparrow  never  dreamed 
of.  All  these  we  call  good,  and  worthy  of  our  esteem.  But  we 
cannot  esteem  an  abstraction,  since  while  it  continues  a  mere  ideal 
it  is  a  nonentity,  quite  incapable  of  being  loved  or  hated.  When 
then  we  talk  of  virtue,  genius  and  taste,  we  always  refer  to  them  as 
existing  somewhere  in  the  concrete  ;  and  when  we  say  that  they  de- 
serve respect,  we  mean  that  the  men  who  possess  them  are  thus 
deserving.  Perhaps  you  may  be  those  very  men ;  if  so,  fail  not  to 
respect  yourselves  accordingly.  Do  not  misunderstand  me.  I  say 
it  is  possible  that  you  possess  those  good  qualities  which  you  admire 
in  others.  Possible ;  but  certainty  you  must  have,  before  you  pre- 
tend to  estimate  your  value ;  doubt,  distrust,  self-examination,  you 
must  toil  through  first. 

Some  will  say  that  because  of  human  imperfection  we  cannot 
know  ourselves.  So  some  have  said  that,  for  the  same  reason,  we 
cannot  know  any  thing ;  and  Berkely  went  so  far  as  to  challenge 
the  world  for  proof  of  the  existence  of  matter.  But  as  a  man  with 
five  senses  may  become,  for  all  practical  purposes,  sufficiently  certain 
that  matter  does  exist,  so  may  one  with  undiseased  brains  arrive  at  a 
clear-enough  insight  into  his  own  character.  Having  gained  this, 
however,  let  him  keep  it  to  himself;  not  proclaim  it  upon  the  house- 
tops ;  not  ask  other  people  to  come  forward  and  assent  to  the  cor- 
rectness of  his  self-estimation.  Such  conduct  would  be  a  violation 
of  decency ;  an  overt  act  of  vanity ;  nay,  it  would  prove  the  man 
to  be  an  imposter ;  not  after  all  certain  of  his  own  worth,  but  anxious 
to  become  so  by  taking  the  popular  vote  on  the  subject.  There 
are  indeed  occasions,  though  rare,  for  openly  demanding  respect 
from  others.  Perhaps  there  is  nothing  finer  in  the  English  language 
than  a  speech  once  made  by  Lord  Thurlow,  which,  under  ordinary 
circumstances  would  have  stamped  him  as  a  man  of  insufferable 
egotism.  The  Duke  of  Grafton  had  dared  to  taunt  him  with  his 
humble  origin  ;  and  while  each  word  of  Thurlow's  reply  bespoke  a 
spirit  proud  as  Lucifer's,  every  syllable  displayed  the  modesty  of  a 
virgin. 
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*  To  all  these  noble  lords/  said  lie,  '  the  language  of  the  noble 
Duke  is  as  applicable  and  as  insulting  as  it  is  to  myself.  But  I  do 
not  fear  to  meet  it  single  and  alone.  No  one  venerates  the  peerage 
more  than  I  do  ;  but,  my  lords,  I  must  say  that  the  peerage  solicited 
me,  not  1  the  peerage.  Nay  more :  I  can  say  and  will  say,  that  as 
a  Peer  of  Parliament,  as  Speaker  of  this  right  honorable  House,  as 
Keeper  of  the  Great  Seal,  as  guardian  of  His  Majesty's  conscience, 
as  Lord  High  Chancellor  of  England ;  nay,  even  in  that  character 
alone  in  which  the  noble  Duke  would  think  it  an  affront  to  be  con- 
sidered -^-asfl  man,  I  am  at  this  moment  as  respectable,  I  beg  leave 
to  add,  I  am  at  this  time  as  much  respected,  as  the  proudest  Peer 
I  now  look  down  upon.' 

One  would  rather  have  been  Thurlow  then,  than  King  of  Eng- 
land. Poor  Duke  of  Grafton  !  he  had  forgotten  that  although  the 
king  can  make  a  duke,  it  takes  God  to  make  a  man.  He  had  no 
true  pride  ;  nothing  but  an  affectation  of  it ;  hence  his  mistake. 

I  know  there  are  those  who  pretend  to  honor  others  and  despise 
themselves.  And  if  there  be  one  being  who  from  the  bottom  of 
his  heart  does  despise  himself;  who,  having  searched,  can  find  no- 
thing good  or  beautiful  within  him  ;  doubtless  he  deserves  his  own 
contempt  and  ours.  There  is  no  such  man.  Germs  of  goodness 
are  in  us  all,  however  stinted  their  growth.  All  have  some  reason 
for  self-respect.  The  veriest  Nazarene  is  worth  more  than  many 
sparrows,  if  he  would  only  think  so.  But,  my  friends,  we  are  apt 
to  forget  this.  We  too  often  go  out  of  ourselves  to  get  ourselves 
an  unreal  value.  We  seek  it  in  public  opinion ;  in  praise  from 
those  who  do  not  know  us  as  we  know  ourselves ;  in  flattery  for 
qualities  which  we  are  not  certain  that  we  possess,  or  which  per- 
haps we  secretly  despise.  Our  self-esteem  rests  on  the  false  or  the 
frivolous,  not  on  the  true  and  the  noble.  We  bedizen  ourselves 
with  externals,  instead  of  letting  them  hang  loosely  around  us,  de- 
riving their  grace  from  our  upright  forms.  We  are  vain  too  much 
and  proud  too  little.  Hence  we  learn  to  adopt  small  standards  in 
judging  of  ourselves  and  others,  and  so  dwindle  into  pigmies. 

The  Nazarenes,  it  seems,  in  their  scale  of  merit,  graduated  men 
by  birth ;  foolishly  enough,  I  think  ;  but  how  many  of  us  do  the 
same  thing  1  I  am  not  going  to  rail  at  social  distinctions.  Rooted 
in  the  nature  and  circumstances  of  mankind  as  many  of  them  are, 
they  cannot  be  torn  up,  and  ought  not  to  be  if  they  could.  The 
learned  and  the  ignorant,  the  refined  and  the  coarse,  often  too  the 
rich  and  the  poor,  cannot  enjoy  each  other's  company  :  it  is  absurd 
to  think  of  forcing  them  together.  But  wo  on  this  side  of  the  water 
claim  to  have  founded  society  on  the  basis  of  reason.  The  dogma 
that  all  men  are  by  nature  equal,  false  in  all  senses  but  one,  true  as 
we  have  understood  it  and  fought  for  it,  true  as  denying  the  supe- 
riority of  any  one  man  in  right  of  mere  birth  over  any  other,  enters 
as  an  essential  element  into  all  our  historical,  political  and  religions 
theories.  Though  comparatively  few  things  in  philosophy  or  reli- 
gion arc  permanent,  since  both  are  continually  changing  their  forms, 
while  their  great  principles  alone  endure,  this  doctrine  always 
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has  been  and  always  will  be  sound  philosophy  and  sound  Chris- 
tianity. It  originated  in  Paradise,  and  will  last  as  long  as  Genesis. 
Especially  do  some  of  us,  by  making  birth  a  touch-stone  of  social 
rank,  not  only  go  counter  to  common  sense,  but  repudiate  our  his- 
tory, religion  and  government. 

I  say,  then,  that  pride  of  birth,  mere  birth,  is  unphilosophical,  un- 
christian and  unmanly  any  where ;  in  this  country  of  commoners, 
ridiculous.  But  you,  my  friend,  despise  your  neighbor  simply  be- 
cause he  is  4  a  carpenter's  son.'  Now  let  me  guess  what  you  are. 
Probably  a  carpenter's  grand-8or\ ;  belonging  to  that  great  fraternity 
of  small  individuals  who,  in  this  land  of  thinly-peopled  grave-yards, 
glory  in  the  antiquity  of  a  single  generation.  You  are  a  little  un- 
easy about  your  own  social  position.  You  fear  there  are  some 
whose  memories  run  farther  back  than  yours,  and  you  live  in  terror 
lest  by  some  unlucky  connection  with  carpenters'  sons  you  should 
cause  the  humbleness  of  your  origin  to  be  suspected.  Every  where 
your  grand -father's  ghost,  armed  with  jack-plane  and  hammer, 
pursues  and  torments  you.  You  are,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  simply  a 
coward.     Why  not  be  above  all  this  1 

But  perhaps  (O,  tempora  !  O,  mores  /)  you  are  a  carpenter's  son 
yourself?  No  matter;  you  stand  not  alone;  we  may  call  you  'E 
Pluribus  Unum.'  By  some  change  of  residence,  some  lucky  specu- 
lation, or  some  advantages  of  education,  you  have  actually  got  ad- 
mitted into  what  you  consider  'the  best  society.'  And  now  you 
are  constantly  looking  up  with  one  eye  and  down  with  the  other; 
up  gratefully  on  those  who  condescend  to  notice  you,  down  super- 
ciliously on  those  whom  you  hardly  condescend  to  notice.  You 
are  willing  to  be  patronized.  You  do  not  ask  to  be  esteemed  an 
equal  exactly  by  your  associates,  but  take  their  small  favors  thank- 
fully, as  the  dogs  did  the  crumbs  that  fell  from  the  rich  man's  table. 
Ah  !  my  poor  friend  !  do  n't  you  see  that  every  body  is  laughing  at 
you  ? 

Now  you,  my  brother,  on  the  other  hand,  despise  nobody.  Yet 
you  think  it  rather  hard  that  fate  should  have  made  you  a  •  carpen- 
ter's son.'  You  are  a  little  ashamed  of  your  birth.  Do  not  under- 
rate yourself.  See  if  you  have  not  something  to  be  proud  of.  You 
mistake  if  you  think  any  true  man  respects  you  the  less  for  your 
condition.  Be  of  better  cheer.  You  may  be  nearer  than  you  sup- 
pose to  the  very  highest  class  of  society ;  far  nearer  than  many 
who  think  themselves  above  you.  Such  a  class  there  is,  prouder 
than  any  other,  because  more  conscious  of,  and  more  firmly  relying 
on,  its  own  intrinsic  worth  ;  appreciating  whatever  is  good  and 
great,  and  sympathising  with  it  wherever  found.  Into  that  class  the 
man  of  mere  birth  or  wealth  finds  no  admittance  ;  kept  out,  not  by 
artificial  barriers,  but  by  the  purity  of  an  atmosphere  too  rare  for 
him  to  breathe,  being  calculated  for  more  delicate  and  spiritual 
beings  than  he.  To  that  class  probably  belonged  Joseph  of  Ari- 
mathea,  the  '  honorable  counsellor,'  as  also  the  ruler  of  Capernaum, 
who  '  worshipped'  a  '  carpenter's  son.'  Be  not  then,  my  friend, 
without  reason,  sorrowful.     Envy  not  those  uneasy  creatures  who 
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affect  to  despise  thee.    For  there  are  the  noble  ones,  higher  than  they, 
who  say  to  thee  : 

4  Art  thou  ■corned  1  dost  tbou  repin© 
That  a  lowly  birth  was  thine  T 
Boldly,  friend,  look  up  and  know 
None  may  higher  Unease  show  ; 
Holy  Nature  is  thy  mother, 
Goo  thy  lather,  Chaist  thy  brother !' 

Such  is  your  pedigree ;  in  which  there  is  something  more  illus- 
trious, I  think,  than  in  the  dust  of  a  hundred  coffins.  O,  carpen- 
ter's son  !  are  there  not  some  moonlit  nights,  very  calm  and  quiet, 
or  some  still  sunny  days  in  summer,  or  some  solitary  fire-side  hours 
in  winter,  when  you  feel  that  it  is  something  great  and  awful  to  be 
a  man? — when  you  remember  that  you  are  a  unit  in  the  universe, 
and  a  brother  to  the  stars  ;  that  Orion  has  his  destiny  and  A  ret  urns 
his,  and  you  yours  ;  alike  mysterious  and  alike  sublime  1  And  at 
such  times  do  you  not  rise  above  the  trifling  distinctions  that  divide 
society,  and  thank  God  for  having  put  you  any  where  in  his  great 
system  of  things  ;  especially  for  having  given  you  a  chance  to  labor, 
and  love,  and  suffer,  in  this  glorious  world  ?  What  higher  honor 
would  you  ask,  or  what  better  proof  of  your  worth  1  Oh  !  revere 
yourself,  then,  for  whatever  goodness  there  is  in  you  ;  despise  your- 
self for  whatever  meanness  there  is  about  you,  and  •  reform  it  alto- 
gether.' Cling  not  to  public  opinion  ;  abhor  flattery ;  cast  off  ego- 
tism and  vanity — things  quite  unbecoming  a  serious  man.  And 
you  who,  for  whatever  reason,  ask  so  often,  '  Is  not  this  the  carpen- 
ter's son  V  remember  the  ridiculous  Nazarenes,  and  be  ashamed  of 
them  and  of  yourself;  or  else  be,  like  them,  ashamed  of  having 
any  thing  to  do  with  the  son  of  the  humble  Joseph  ;  be  ashamed 
to  break  the  bread  and  taste  the  wine ;  ashamed  of  life,  ashamed 
of  death,  ashamed  of  the  resurrection  from  the  dead  ! 

They  say  the  great  Teacher  never  smiled.  But  when  we  con- 
sider his  lowly  birth,  his  painful  life,  and  his  disgraceful  death,  we 
shall  think  perhaps  that  he  was  himself  a  smile  of  Goo  upon  the 
world ;  a  smile  of  benevolent  encouragement  to  all  true  men,  how- 
ever humble  their  sphere  ;  a  smile  of  terrible  derision  and  mockery 
at  all  human  meanness,  arrogance  and  vanity. 


SONNETi      LOV: 


Love  has  a  wondrous  and  a  magic  power: 

It  wakes  to  life  a  crowd  of  hopes  and  fears ; 

It  fills  the  heart  with  joy,  the  eye  with  tears, 
And  plants  a  thorn  beside  each  blushing  flower. 

How  sweet  but  sad  is  the  low  voice  of  love ! 
Its  music  doth  subdue  and  charm  the  soul, 
Holding  each  passion  under  its  control, 

Saddest  when  sweetest,  like  the  plaintive  dove. 
Soft  is  the  light  of  love  :  it  clothes  the  earth 

As  with  a  robe  of  beauty,  but  it  blends 

Its  glory  with  a  gloom,  and  ever  lends 
The  hue  of  dying  Autumn,  giving  birth 

To  thoughts  of  life  and  death  as  nearest  friends : 
Yet  is  not  love  a  gem  of  priceless  worth  T 
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NOTE    07    EXPLANATION    BY   THE    EDITOE. 

We  owe  some  explanation  to  our  readers  for  the  abrupt  termi- 
nation of  4  The  St.  Leger  Papers9  in  the  present  number,  after  an 
interruption  in  the  series  for  several  months.  It  is  in  this  wise.  It 
will  be  recollected  that  we  received  these  same  •  papers'  from  an '  old 
man/  who  placed  them  in  our  hands  as  a  portion  of  his  chequered 
reminiscences.  We  had  reason  to  suppose  that  the  concluding 
numbers  were  in  his  possession ;  and  after  publishing  all  that  had 
been  furnished  to  us,  we  ventured  to  intrude  upon  his  privacy ;  and 
we  called  at  his  lodgings  in  Great  Jones-street  accordingly.  We 
found  the  reminiscent  hale  and  healthful,  enjoying  in  an  eminent 
degree  repose  of  body  and  mind.  He  received  us  courteously,  but 
was  evidently  a  little  discomposed  at  our  visit.  To  our  inquiries 
touching  the  remainder  of  the  manuscript,  he  replied  that  he  sup- 
posed he  had  given  it  to  us  entire  ;  that  the  whole  of  it  was  for  a 
long  time  in  his  possession,  and  that  he  could  not  account  for  the 
loss  of  a  portion,  unless  it  had  been  left  with  the  mother  of  the 
young  man  in  England,  she  having  once  requested  the  loan  of  the 
ms.  to  compare  with  the  one  she  herself  had.  We  endeavored  to 
get  some  clue  from  the  reminiscent  by  which  we  could  make  a  suc- 
cessful search  for  what  was  missing ;  but  the  *  old  man9  informed 
us  that  not  a  member  of  the  St.  Lbqer  family  was  living,  although 
many  important  papers  were  left  in  the  hands  of  Sir  William 
Shaw,  whose  solicitor  was  Henry  Ltnoe,  Esq.,  Size-lane,  London ; 
but  whether  Sir  William  or  his  solicitor  were  still  living  he  could 
not  inform  us.  We  took  our  leave,  not  altogether  despairing,  and 
immediately  wrote  to  the  solicitor,  making  very  full  inquiries,  with 
the  request  that  should  he  be  so  fortunate  as  to  discover  the  lost 
ms.  he  would  forward  it  to  our  address,  to  be  returned  to  the  owmer. 
By  the  last  steamer  we  received  the  following  letter,  which  covered 
several  loose  leaves  of  ms.,  most  of  which  are  incorporated  in  the 
present  number  of  '  The  Papers :' 

•Ifiim,  A*gwfi  16,  lMt 
•  Sia :  Your  letter  of  May  last,  addressed  to  my  father,  the  late  Hbney  Lynob,  who  died  some  year* 
ago,  was  received  and  opened  by  me.  It  is  proper  to  inform  you  that  Sir  Willam  8baw  departed 
this  life  in  June,  1816,  and  that  hi*  eldest  son,  who  succeeded  him,  it  at  present  on  the  Continent.  I 
have  however  made  search  for  the  m.  lefened  to  in  your  letter,  among  nil  the  papers  of  the  late 
St.  Lxozr  family,  of  which  I  am  the  custodian.  1  earn  fnd  only  a  lew  toons  sheets,  which  I  enclose 
herewith.  It  is  however  probable  that  the  m.  yon  seek  may  be  in  the  possession  of  Ctiani.M  Lft> 
fkvrk,  Esq.,  Warwickshire,  with  whom  several  important  papers  were  deposited.  Shoald  yon  do- 
sire,  I  will  write  to  Mr.  Lefkvu  on  the  subject,  npon  your  indicating  such  desire  to  me  by  letter. 
Regretting  that  I  have  not  been  able  mora  successfully  to  forwsrd  your  wishes,  I  hare  the  honor  to 
be,  8ir,  your  moat  obedient  servant,  .  Eo#?AIU>  Liaron.' 

'  94  SittUmt,  BmckUrtkmj: 
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By  the  foregoing  our  readers  are  put  in  possession  of  all  that  we 
ourselves  know  about  these  remarkably  mysterious  papers. 

Ed.  Xnxoxx&booxbju 

'  Theresa  Von  Hoprath  !  How  can  I  delineate  thy  character; 
how  can  I  approach  thee,  sweet,  gentle,  heavenly  Theresa  !  A  sa- 
cred awe  comes  over  me,  a  mysterious  reluctance  pervades  my  spirit, 
as  I  bring  back  the  recollection  of  the  days  passed  with  thee,  dear 
Theresa !  And  shall  I  again  summon  those  fond  associations,  and 
recall  those  happy-spent  hours  ?  Can  I  bear  to  dwell  upon  them, 
and  live  them  over  again  ]  'T  is  an  agonizing  happiness — a  bliss- 
ful torture ! 

'  I  am  calm,  nevertheless,  as  I  pencil  the  above  words — very 
calm.  Why  should  1  not  be  calm  ]  True,  the  days  of  the  years  of 
my  life  are  numbered,  but  the  allotment  is  universal,  and  not  to  be 
dreaded.  'Birth' and  'Death' are  words  merely.  'Change  and 
change'  define  them.  Even  now  I  see  the  world  recede ;  but  I 
carry  myself  about  with  me  wherever  I  am  transported.  There- 
fore hath  Memory  her  portion  in  my  immortality.        •         • 

'  Yes,  I  am  calm  when  I  speak  of  Theresa  Von  Hofrath.  Why 
should  I  not  be  calm  1  In  her  gentle  conduct ;  in  her  quiet  life ; 
in  the  mild  dignity  of  her  nature ;  in  her  child-like  simplicity ;  in 
her  deep,  unwavering  faith  ;  what  is  there,  I  ask,  in  the  recollec- 
tion of  all  these,  to  make  my  heart  beat  the  quicker,  or  cause  my 
pulse  to  fluctuate  with  an  unwonted  trembling  1  Yes,  I  am  calm ; 
very  calm ! 

'  Theresa  Von  Hofrath,  under  God,  thou  didst  save  my  soul ! 
Without  thee  I  had  been  lost.  Ay,  I  see  the  precipice  over  which 
I  was  hastening,  I  see  thy  hand  extended  to  save.  Which,  which 
shall  it  be  7  A  plunge— *  a  struggle  ;  death,  or  a  turning  aside— a 
conflict — everlasting  life  ! 

4  The  life  of  a  German  student  was  before  me.  Determined  to 
enjoy  something,  I  scarcely  knew  or  cared  what,  T  concluded,  be- 
fore I  shut  myself  up  with  my  books  and  my  philosophy,  to  see 
what  was  going  on  among  the  young  men.  How  I  desired  more 
and  more  to  break  the  shell  and  get  at  the  kernel !  I  longed  for 
my  eyes  to  be  opened,  for  I  felt  all  the  discomfort  of  blindness. 
Had  the  alternative  been  placed  before  me,  as  it  was  before  the 
first  man,  '  In  the  day  thou  eatest  thereof  thou  shalt  surely  die  !'  I 
should  have  incurred  the  penalty  without  the  aid  of  the  tempter 
serpent  or  the  tempter  woman.  My  previous  intercourse  with  the 
world  had  thrown  no  light  upon  the  mystery  of  living.  I  had  thus 
far  seen  every  thing  under  constraint.  Even  my  wild  excursion  to 
St.  Kilda,  the  memory  of  which  I  dearly  cherished,  did  not  help 
me  in  the  difficult  point.  Like  the  child  who  must  break  his  bauble 
to  find  out  how  it  was  put  together,  so  I  was  proceeding  to  destroy 
by  too  close  investigation  what  little  there  was  in  life  to  make  me 
happy.     I  now  sought  without  delay  the  company  of  my  fellow- 
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students,  and  courted  their  society.  What  youth  has  not  expe- 
rienced a  chill  pass  across  his  heart  when  first  introduced,  after 
leaving  home,  to  a  circle  of  new-made  acquaintances,  whose  very 
cheerfulness  makes  him  sad,  and  whose  stirring  hut  welcome  greet- 
ing causes  his  heart  to  sink  low  down  in  his  breast  1  But  I  had  no 
such  feelings.  So  great  was  my  curiosity  to  make  acquaintance 
with  things  as  they  were,  without  the  restraint,  I  may  say,  of  God 
or  man  upon  my  thoughts  and  actions,  that  it  was  the  all-absorbing 
desire  of  my  soul.  After  all,  considering  the  recluse-life  that  I  had 
led,  and  the  strong  passions  which  were  seeking  development 
within  me,  this  could  not  be  wondered  at. 

*  I  was  domesticated  at  the  house  of  Professor  Von  Hofrath.  His 
family  consisted  of  his  daughter  and  myself  only ;  except  that 
Theresa  was  often  visited  by  a  young  cousin,  a  pretty  girl  of  about 
eighteen,  who  stayed  sometimes  a  week  at  the  house.  I  had  a  de- 
lightful apartment,  the  use  of  the  Professor's  large  and  well-selected 
library,  and  the  advantage  of  the  charming  prospect  around.  I 
was  not  long  in  getting  acquainted  with  several  of  the  students, 
and  my  acquaintance  soon  became  extensive  enough.  My  varied 
acquirements,  purchased  by  years  of  severe  study,  stood  me  in  good 
part  now.  I  could  converse  fluently  in  several  modern  languages, 
and  thanks  to  De  Lisle,  was  well  versed  in  ancient  literature.  My 
tutor  had  given  me  a  letter  to  one  Moritz  Heiligen,  who  had  the 
charge  of  a  youth  of  distinguished  family  from  Dresden.  This  let- 
ter I  presented,  and  I  shall  never  forget  what  befel  me  on  my  way. 
The  night  was  very  dark  and  tempestuous.  The  apartments  of 
Herr  Heiligen  were  in  a  portion  of  the  town  remote  from  the  Ro- 
sen thral  ;  but  I  felt  ill  at  ease,  and  ventured  out.  Yet  I  hardly 
know  why  I  selected  such  a  night.  Theresa  inquired  timidly  if  I 
had  far  to  go ;  and  her  eye  indicated  a  little  apprehension  at  my 
departure.  I  assured  her  that  I  should  return  early,  and  immedi- 
ately set  out. 

1  It  was  a  dreary  walk  into  the  town,  but  I  persevered.  I  hurried 
along  until  I  came  to  one  of  the  principal  streets,  and  turning  into 
it,  I  passed  the  prominent  hotel  of  the  town.  At  that  momenta  car- 
riage dashed  rapidly  up  to  the  door.  The  postillions  called  loudly 
for  lights  and  attendance,  making  the  while  as  much  parade  and  as 
much  noise  and  bustle  as  possible.  I  stopped  involuntarily,  as  the 
servants  gathered  around  the  carriage.  A  light  was  produced,  and 
the  distinguished  traveller  was  assisted  to  descend.  As  he  stepped 
out,  the  light  gleamed  across  his  face,  and  revealed  the  accursed 
features  of —  Vautrey  ! 

I  trembled  with  excitement.  For  with  Vautrey  was  associated 
the  recollection  of  Leila.  If  she  had  somewhat  faded  from  my 
memory  since  my  sojourn  at  Leipsic,  the  returning  tide  of  feeling 
rose  higher  than  ever.  A  strong  un mistaken  presentiment  came 
over  me,  that  Leila  herself  was  not  far  distant.  Possibly  this 
Vautrey  was  now  watching  her  movements  and  following  her  steps. 
The  idea  gained  upon  me,  until  I  felt  that  I  could  not  be  mistaken. 
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I  turned  away  to  prevent  a  recognition,  and  as  I  did  so,  another  car- 
riage with  four  postillions  dashed  rapidly  by. 

Here  the  ms.  furnished  to  us  by  our  kind  correspondent  ab- 
ruptly ends.  Upon  several  sheets  which  accompanied  the  ms.  are 
put  down  unconnected  thoughts,  which  havo  apparently  occurred  to 
the  writer  at  one  time  and  another.  Then  occur  a  few  lines  as  if 
in  continuation  of  the  narrative,  which  relate  evidently  to  a  period 
considerably  subsequent  to  the  time  when  it  abruptly  breaks  off,  as 
above.  The  reader  may  take  some  interest  in  these  passages,  un- 
connected as  they  seem.  What  immediately  follows  we  apprehend, 
from  a  date  upon  the  paper,  was  written  after  a  year's  sojourn  at 
Leipsic,  and  when  St.  Leger  had  resolved  to  leave  for  Genoa,  where 
love  of  novelty  and  adventure  was  calling  him.  It  is  the  parting 
with  Theresa : 

1  We  took  a  silent  walk  together.  Not  one  word  was  spoken  by 
either.  Theresa  maintained  her  usual  composure  of  spirit,  but  a 
trace  of  deep  sorrow,  in  which  no  passion  mingled,  was  visible  in 
her  face, 

'  I  was  fixed  in  my  resolution  to  go  away.  Satan  had  gained  the 
victory,  and  had  an  angel  pleaded  against  my  departure  with  an 
an  gel' 8  eloquence,  still  I  would  have  gone.  Surely  I  can  say  so, 
when  I  resisted  the  entreaties  of  Theresa,  who  spoke  so  earnestly 
out  of  holy  regard  for  my  well-being.  Well ;  we  went  along  our 
once  delightful  shady  walk,  and  stopped  as  we  had  often  stopped 
before,  at  a  romantic  spot.  Ah  !  do  I  not  remember  it  1  Did  not 
the  huge  oak  throw  up  its  gnarled  and  rugged  branches  over  against 
us  ?  Were  there  not  shade-trees  and  the  evergreen,  and  a  mossy 
seat  just  here  ?  Did  not  a  clear  cool  spring  bubble  out  from  a  rock 
at  our  feet  1  Was  not  the  blue  sky  over  our  heads,  and  did  not  the  still 
solemn  pines  tower  up  in  the  distance,  ominous  of  portending  gloom  t 
There  on  that  spot,  she  the  sweetest  of  all  created  beings,  did  en- 
treat me  not  to  go  upon  my  destined  journey ;  and  there  on  that 
spot  did  I  answer  her  with  words  merely,  as  all  men  answer  woman, 
when  answer  they  have  none.  At  the  conclusion  I  said  :  '  Theresa, 
I  shall  come  back  to  Leipsic ;  we  shall  meet  again.' 

•  Hear  me,  St.  Leger.  We  shall  never  meet  again !'  said  the 
young  girl,  for  the  first  time  almost  passionately.  We  shall  never 
meet  again !  See  you  this  path  ;  how  it  separates  here  into  two, 
which  join  again  in  the  high  road,  after  crossing  the  adjacent  forest  ? 
You  may  as  well  tell  me  that  the  same  spot  of  material  earth  which 
lies  at  their  separation  is  the  same  spot  which  lies  at  their  reunion, 
as  that  two  beings  who  part  in  the  forming-time  of  life  shall  ever 
meet  again.     It  cannot  be  /' 

The  following  must  have  been  written  at  a  still  later  period.  It 
stands  unconnected  with  any  thing  else  : 

'  The  sins  of  youth  are  more  the  sins  of  thoughtlessness ;  of  a 
thoughtless  yielding  to  some  strong  temptation,  or  unfortunate  pro- 
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penalty,  or  corrupt  tendency  of  nature,  and  are  not  the  consequence 
of  any  fixed  habit  of  thought,  or  of  a  settled  course  of  conduct. 
Pleasures  attract,  while  the  guilt  of  their  enjoyment  is  not  per- 
ceived or  thought  of 

'  But  when  the  youth  becomes  a  man,  his  desires  and  thoughts 
are  no  longer  impulsive,  but  are  to  be  charged  to  the  effect  of  settled 
habits  and  tendencies,  and  his  actions  belong  to  and  form  a  part  of 
a  chain  or  course  of  conduct  which  produces  these  as  a  result. 

4  Would  it  not  be  well  to  ask  where  this  course  will  ultimately  lead 
me  ?  Yet  as  I  advance  in  years,  and  when,  as  one  would  suppose, 
my  thoughts  should  be  directed  toward  another  world,  so  far  from 
lire's  appearing  more  and  more  uncertain,  my  hold  upon  it  seems 
more  and  more  secure.     How  is  this  1 

On  another  sheet  we  find  these  words  : 

'What  means  this  perpetual  expectation — perpetual  expecta- 
tion 1  It  cannot  mean  Death,  but  rather  Immortality!'  .  .  .  Look 
to  it  that  my  actions  faithfully  portray  myself.  Then,  at  any  rate,  am 
I  no  hypocrite. 

.  .  .  .  *  All  things  hasten  on  to  their  consummation !  What 
shall  be  that  consummation  to  me  1  I  am  told  that  every  man's 
coming  state  is  prefigured  by  his  present  experience.  Gbxat  God  ! 
Is  then  my  Future  but  the  heightened  picture  of  my  Pbmbnt  V 
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Alas  !  the  sounding  water-foil,  the  rivulet  and  stream, 
The  very  birds  and  insects,  all  are  voiceless  onto  him ; 
He  cannot  even  understand  what  speech  or  music  is. 
O !  let  us  love  him  better  and  more  tenderly  for  this ! 


Instead  of  seeking  out  a  path  to  lead  his  groping  powers, 

As  circumstance  or  guidance  hath,  perchance,  directed  ouri ; 

The  language  of  the  flowers,  the  speech  that  whispers  from  the*  mead, 

Bright  leaves  from  Nature's  book,  will  teach  his  little  mind  to  read. 


He  will  not  need  a  knowledge  of  the  world  of  outward  sound, 
While  thus  the  smiles  of  heavenly  love  encircle  him  around ; 
For  oh  !  the  very  winds  that  touch  with  merest  breath,  his  cheek, 
Will  talk  to  him  in  language  such  as  holy  angels  speak. 


All  things  shall  teach  him ;  •very  thing,  however  understood, 
Unto  his  shut-up  soul  shall  bring  a  treasury  of  good : 
And  when  the  Lou>  recalls  again  bis  spirit  back  to  heaven, 
O!  it  willbe  asfreerromstsitts*  wheaitm*wa*ghrea. 
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The  Prosb  Writers  of  America:  with  ax  Introductory  Survey  of  tor  Intrlleotual 
History,  Condition,  and  Prospects  of  tub  Country  :  with  Portrait!  from  Original  Pictiraa. 
By  Rufus  Wilmot  Griswold.    In  one  volume.    Philadelphia :  Carey  and  Hart. 

No  man  is  more  deserving  of  the  public  gratitude  than  he  who  teaches  a  nation 
to  respect  itself.  A  proper  confidence  in  one's  own  standards,  in  one's  own  judg- 
ment, and  in  one's  own  abilities,  is  so  important  for  the  full  development  of  intellec- 
tual oapacity,  and  social  dignity  and  happiness,  and  moral  power,  that  it  ought  to  be 
considered  a  duty  of  every  one  who  holds  the  place  of  a  guide  or  teacher  to  implant 
and  cultivate  it  in  the  subjects  of  his  care,  whether  communities  or  individuals. 
Personal  or  national  vanity,  indeed,  may  become  even  bloated  upon  the  contempt 
and  ridicule  of  the  rest  of  the  world ;  but  an  honorable  self-dependence,  a  manly 
self-reliance,  can  be  inspired  only  by  contemplating,  as  external,  the  monuments  of 
one's  own  character  and  ability,  or  by  seeing  that  others  regard  them  with  esteem 
and  deference  and  admiration.  For  either  purpose,  of  enabling  the  literary  genius 
of  the  country  to  know  itself,  objectively,  or  of  causing  other  countries  to  receive 
the  complete  impression  of  its  power,  we  hold  such  efforts  as  have  been  made  by 
Mr.  Griswold  to  be  of  great  value.  He  has  done  a  useful  work,  and  he  has  done 
it  well.  The  book  now  before  us  is  more  than  respectable  ;  it  is  executed  ably,  and 
in  many  parts  brilliantly.  In  some  respects  it  is  an  extraordinary  work ;  such  as 
few  men  in  America,  perhaps,  except  its  author,  could  have  produced,  and  he  only 
after  years  of  sedulous  investigation,  and  under  many  advantages  of  circumstance 
or  accident  He  has  long  shown  himself  to  be  of  Cicero's  mind :  *  Mihi  quidem 
nulli  satis  erudito  videntur,  quibus  nostra  ignota  sunt'  The  distribution  of  the 
various  writers  into  their  classes,  and  the  selection  of  representatives  of  each  class 
or  type,  exhibit  much  skill.  Many  passages  present  fine  specimens  of  acute,  original 
and  just  criticism,  eloquently  delivered.  We  differ  from  Mr.  Griswold  sometimes, 
but  never  without  a  respect  for  his  judgment,  and  never  without  feeling  that  we 
owe  it  to  the  public  in  all  cases  to  give  a  reason  why  we  do  not  assent  to  the  conclu- 
sions of  so  candid  and  discriminating  a  judge.  We  acknowledge  Mr.  Griswold  to 
be  a  good  critic  ;  and  if  his  personal  friends  or  others  claim  for  him  the  title  of  a 
writer  of  first-rate  merit,  we  make  no  other  hesitation  than  that  we  have  not  yet 
seen  quite  enough  of  original  matter  from  his  pen.  '  The  strength  of  the  eagle,1 
says  Mr.  Hallam,  '  is  to  be  measured,  not  only  by  the  height  of  his  place,  but  by 
the  time  that  he  continues  on  the  wing.'  If  the  editor  of  the  *  Prose  Writers'  will 
produce  an  entire  volume  on  some  continuous  subject,  in  the  same  style  of  fearless 
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and  acuta  discussion,  and  of  graceful  and  elegant  composition,  which  m  displayed  in 
some  of  the  paragraphs  here  —  which  we  do  not  question  hie  ability  to  do — we 
■bail  readily  admit  hie  right  to  take  a  place  among  the  foremost  authors  of  the 
country.  The  present  volume  we  have  read  with  constant  interest  and  frequent  ad- 
miration. We  have  derived  more  instruction  from  it  than  it  would  be  becoming  in  a 
reviewer  to  admit.  The  reader  is  here  brought  for  a  time  into  society  with  the 
greatest  and  most  accomplished  of  the  minds  of  this  country : 

'  Et  variat  audit  Yocet,  fruiturque  deorum 
Colloquio.' 

It  is  much  to  admit  that  we  pass  to  the  comments  of  the  author  without  any  very 
sensible  diminution  of  interest  or  respect 

The  benefits  to  be  expected  from  a  compilation  like  this  are  several  In  the  first 
place,  by  exhibiting  *  the  ancestors'  fair  glory  gone  before'  in  concentrated  bright- 
ness, it  will  stimulate  the  youthful  energy  of  the  day  to  more  earnest  action  in  this 
great  field  of  exertion  and  renown.  In  the  next  place,  it  will  tend  to  ascertain  and 
illustrate,  by  a  kind  of  induction,  more  reliable  than  any  speculation  or  random  ex- 
periment, the  natural  and  proper  tone  and  character  of  American  literature.  We 
wish,  as  perhaps  all  wish,  and  we  believe,  as  certainly  many  do  not  believe,  that 
there  is,  or  is  to  be,  a  literature  peculiarly  and  distinctively  American.  This  country 
in  its  origin  was  little  else  than  a  concourse  of  individual  persons,  aggregated  but  not 
associated,  and  of  companies  clustered  but  not  combined ;  gradually  this  *  dust  and 
powder  of  individuality'  has  tended  to  an  organization  ;  a  definite  principle  of  social 
life  has  been  evolved,  or  is  evolving ;  characteristics  of  a  national  existence  have 
been  perceived,  and  have  deepened  and  multiplied  as  time  has  gone  on.  In  every 
thing  the  dead-reckoning,  which  carried  forward  the  old  wisdom  into  the  new  region, 
has  failed  or  began  to  fail,  and  new  observations  have  required  to  be  taken.  A  thou- 
sand tokens  in  every  thing  from  which  we  can  prognosticate,  make  it  manifest  that 
a  spirit,  indigenous  and  self-vital,  inhabits  our  country ;  a  spirit  of  power,  ipsa  silts 
pollens  opibus.  If  all  this  be  so,  there  is  an  end  of  the  question  about  a  national 
literature  ;  for  this  creative  vigor,  breathing  and  burning  in  the  bosom  of  the  nation, 
must  find  an  issue  in  art  as  well  as  in  action.  .The  flower  of  literature  will  blow, 
and  the  fruit  of  science  bloom,  upon  the  tree  of  national  life,  as  surely  as  the 
branches  and  leaves  of  business,  politics  or  war  expand  and  strengthen.  It  is  then 
of  the  first  consequence  that  every  one  interested  in  associating  his  name  with  his 
land's  language  should  apprehend  correctly  the  tendencies  of  the  literary  spirit  of 
the  country,  in  order  that  he  may  divine  the  nature  of  that  literature  in  its  porfect 
development ;  for  it  is  only  as  his  productions  embody  and  represent  that  native 
spirit  of  art,  that  they  will  have  a  permanent  life.  He  must  look  backward,  and 
catch  a  prophecy  of  the  future  from  the  performances  of  the  past  He  must  listen 
to  the  various  notes  that  have  been  struck ;  observe  which  sound  falsely,  which  have1 
died  away  and  become  inaudible,  and  which  rise  and  flow  and  swell  upon  the  ear, 
the  true  key-notes  of  the  symphony.  Of  one-thing,  however,  even  a  hasty  glance 
gives  us  a  gratifying  assurance ;  that  of  whatever  nature  or  quality  the  new  lite- 
rature may  be,  it  will  bear  no  resemblance  to  the  productions  of  *  Young  America  f 
a  fraternity  young  only  in  wisdom,  and  incapable  of  representing  any  thing  of  Ame- 
rica but  its  vulgarity.  Following  the  order  of  Mr.  Gbjbwold,  we  shall,  in  the  pre- 
sent number,  and  in  subsequent  issues, attempt  a  hasty  review  of  the  several  depart- 
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aents  in  which  monuments  of  the  mental  vigor  of  America  remain  for  the  i 
ion  and  delight  of  mankind :  beginning  with  her  statesmen  and  orators. 

The  Congress,  which,  having  vindicated  by  arms  those  principles  of  liberty  that 
are  constitutional  in  Anglo-Saxon  society,  afterward  assembled  to  define  and  institute 
them  in  abiding  forms  of  legislation,  brought  together,  to  use  the  language  in  which 
Warburton  spoke  of  the  Long  Parliament, '  the  greatest  set  of  geniuses  for  govern- 
ment that  ever  embarked  in  a  common  cause.'  And  to  this  day,  that  high  lineage 
has  never  failed.  Political  and  legal  ability,  in  fact,  seem  to  be  an  instinct  of  the 
American  people ;  and  those  faculties,  implying  an  action,  present,  personal  and 
persuasive,  admit  of  scarcely  any  effective  literary  sortie  but  in  oratory.  Accord- 
ingly, the  eloquence  of  the  bar,  the  legislative  hall  and  the  popular  assembly  consti- 
tutes the  most'  characteristic  display  of  American  intelligence,  and  of  itself  sustains 
our  pretension  to  take  a  rank  among  the  great  intellectual  nations  of  the  world.  In 
the  night  of  tyranny  the  eloquence  of  the  country  first  blazed  up,  like  the  lighted 
signal-fires  of  a  distracted  border,  to  startle  and  enlighten  the  community.  Every 
where,  as  the  news  of  this  or  that  fresh  invasion  of  liberty  and  right  was  passed  on 
through  the  land,  men  ran  together  and  called  upon  some  speaker  to  address  them. 
It  is  a  striking  evidence  of  the  dignity  and  elevation  of  this  noble  gift,  that  at  sea- 
sons demanding  deep  wisdom,  and  varied  resources  of  suggestion  and  experience, 
and  consummate  judgment,  oratory  was  the  most  commanding  influence  in  the  state, 
and  that  it  was  then  more  splendid,  more  finished,  more  truly  classical,  than  it  baa 
been  in  any  times  of  less  excited  interest.  Eloquence  is  the  enthusiasm  of  reason, 
the  passion  of  the  mind ;  it  is  judgment  raised  into  transport,  and  breathing  the  irre- 
sistible ardors  of  sympathy.  It  contributed  in  a  great  degree  to  the  adoption  of  the 
federal  constitution  ;  and  never  let  it  be  forgotten,  that  when  the  same  perverse  and 
fatal  spirit,  against  which  the  constitution  in  its  infancy  had  prevailed,  again  appealed 
in  the  councils  of  the  nation,  inflamed  by  interest  and  ambition,  and  at  once  insidious 
and  domineering,  to  betray  the  system  which  it  could  not  overthrow,  it  was  the  same 
divine  energy  that,  with  the  indignation  of  truth,  the  power  of  argument,  and  a 
torrent-rush  of  resistless  feeling,  swept  forth  to  scatter  and  punish  the  foe.  The 
eloquence  of  Hamilton,  spoken  and  written,  did  much  to  establish  our  national  sys- 
tem ;  the  eloquence  of  Webster  did  more  to  defend,  and  save  it 

'  Duo  fulmina  belli, 
Scipiadas,  cladem  Libyoe!' 

Looking  then  at  the  monuments  of  American  eloquence,  even  with  the  severe 
eye  of  scholars  and  critics,  there  is  cause  for  satisfaction  and  a  just  pride.  There 
is  Henry,  not  fulminating  from  the  clouds,  like  Demosthenes,  to  terrify  men  into 
sense  and  virtue  ;  not  sending  up  a  flash,  like  Cicero,  to  be  a  signal  to  distant  ages, 
rather  than  a  fire  of  present  energy ;  but  first  drawing  his  hearers'  sympathies  to 
him  by  a  delightful  conciliation,  and  then  charging  them  with  the  fervor  of  his  own 
bosom ;  familiar,  simple  and  near,  yet  intense,  vehement  and  thrilling ;  converting 
his  hearers  first  into  friends,  and  then  animating  them  into  partisans,  and  finally 
hurrying  all  along  with  him  in  one  united  fellowship  of  feeling ;  not  surpassing  in 
intellect,  rarely  analytical,  never  ascending  to  the  illuminated  heights  of  abstract 
wisdom ;  but  setting  before  his  mind  usually  some  one  definite  object,  and  piercing  it 
through  and  through  by  the  shaft  of  a  sound  understanding,  pointed  by  an  ! 
purpose,  and  driven  by  all  the  force  of  devoted  passion.    There  is  Atfis,  \ 
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speech  was  enchantment,  and  his  pen  a  subtler  magic  ;  possessed  by  nature  of  * the 
delicacy  which  distinguishes  in  words  the  shades  of  sentiment,  the  grace  which 
brings  them  to  the  soul  of  the  reader  with  the  charm  of  novelty  united  to  clearness ;' 
whose  dignified  and  pure  spirit,  apprehending  a  corrupt  triumph  as  the  most  fatal  of 
failures,  and  unprincipled  success  as  only  a  keener  disgrace,  desponded,  not  because 
it  did  not  see  justly  and  foresee  clearly,  but  because  its  hopes  had  been  so  high  and 
its  feeling  so  refined;  as  the  common  air  would  cloud  and  sully  an  atmosphere  of 
more  essential  ether ;  who,  had  he  lived  to  see  what  we  see,  with  his  quick  sensibili- 
ties of  honor  and  his  far-reflective  sagacity,  instead  of  recalling  one  of  his  gloomy 
anticipations,  would  perhaps  have  pointed  to  the  most  despairing  omens  of  his  elo- 
quence, and  have  said  in  anguish  :  *  This  day  is  tins  scripture  fulfilled  in  your  ears  !' 
There  is  Otis  the  elder,  impetuous,  uncompromising,  kindling ;  Marshall,  who 
could  vindicate  the  power  of  reason  in  discussion  as  impressively  as  he  could  illus- 
trate its  dignity  in  judgment ;  whose  only  surviving  oration  stands  like  the  cyclopean 
structure  of  a  superior  race ;  Rutledge,  Adams.  Coming  down  to  later  times, 
Qoincy,  Stockton,  Wirt,  and  afterward  Clay,  Calhoun,  Everett,  are  truly  ora- 
tors of  the  early  heroic  age  of  our  statesmen,  the  hfudeot  of  our  history.  Mr.  G rib- 
wold  has  properly  chosen  Hamilton  as  the  principal  and  representative.  He  closes 
an  animated  survey  of  his  life  with  these  discriminating  remarks : 

'In  every  page  of  the  works  of  Hamilton  we  discover  an  original,  vigorous  and  practical  under- 
standing, informed  with  various  and  profound  knowledge.  But  few  of  his  speeches  were  reported, 
and  even  these  very  imperfectly ;  but  we  have  traditions  of  his  eloquence,  which  represent  it  as 
wonderfully  winning  and  persuasive.  Indeed,  it  is  evident  from  its  known  effects  that  he  was  a  de- 
bater of  the  very  first  clans.  He  thought  clearly  and  rapidly,  had  a  ready  command  of  language, 
and  addressed  himself  solely  to  the  reason.  He  never  lost  his  self-command,  and  never  seemed  im- 
patient; but  from  the  bravery  of  his  nature,  and  his  contempt  of  meanness  and  servility,  he  was 
perhaps  sometimes  indiscreet.  His  works  were  written  hastily,  but  we  can  discover  in  them  no 
signs  of  immaturity  or  carelessness;  on  the  contrary, they  are  hardly  excelled  in  compactness, 
clearness,  elegauce,  and  purity  of  language.' 

Mr.  Webster  is  properly  selected  as  the  representative  of  the  best  sense  and 
highest  wisdom  and  most  consummate  dignity  of  the  politics  and  oratory  of  the 
present  times,  because  his  great  intelligence  has  continued  to  be  so  finely  sensitive 
to  all  the  influences  that  stir  the  action  and  speculation  of  the  country.  But  we 
must  defer  a  farther  consideration  of  this  subject  until  another  number. 


Louis  the  Fourteenth  and  the  Court  of  France  in  the  Seventeenth  Century.     By 
Miss  Par  doe.    New-York :  Harper  and  Brothers. 

We  have  very  few  good  biographies  in  the  English  language,  and  fewer  still  of 
those  charming  memoirs  of  society  which  constitute  the  most  attractive  portion  of 
the  literature  of  France.  '  Louis  the  Fourteenth,'  by  the  author  of  'The  City  of 
the  Sultan,'  is  nearest  the  French  ideal  of  the  latter  class  of  compositions,  and  is 
perhaps  in  all  respects  as  good  a  production  of  its  kind  as  was  ever  produced  by  an 
English  author.  It  is  an  admirable  picture  of  the  golden  age ;  the  age  of  chivalric 
courtesy,  noble  daring,  and  great  achievements  in  France  ;  painted  with  the  minute- 
ness of  the  Duke  de  Sully  and  the  freedom  and  spirit  of  Voltaire.  It  has  a 
great  variety  of  remarkable  characters ;  and  in  dialogue,  portraiture  and  description, 
is  superior  to  any  thing  Miss  Pardoe  had  before  given  to  the  press.  The  Harpers 
are  issuing  it  in  a  style  of  singular  beauty,  with  rubricated  titles,  fine  engravings,  etc., 
and  at  a  very  low  price. 
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Modern  Painters:  by  a  Graduate  or  Oxjtobd.    In  one  rolume.    pp.430.    New- York:  Wiijy 
and  Putnam. 

This  work  has  passed  through  several  editions  in  London,  and  we  are  glad  to  see 
that  the  American  publishers  have  had  courage  to  re-print  it  in  this  country.  We 
say  courage,  because  there  are  so  few  persons  among  us  who  devote  any  time  or  at- 
tention to  the  arts,  that  a  book  on  this  subject,  no  matter  how  ably  written,  has  as 
yet  rarely  paid  the  publishers  for  their  labors.  No  work  issued  from  the  press  within 
the  last  half  century  on  painting  or  painters  has  attracted  so  much  attention  or 
afforded  so  much  instruction  as  this.  We  venture  to  say  it  will  create  a  new  era  in 
art ;  for  the  author  has  dared  to  come  out  boldly  and  assert  that  the  modern  painters, 
more  especially  landscape-painters,  are  superior  to  those  called  the  *  Old  Masters.' 
And  he  not  only  makes  the  assertion,  but  proves  it  by  facts  within  the  reach  of  every 
one  who  will  take  the  pains  to  examine  for  himself.  He  compares  the  works  of 
Claude,  Salvator  Rosa  and  Poussin  with  the  modern  productions  of  Turner, Staho- 
field,  Harding,  and  others,  and  shows  that  where  the  former  merely  dealt  in  the 
generalization  of  things,  the  latter  preserve  the  same  characteristics,  with  the  addition 
of  a  minute  attention  to  the  nature,  effect  and  appearance  of  each  individual  objeot 
of  which  the  whole  is  composed.  He  exposes  what  may  be  termed  the  *  tricks'  that 
were  resorted  to  by  the  '  Old  Masters*  in  light  and  shade,  effect  and  form,  to  cover 
up  an  ignorauce  of  the  laws  of  nature  ;  a  knowledge  of  which,  he  asserts,  can  alone 
enable  an  artist  to  produce  a  truly  great  work. 

But  the  most  remarkable  and  interesting  portion  of  the  book  is  the  anther's  re- 
marks, made  after  years  of  personal  observation,  upon  the  various  phenomena  of 
nature.  Take,  for  instance,  his  chapters  on  clouds,  open  skies,  water,  and  foliage ; 
how  many  hundred  beautiful  changes  and  appearances  are  brought  to  our  reeoHec- 
Uod,  which  we  have  carelessly  observed  a  thousand  times  ourselves,  but  never  ex- 
amined into  their  causes  or  effects,  or  asked  why  and  wherefore  they  assume  so  many 
fantastic  shapes,  colors,  and  changes  !  It  is  in  this  he  is  able  to  prove  the  superiority 
of  the  modern  painters  over  the  old  masters.  In  the  latter  he  points  oat  frequent  in- 
stances where  such  absurdities  exist  as  the  distance  or  back -ground  of  a  picture 
being  under  the  influence  of  a  sun-light  at  one  hour  of  the  day,  and  the  fore-ground 
throwing  shadows  which  clearly  indicate  that  either  it  is  another  hour  of  the  day,  or 
that  there  must  be  two  suns  in  the  heavens  at  the  same  time.  Also,  where  clouds 
that  could  only  appear  after  certain  storms,  are  floating  about  in  the  sky,  with  another 
class  of  clouds  which  can  only  exist  after  a  long  drought  And  the  same  absurdities 
are  shown  in  respect  to  shadows  and  reflections  on  still  and  ruffled  water ;  of  light 
and  shade  and  color  on  foliage,  under  the  effect  of  a  different  state  of  the  atmosphere. 
The  most  enthusiastic  admiration  of  the  works  of  nature  are  manifest  throughout 
the  whole  book  ;  and  as  has  been  truly  said  of  it  by  an  English  reviewer, '  A  perpe- 
tual, though  subdued  acknowledgment  of  the  Almighty,  as  the  sum  and  substance, 
the  beginning  and  the  ending  of  all  truth,  of  all  power,  of  all  goodness,  and  of  nil 
beauty,'  marks  every  page  in  the  volume.  In  short,  the  work  is  one  which  will  not 
only  delight  and  instruct  the  artist,  but  the  poet,  the  philosopher,  and  every  lover  of 
the  works  of  God.  The  author,  whose  name  is  not  known  to  the  public,  at  least  in 
this  country,  is  evidently  a  ripe  scholar,  and  of  extensive  reading ;  and  to  his  learn- 
ing he  adds  a  vigorous  and  original  thinking  mind.  A  close  observer  of  all  things 
around  him,  and  a  fearless  expounder  of  the  truth,  he  scorns  to  be  tied  down  to  the 
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conventional  opinions  of  the  world,  whether  they  have  been  established  for  centuries 
or  have  grown  up  at  a  more  recent  date  under  the  sanction  of  names  that  have  be- 
come household  idols  among  picture-dealers,  connoisseurs  and  academicians. 

As  might  be  expected,  on  the  first  appearance  of  this  book  it  encountered  very 
violent  opposition  from  the  admirers  of  the  '  Old  Masters.'  Criticisms  of  the  most 
bitter  nature  were  written  to  put  it  down.  Ridicule,  argument,  and  a  parade  of  long- 
established  authorities,  were  brought  in  array  against  it ;  yet  it  not  only  survived 
them  all,  but  ran  with  great  rapidity  through  three  very  expensive  London  editions, 
and  is  now  re-published  in  this  country.  To  the  general  reader  it  may  seem  in  many 
parts  too  dry  and  philosophical  to  maintain  a  lively  interest  throughout ;  but  to  the 
student,  and  the  investigating  mind,  these  portions  of  it  will  perhaps  be  the  most 
interesting  of  any. 

There  is  only  one  part  of  the  book  which  we  could  wish  to  see  expunged ;  and  that 
is  where  the  author  is  so  extravagant  in  his  adoration  of  J.  M.  W.  Turner,  the  English 
landscape-painter.  In  regard  to  this,  he  acknowledges,  in  an  advertisement  to  a  more 
recent  edition,  that  he  is  open  to  animadversion.  But  he  insists  that  Mr.  Turner's 
works  so  abound  in  a  thorough  knowledge  of  nature,  and  so  abundantly  prove  what 
he  has  so  earnestly  endeavored  to  instil  into  the  minds  of  his  readers,  that  he  cannot 
avoid  continually  referring  to  them  as  evidence  of  his  assertion.  But  we  still  think 
it  mars  the  beauty  and  usefulness  of  the  work ;  for  it  gives  it  a  partizan  character, 
which  loads  many  to  think  that  it  cannot  be  impartial  or  just  where  it  is  so  full  of 
praise  and  adulation  of  a  single  individual.  However,  be  its  faults  what  they  may,  no 
one  can  arise  from  its  perusal  —  we  ought  rather  to  say  from  its  study,  for  a  mere 
perusal  will  not  elicit  its  real  worth  —  without  being  instructed  and  benefitted. 


Poems  bv  Henry  Howard  Bbownell.     In  one  volume,     pp.  208.     New- York :  D.  Applxton 
▲no  Company. 

We  have  not  for  many  months  encountered  so  creditable  a  volume  of  Ameri- 
can poetry  as  this  ;  and  we  only  regret  our  present  inability  to  fortify  this  commen- 
dation by  presenting  a  few  of  the  many  excellent  passages  which  we  pencilled  as 
we  read.  One  great  merit  of  Mr.  Brown  ell  is,  that  he  does  not  overlay  his 
thoughts  with  mere  words,  which,  while  they  may  perhaps  '  make  rhyme,'  make 
nothing  else.  He  is  simple  in  his  language.  He  seeks  no  bizarreries  of  expression  ; 
and  you  see  no  dim  ideas  peeping  out  from  cumbrous  ornaments  that  overload  their 
littleness.  And  '  by  the  same  token/  how  seldom  do  you  find  a  man  with  clear  po- 
etical thoughts  and  true  feeling  endeavoring  to  give  force  and  fervency  to  them  by 
any  other  adjuncts  than  those  which  are  in  strict '  keeping.'  We  are  not  unfrequently 
reminded,  in  reading  much  of  the  mere  pen-and-ink  verse,  miscalled  '  poetry,'  of  the 
day,  of  the  commingled  and  non -come-at-able  conception  of  the  debating-society 
orator :  '  It  is  pretty  impossible  to  communicate  to  others  those  ideas  whereof  toe 
ourselves  are  not  possessed  of;  for  in  so  doing,  we  are  pretty  apt  to  encounter  those 
difficulties  from  which  it  is  pretty  impossible  for  us  to  eradicate  ourselves  therefrom.' 
We  wish  the  reader  would  take  up  the  little  volume  whose  modest  title  introduces 
this  too  brief  and  hurried  notice,  and  oblige  us  by  following  and  closely  scanning 
the  author  in  his  sketch  of  a  visit  to  *  The  Tomb  of  Columbus.'  The  scenes  which 
he  depicts  compose  a  most  effective  picture.    But  the  composition,  although  full,  is 
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not  crowded,  nor  does  the  artist  use  too  rich  a  brush.  Among  the  other  oontents  of 
the  volume  we  remember  with  pleasure,  as  we  write, '  Oied,  the  Skipper,'  a  '  fish- 
story,'  and  some  spirited  weird  lines  upon  *  The  Sphinx.'  We  have  but  space  left  to 
commend  the  entire  work  to  the  favor  of  our  readers ;  and  we  do  this  the  more  cor- 
dially, that  Mr.  Browmell  comes  modestly  before  the  public,  without  preface  or  in- 
troduction, other  than  a  simple  and  touching  dedication  to  his  mother.  It  is  not  your 
pompous  self-inflated  bardling  who  is  likeliest  to  prove  the  sure  favorite  of  tho  public ; 
as  many  a  one  has  found,  to  his  no  small  mortification. 


The  Months  :  a  Collection  of  Poxms.    By  William  H.  C.  Hosms.    la  one  volume.    Bostem : 
William  D.  Ticknor  and  Company. 

*  Remote  from  book -marts/  writes  the  modest  and  talented  author  of  this  very 
handsome  little  volume, '  and  mainly  unacquainted  with  the  editorial  fraternity  of 
the  metropolis,  my  rye-straw  reed  I  suppose  must  be  drowned  by  the  loud  clarion 
flourish  that  announces  so  frequently  the  advent  of  bards  of  loftier  pretensions.'  Not 
altogether  so ;  for  although,  for  reasons  elsewhere  stated,  we  have  small  room  to 
permit  our  friend  and  long-time  correspondent  to  speak  for  himself  out  of  the  book 
before  us,  yet  so  often  and  so  well  has  he  done  so  in  these  pages,  that  the  simple 
announcement  of  a  work  from  his  pen  will  scarcely  fail  to  secure  a  perusal  at  tho 
hands  of  our  readers.  In  general  terms,  we  may  say  of  the  twelve  poems  composing 
'  The  Months,'  that  they  evince  a  beautiful  feeling  for  and  minute  observation  of 
nature ;  the  ability  of  the  author  to  paint  a  scene  with  a  few  brief,  authentic  strokes ;  a 
grace  and  ease  of  versification  too  rare  among  writers  of  far  more*  pretension ;  and 
a  keen  enjoyment  of  the  beautiful,  wherever  it  may  be  found.  Yet  we  must  say 
that  for  ourselves  we  prefer  Mr.  Hobmkr  when  he  depicts  emotions  rather  than  visi- 
ble scenes,  faithfully  as  he  limns  the  latter.  How  touching  are  his  breathings  of 
bereaved  affection,  our  readers  can  bear  ample  witness.  '  Heart  speaks  to  heart1  in 
these  his  later  outpourings  of  parental  sorrow.  They  are  in  the  strongest  degree 
pathetic  and  expressive.  A  contemporary  has  indicated  two  or  three  unimportant 
resemblances  or  similarities  of  thought,  in  the  volume  before  us,  to  other  poetical 
writers ;  and  he  might  have  included 

*  Month  of  my  heart  t  September  mild !' 

as  an  exclamation  not  unlike  that  contained  in  the  lines  of  *  our  brother,  gone  hence 
by  the  will  of  God,'  entitled  ( October,'  and  commencing : 

•  Solemn,  yet  beautiful  to  view, 

Month  of  my  ktart,  thou  datrnett  here :' 

but  these  similarities  of  thought  are  not  cited  as  plagiarisms.  '  Every  common  per- 
son,' says  Coleridge,  '  who  has  read  half  a  dozen  standard  books  in  his  life,  known 
that  thoughts,  words  and  phrases,  not  our  own,  rise  up  day  by  day  from  the  depths  of 
the  passive  memory,  and  suggest  themselves  as  it  were  to  the  hand,  without  any 
effort  of  recollection  on  our  part.  Such  thoughts,  if  not  natural  born,  are  denisens 
at  least/  Mr.  Hobmkr,  as  the  « Literary  World*  justly  remarks,  observes  nature  for 
himself ;  nor  is  the  chastity  of  his  muse  at  all  impeachable.  His  volume  is  excel- 
lently printed  and  prettily  embellished  in  its  externals.  We  commend  it  to  a  wide 
and  cordial  acceptance. 
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The  Writings  of  Thomas  Hood.  —  The  fame  of  a  great  writer  is  seldom  fixed 
in  the  estimation  of  the  world  until  he  ceases  to  be  0/  the  world.  His  renown  springs 
like  a  phoenix  from  his  own  ashes.  The  laurel  that  binds  his  brow  most  be  mingled 
with  the  cypress.  To  become  known,  an  author  must  become  unknown.  The  world 
does  not  find  him,  until  it  loses  him.  Like  beasts  of  the  field  and  birds  of  the  air,  he 
must  be  dead  before  he  can  be  devoured.  As  soon  as  the  lamp  of  his  life  is  extin- 
guished, he  becomes  distinguished.  In  short,  to  speak  paradoxically  still,  an  author 
does  not  begin  to  live*  until  he  ceases  to  live.  History  confirms  this  fact  It  was  so 
with  Shakspeare,  with  Milton  and  with  Burns  ;  and  though  many  men  of  genius, 
from  the  peculiar  character  of  their  works,  have  enjoyed  a  measure  of  fame  while 
living,  which  death  did  not  serve  to  increase,  but  rather  in  some  instances  to  diminish, 
yet  these  form  only  the  exceptions  to  the  general  rule.  The  corner-stone  of  the 
structure  of  his  renown  is  usually  his  tomb-stone. 

These  desultory  thoughts  have  been  suggested  by  the  fact,  that  only  a  few  years 
ago  Thomas  Hood  was  scarcely  known  in  this  oouutry.  His  name,  when  mentioned 
at  all,  was  either  associated  with  his  editorship  of  the  '  Comic  Annual,'  or  alluded  to 
in  such  a  manner  as  would  naturally  lead  one  unacquainted  with  his  works  to  sup- 
pose that  they  were  all  of  an  ephemeral  nature,  and  not  calculated  to  survive  the 
period  in  which  they  were  written.  Tidings  of  his  death,  however,  had  no  sooner 
been  received,  than  his  merits  were  canvassed  in  able  reviews  ;  editions  of  his  works 
were  printed,  which  met  with  rapid  and  extensive  circulation  on  both  sides  of  the 
Atlantic  ;  general  readers,  on  this  side  the  water  at  least,  seemed  to  be  aware  for  the 
first  time  that  English  literature  had  sustained  a  severe  loss  in  Hood's  decease.  At 
the  present  time  few  modern  English  writers  are  more  widely  known  and  admired ; 
and  for  a  very  good  reason.  Hood  was  eminently  a  Poet  of  the  People.  His  sympa- 
thies were  not  confined  to  any  class,  but  embraced  all  classes.  His  feelings  were  all 
on  the  side  of  common  humanity,  and  he  battled  in  his  way  with  a  right  good-will 
against  every  thing  which  tended  to  degrade  human  nature.  A  sworn  foe  to  social 
oppression  of  every  description,  he  depicted  the  Bufferings  of  the  lower  classes,  and 
sought  to  elevate  their  condition  by  awakening  the  kindlier  feelings  of  humanity ; 
by  strengthening  the  bonds  of  brotherhood  between  the  high  and  the  low ;  and  not  by 
railing  at  the  rich  and  powerful,  which  to  us  seems  a  very  mistaken  philanthropy. 
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His  spirit  was  conciliatory  and  liberal.  He  was  a  Samaritan  in  his  feelings,  and 
the  mere  difference  of  creed  or  condition  was  insufficient  to  sunder  the  ties  of  fellow- 
ship which  bound  him  to  his  race.  He  would  have  stooped  to  heal  the  wounded 
Jew,  as  did  the  worshipper  of  Gerazhim.  With  him  the  condemned  felon  was  still 
a  man ;  the  abandoned  wanton  was  a  woman,  whom  God  made.  These  feelings, 
united  with  a  rare  and  delicate  fancy,  and  a  peculiar  felicity  of  language,  lend  a 
nameless  charm  to  those  compositions  of  Hood  which  are  destined  to  stand  the  test 
of  time.  Many  of  them  have  already  become  familiar  as  household  words.  They 
touch  those  chords  of  the  heart  which  vibrate  the  longest,  and  create  for  their  author 
a  feeling  of  love  rather  than  admiration.  They  are  not  mere  cold  abstractions, 
clothed  in  beautiful  language,  which  we  read,  praise,  and  then  forget ;  they  possess 
a  directness  of  feeling,  to  which  <ill  hearts  respond  at  once.  We  never  become 
weary  of  drinking  at  such  fountains  of  delight.  They  are  like  home-born  melodies, 
which  never  cease  to  please,  and  which  it  is  impossible  not  to  remember.  It  may 
be  said  with  truth  that  Hood  wrote  but  little  poetry  of  a  character  likely  to  live  be* 
yond  the  present  time ;  but  for  our  own  part  we  prefer  quality  to  quantity,  and 
would  rather  be  the  author  of  '  The  Burial  of  Sir  John  Moore,'  or  the  (  Elegy  in  a 
Country  Church-yard/  than  all  the  dull  epics  that  were  ever  written.  The  circum- 
stances of  Hood's  life  compelled  him  to  write  for  bread  instead  of  fame ;  and  it  was 
only  in  the  intervals  of  his  labors,  which  were  devoted  to  please  the  appetite  of  the 
many,  that  he  found  time  to  speak  the  full  and  free  language  of  his  heart 

The  longest  of  Hood's  serious  poems, '  The  Plea  of  the  Mid-Summer  Fairies,' 
(the  design  of  which  is  to  celebrate,  by  an  allegory,  the  immortality  which  Shaxs- 
pbarb  has  conferred  on  the  fairy  mythology  by  his  '  Mid-Summer  Night's  Dream,*) 
and  *  Hero  and  Leander,'  are  both  wonderful  productions ;  poems  that,  if  he  had 
written  nothing  else,  would  have  placed  Hood  in  the  first  rank  of  the  English  clas- 
sics. Among  his  shorter  poems  are  '  Eugene  Aram,'  '  The  Elm  Tree,'  '  The 
Haunted  House,' '  The  Bridge  of  Sighs,'  and  (  The  Song  of  a  Shirt ;'  all  composi- 
tions of  the  highest  order  of  excellence.  They  have  been  already  adverted  to  in 
the  Knickerbocker,  and  have  become  widely  known  of  late ;  and  for  this  reason  we 
will  pass  them  here,  and  make  a  few  extracts  from  some  other  minor  pieces  with  which 
the  reader  will  be  less  acquainted. 

Sir  Walter  Scott  has  said,  that  very  few  persons,  of  any  literary  pretensions 
whatever,  have  passed  through  life  without  getting  as  far  in  a  poetical  address  to  the 
*  pale  mistress  of  the  night'  as  the  exclamation,  *  O,  Moon !'  whether  truly  or  not,  it 
is  not  our  purpose  to  say.  All  will  admit,  however,  that  it  is  a  hackneyed  subject; 
yet  observe  what  a  charm  genius  is  capable  of  throwing  around  it : 


1  Mother  of  light !  how  fairly  dost  thou  go 
Over  those  hoary  crests,  divinely  led  ! 
Art  thou  that  huntress  of  the  silver  bow, 
Fabled  of  old  ?    Or  rather  dost  thou  tread 
Those  cloudy  summits,  thence  to  gaze  below, 
Like  the  wild  chamois  from  her  Alpine  snow, 
Where  hunter  never  climb'd,  secure  from  dread? 
How  many  antique  fancies  have  I  read 
Of  that  mild  pre&cnce !  aud  how  many  wrought ! 
Wondrous  and  bright, 
Upon  the  silver  light, 
Chasing  fair  figures  with  the  artist,  Thought ! 

Is  not  that  beautiful  ?    With  what  a  melancholy  cadence  it  dies  upon  the  ear ! 
Can  any  thing  be  more  poetical  than  the  lines  we  have  italicised  ?    The  following, 


1  What  art  thou  like  7    Sometimes  I  see  the*  rids 
A  far-bound  galley  on  its  perilous  way, 
Whilst  breezy  waves  toss  up  their  silvery  spray ; 

Sometimes  behold  thee  glide, 
Cluster'd  by  all  thy  family  of  •tan, 
Like  a  lone  widow,  through  the  welkin  wide, 
Whose  pallid  cheek  the  midnight  sorrow  mars ; 
Sometime*  I  wmtch  thee  9%  from  tUop  to  «Mp, 
Timidly  lighted  fry  (Ay  vestal  torch, 
Till  in  some  Latmian  cave  I  see  thee  creep, 
To  catch  the  young  Endymxom  asleep, 
Leaving  thy  splendor  at  the  jagged  porch T 
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in  a  different  vein,  is  full  of  feeling.    The  tinea  were  addressed  '  To  a  Child  embra- 
cing its  Mother :' 


*  Love  thy  mother,  little  one! 
Kins  and  clasp  her  neck  again  j 
Hereafter  she  may  have  a  son 

Will  kin  and  clasp  her  neck  in  vain. 
Love  thy  mother,  little  one ! 

•  Gaze  upon  her  living  eyes, 

And  mirror  back  her  love  for  thee ; 
Hereafter  thou  may 'it  shudder  aigha 
To  meet  them  when  they  cannot  fee. 
Gaze  upon  her  living  eyea ! 


'Press  her  lips  the  while  they  glow 
With  love  that  they  have  often  told ; 
Hereafter  thou  may'st  press  in  wo, 
And  kiss  them  till  thine  own  are  cold. 
Press  her  lips  the  while  they  glow  I 

•  Oh !  revere  her  raven  hafar  1 
Although  it  be  not  silver-gray ; 
Too  early  Death,  led  on  by  Care, 
May  snatch  save  one  dear  lock  away ! 
Oh  I  revere  her  raven  hair !' 


Hood's  humor  was  exhaustless.  He  was  not  merely  a  punster,  although  as  a  pun- 
ster he  is  entitled  to  more  than  ordinary  praise.  With  him,  punning  involved  some- 
thing higher  than  a  mere  playing  upon  words ;  it  simply  served  to  aid  the  general 
effect,  without  by  any  means  constituting  the  chief  merit  The  '  Una  Major*  of 
English  literature,  we  are  inclined  to  think,  would  hardly  have  buttoned  his  breeches* 
pockets  in  Hood's  presence.  But  Hood  was  a  wit,  a  genuine  wit  The '  Golden 
Legend  of  Miss  Kilmanbegg  and  her  Precious  Leg*  and  the  '  Tale  of  a  Trumpet* 
abound  in  wit,  and  are  among  the  most  remarkable  compositions  of  the  time.  The 
former  poem  contains  more  than  a  thousand  lines ;  but  so  intimately  connected  are 
they  with  the  story  which  they  d  eve  lope,  that  they  are  difficult  of  transcription. 
They  illustrate,  in  the  most  forcible  manner,  the  lust  of  gold  which  had  been  as  it 
were  infused  into  Miss  Kilmanbegg  by  her  parents,  and  which  grew  with  her 
growth  and  strengthened  with  her  strength : 

*  Thr  very  metal  of  merit  they  told, 
And  praised  her  for  being  '  as  good  as  gold,' 

Till  she  grew  as  a  peacock  haughty ; 
Of  money  they  talked  the  whole  day  round, 
And  weighed  desert  like  grapes  by  the  pound, 
Till  she  had  an  idea  from  the  very  sound 

That  people  with  naught  were  naughty.' 

The  '  moral'  of  one's  living  and  dying  for  gold  is  thus  forcibly  summed  up ; 

'Gold!  Gold!  Gold!  Gold! 
Bright  and  yellow,  hard  and  cold, 
Molten,  graven,  bammer'd,  and  roll'd; 
Heavy  to  get,  and  light  to  hold ; 
Hoarded,  barterM,  bought,  and  sold, 
Stolen,  borrow'd,  squander'd,  doled  : 
Spurn'd  by  the  young,  but  hugg*d  by  the  old 
To  the  very  verge  of  the  church-yard  mould ; 
Price  of  many  a  crime  untold ; 
Gold!  Gold!  Gold!  Gold! 
Good  or  bad  a  thousand-fold !' 

Occasionally  Hood's  humor  is  of  that  rare  order  which  while  it  affords  the  utmost 
delight  is  capable  of  affecting  the  reader  even  to  tears.  This  will  appear  paradoxi- 
cal to  many,  but  it  is  true  nevertheless,  and  capable  of  demonstration.  The  cry  of 
despair  is  less  harrowing  than  its  laugh.  Read  the  preface  to  the  little  volume  enti- 
tled 'Hood's  Own,1  and  you  will  admit  that  there  may  be  a  touching  pathos  in  true 
humor.  He  depicts  to  you  a  man  at  whose  heart  Disease  sits  gnawing  at  its  cruel 
leisure  ;  his  slender  fingers  are  scarcely  able  to  hold  a  pen ;  his  '  coats  have  become 
great-coals,'  and  like  Peter  Schemil,  he  '  seems  to  have  retained  his  shadow  and 
sold  his  substance :'  like  prematurely  old  port  wine,  he  is '  of  a  bad  color,  with  very 
little  body  ;'  yet  his  emaciated  hand  still  <  lends  a  hand'  to  embody  in  words  and 
sketches  the  creations  er  recreations  of  ft  merry  fancy;  his  gaunt  siuV 
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heartily  as  ever,  and  ministering  elves,  whom  he  invokes  and  makes  welcome, '  nod 
to  him  and  do  him  courtesies.'  When  matters  look  darkly  with  him,  the  more  need, 
he  argues,  for  the  lights.  ( '  Things  may  take  a  turn  with  him/  as  the  pig  said  on  the 
spit*  His  health  is  ( the  weather  of  the  body  ;  it  rains,  it  blows,  it  snows,  at  present, 
but  it  may  clear  up  by-and-by.'  And  thus,  bowed  down  with  illness  though  he  is, 
he  retains  his  cheerful  spirit ;  resolved  that,  although  the  shades  of  the  gloaming 
steal  over  his  prospect,  so  long  as  his  day  lasts  he  will,  like  the  sun,  look  on  the 
bright  side  of  every  thing.'  Yet  that  bright  heart  overflowed  with  sensibility  at  the 
sufferings  of  the  poor  and  lowly.  '  The  Lay  of  the  Laborer*  actually  sobs  with  sym- 
pathy for  the  hard  lot  of  that  class  which  he  represents  by  a  group  of  ten  or  twelve 
ragged  laborers  assembled  in  a  dingy,  cheerless  tap-room,  lighted  by  a  single  on- 
snuffed  candle,  guttering  over  the  neck  of  a  stone  bottle,  on  a  coarse  deal  table : 

(Thx  topics,  such  as  poor  men  discuss  amongst  themselves :  the  dearness  of  bread,  the  slioituass 
of  work,  the  long  hours  of  labor,  the  lowness  of  wages,  the  badness  of  the  weather,  the  sickliness  of 
the  season,  the  signs  of  a  hard  winter,  the  general  evils  of  want,  poverty,  and  disease ;  bat  scoot 
panied  by  such  particular  revelations,  such  minute  details  and  frank  disclosures,  as  should  only 
have  come  from  persons  talking  in  their  sleep !  The  vulgar  indelicacy,  methought,  with  which  they 
gossiped  before  me  of  family  matters ;  the  brutal  callousness  with  which  they  exposed  their  private 
affairs,  the  whole  history  and  mystery  of  bed,  board,  aud  hearth,  the  secrets  of  home !  But  a  little 
more  listening  and  reflection  converted  my  disgust  into  pity  and  concern.  Alas !  I  had  forgottam 
that  the  lives  of  certain  classes  of  our  species  have  been  laid  almost  as  bare  and  open  as  those  of  the 
beasts  of  the  field !  The  poor  men  had  no  domestic  secrets ;  no  private  affairs!  The  law  had  Ar- 
reted their  huts,  and  scheduled  their  three-legged  tables  aud  bottomless  chairs.  Statistical  Groses 
had  taken  notes,  and  printed  them,  of  every  bole  in  their  coats.  Political  reporters  had  calculated 
their  iucomings  and  outgoings  down  to  fractions  of  pence  aud  half  ounces  of  tea  ;  and  had  supplied 
the  minutiae  of  their  domestic  economy  for  paragraphs  and  leading  articles.  Charity,  arm-in-arm 
with  curiosity,  and  clerical  philanthropy,  linked  perhaps  with  a  religious  inquisitor,  had  taken  an  In- 
ventory of  their  defects,  moral  and  spiritual ;  whilst  medical  visitors  had  inspected  and  recorded 
their  physical  sores,  cancerous  and  scrofulous,  their  humors,  and  their  tumors.  8ociety,  like  a 
policeman,  had  turned  upon  them  the  full  blaze  of  its  bull's-eye ;  exploring  the  shadiest  recesses  of 
their  privacy,  till  their  means,  food,  habits,  and  modes  of  existence  were  as  minutely  familiar  as 
those  of  the  animalculoc  exhibited  in  Regent-street  by  the  solar  microscope.' 

One  of  the  speakers  paints  the  sharp  bones  showing  through  the  skin,  the  skin 
through  the  rags,  of  the  wife  of  his  bosom  ;  others  reveal  fathers  with  more  chil- 
dren than  shillings  a-week ;  human  creatures,  male  and  female,  old  and  young,  not 
gnawed  and  torn  by  single  woes,  but  worried  at  once  by  winter,  disease  and  want : 

4  My  ears  tingled,  and  my  cheeks  flushed  with  self-reproach,  remembering  my  fretful  impatience 
under  my  own  inflictions,  no  light  ones  either,  till  compared  with  the  heavy  complications  of  an- 
guish, moral  and  physical,  experienced  by  those  poor  men.  My  heart  swelled  with  indignation,  my 
soul  sickened  with  ditgust,  to  recall  the  sobs,  sighs,  tears  and  hysterics,  the  lamentations  and  impre- 
cations bestowed  by  pampered  selfishness  on  a  sick  bird  or  beast,  a  sore  finger,  a  swelled  toe,  a  lost 
rubber,  a  missing  luxury,  an  ill-made  garment,  a  culinary  failure  !— to  think  of  the  cold  looks  and 
harsh  words  cast  by  the  same  eyes  and  lips,  eloquent  in  self-indulgence,  on  nakedness,  starvation 
and  poverty  !'•••<  The  job  up  at  Bosely  is  finished,'  said  one  of  the  middle-aged  men.  '  I  have 
enjoyed  but  three  days'  work  in  the  last  fortnight,  and  God  above  knows  when  I  shall  get  another, 
even  at  a  shilling  a-day.  And  nine  mouths  to  feed,  big  and  little  —  and  nine  backs  to  clothe — with 
the  winter  a-setting  in — and  the  rent  behind  hand  —  and  never  a  bed  to  lie  on.  and  my  good  woman, 

poor  soul!  ready  to '     A  choking  sound  and  a  hasty  gulp  of  water  smothered  the  rest  of  the 

sentence.  '  There  must  be  something  done  for  us  —  there  must!'  he  added,  with  an  emphatic  sup 
of  his  broad,  brown,  barky  band,  that  made  the  glasses  jingle  and  the  idle  pipes  clatter  on  the  board. 
And  every  voice  in  the  room  echoed  '  There  must !'  my  own  involuntarily  swelling  the  chorus.  '  Ay, 
there  must,  and  that  full  soon !'  said  a  gray-headed  man  in  fustian,  with  an  upward  appealing  look, 
as  if  through  the  smoky  clouds  of  the  ceiling  to  God  himself,  for  confirmation  of  the  necessity.' 

It  is  this  forlorn  company  who  stand  up,  and  to  a  slow  sad  air  chant  the  '  Lay  of 

the  Laborer'  asking  leave  to  toil : 

4  With  Isbor  stiff  and  stark, 
By  lawful  turn  their  living  to  earn, 
Between  the  light  and  dark.' 

To  these  ;  to  the  poor  shirt-maker, ( sewing  in  forma  pauperis*  until  she  is  a  living 
skeleton ;  to  the  female  embroiderer  of  eighty  flowers  upon  a  veil  for  six  poor  pence, 
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('  literally  a  veil  of  tear* ;')  to  the  deformed  mine-delvers,  *  demons  of  the  pit,'  with 
joints  racked  with  toil ;  to  these,  how  much  good  has  not  the  tender-hearted  Hood 
done !  May  his  name  and  memory  be  honored  forever !  In  the  words  of  a  British 
reviewer, ( he  sits  down  beside  the  poor  seamstress  as  beside  a*  sister ;  counts  her 
tears,  her  stitches,  her  bones,  too  transparent  by  far  through  the  sallow  skin ;  sees 
that  though  degraded,  she  is  a  woman  still ;  and  rising  up,  swears  by  Him  that  liv- 
eth  for  ever  and  ever  that  he  will  make  her  wrongs  and  wretchedness  known  to  the 
limits  of  the  country  and  of  the  race.  And  bark !  how  to  that  cracked,  tuneless 
voice,  trembling  under  its  burthen  of  sorrow,  now  shrunk  down  into  the  whispers  of 
weakness,  and  now  shuddering  up  into  the  laughter  of  despair,  all  Britain  listens !' 

For  mingled  truth  and  humer,  we  scarcely  remember  any  thing  more  forcible  than 
Hood's  '  Black,  White  and  Brown,'  the  story  of  a  rabid  English  female  abolitionist, 
who,  by  an  error  common  to  all  her  class,  had  mistaken  a  negative  for  a  positive 
principle,  and  persuaded  herself  that  by  using  sugar  she-  was  assisting  to  <  Jorge  the 
chains  of  the  down-trodden  slave  ;'  that  by  not  preserving  damsons  she  preserved 
the  niggers ;  that  by  not  sweetening  her  own  cup,  she  was  dulcifying  the  lot  of  all 
her  sable  brethren  in  bondage.    Accordingly : 

•  Aix  at  once  Miss  Morbid  left  off  sugar. 

*  She  did  Dot  resign  it  as  some  persons  lay  down  their  carriage,  the  fall-bodied  finally  coeeh  dwta- 
dlhig  into  a  chariot,  next  into  a  fly,  and  then  into  a  sedan-chair.  She  did  not  shad*  it  off  artistically, 
like  certain  household  economics,  from  while  to  whitey-brown,  brows,  dark-browa,  sad  so  oa,  to 
none  at  all.  She  left  it  off  as  one  might  leave  off  walking  on  the  top  of  a  house,  or  on  a  slide,  or 
on  a  plank  with  a  farther  end  to  it :  that  is  to  say,  slap-dash,  all  at  once,  without  a  moment's  wan- 
ing. She  gave  it  up,  to  speak  appropriately,  in  the  lump.  She  dropped  it,  as  Corporal  Tjum  let  fall 
his  hat,  dab.  It  vanished,  as  the  French  say,  toot  oveet.  From  the  thirtieth  of  November,  1890,  not 
en  ounce  of  sugar,  to  use  Miss  MoaiiD'a  own  expression,  ever  *  darkened  her  door*.'  * 

Her  family  did  not  much  like  tea  without  sugar.  <  One  took  it  mincingly,  in  sips ; 
another  gulped  it  down  in  desperation ;  a  third,  in  a  fit  of  absence,  continued  to  stir 
very  superfluously  with  his  spoon ;  and  there  was  one  shrewd  old  gentleman,  who, 
by  a  little  dexterous  by-play,  used  to  bestow  the  favor  of  his  small  souchong  on  a 
sick  geranium.'  Mrs.  Morbid'b  two  nephews  were  the  greatest  sufferers.  Her  house 
was  no  longer  to  them  a  '  dulce  domum.'  Currant  tart  was  tart  indeed  without  sugar ; 
and  as  for  the  green-gooseberries,  the  young  gentlemen  said  they  '  tasted  like  a  quart 
of  berries  sharpened  to  a  pint'  But  the  old  lady  perseveres  in  her  system ;  adding 
to  the  constancy  of  a  martyr  something  of  the  wilfulness  of  a  bigot  An  advertise- 
ment in  a  provincial  journal,  headed  'Great  Hardship,'  is  the  means  of  installing  in 
her  house  a  black  female  servant,  who  had  been  dismissed  by  an  American  lady  on 
her  arrival  in  England,  because  she  happened  to  be  artful,  sullen,  gluttonous  and  in- 
dolent. Presently  sundry  silver  coin  are  missed  by  the  benevolent  old  lady,  and  at 
length  Dinah  is  caught  in  the  very  act  of  emptying  a  purse  into  her  pocket  The 
reader  must  learn,  through  the  story  itself,  the  method  by  which  Mrs.  Morbid  arrived 
at  the  astounding  fact,  that  Dinah  '  stole  the  money  to  buy  sugar  /'  Our  last  extract 
must  be  <  The  Art  of  Book- Keeping,1  which  we  commend  to  all  our  readers  generally, 
and  a  few  in  particular,  who  will  see  (and  we  hope  feel)  our  drift : 


1  How  hard,  when  those  who  do  not  with 
To  lend  —  that '«  lose  —  their  books, 
Are  snared  by  anglers  —  folks  that  fish 
With  literary  hooks : 

'  Who  call  and  take  some  favorite  tome, 

But  never  read  it  through : 
They  thus  complete  their  set  at  home, 

By  making  one  at  you. 


•  Behold  the  book-shelf  of  a  dunes 

Who  borrows  —  never  leads  i 
Ton  work  in  twenty  volumes  ones 
Belonged  to  twenty  friends. 


♦New  tales  and  novels  you  may  shut 
From  view }  'tis  aU  in  vaiaj 


They're  gone}  and  though tl 
They  never  •  eosse  syssa.' 


leaves  are 'cut,' 
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'  For  pamphlets  lent  I  look  around, 

For  tracts  my  tears  are  spilt : 
But  when  they  take  a  book  that 's  bound, 
'T  is  surely  extra-guilt 

*  A  circulating  library 

Is  mine  ;  my  birds  are  flown ; 
There 's  one  odd  volume  left,  to  be 
Like  all  the  rest,  a-lone. 

'I,  of  my  Spenser  quite  bereft, 
Last  winter  sore  was  shaken ; 

Of  Lamb  I  *ve  but  a  quarter  left, 
Nor  could  I  save  my  Bacon. 

4  They  picked  my  Loan,  to  me  far  more 
Then  Bramah's  patent  worth ; 
And  now  my  losses  I  deplore, 
Without  a  Home  on  earth. 


'Even  Glow's  works  I  cannot  pot 

My  frozen  hands  upon, 
Though  ever  since  I  lost  my  Foots, 
My  BuNTAM  has  been  gone. 

'  My  life  is  wasting  fast  away  — 
I  suffer  from  these  shocks ; 
And  though  I  've  fixed  a  lock  on  Okay, 
There  *s  gray  upon  my  locks. 

*  They  still  have  made  me  slight  returns, 

And  thus  my  grief  divide ; 
For  oh  (  they've  cured  me  of  my  BumKS, 
And  eased  my  Akxnsidk. 

'  But  all  I  think  I  shall  not  any, 

Nor  let  my  anger  burn ; 
For  as  they  have  not  found  me  Gat, 
They  have  not  left  me  Smuts.' 


All  this  is  very  humorous;  bat '  a  mere  humorist  Hood  was  not  He  was  a  sin- 
cere lover  of  his  race  ;  a  hearty  friend  to  their  freedom  and  welfare ;  a  deep  sympa- 
thiser with  their  sufferings  and  sorrows  ;'  and  now  that '  poor  Tom  's  a-cold'  we  trust 
that  some  of  his  literary  contemporaries  will  give  to  the  world  his  life,  correspondence 
and  complete  works.  Then  and  not  till  then  will  Thomas  Hood  occupy  the  place  in 
English  literature  to  which  his  rare  and  various  merits  justly  entitle  him.  We  re- 
joice to  learn  that  the  high  consideration  of  the  British  government  and  the  munifi- 
cent practical  gratitude  of  the  humble  classes  whose  cause  he  espoused,  have  placed 
his  family  in  circumstances  of  permanent  comfort  if  not  luxury.  Would  that  he 
could  have  foreseen  such  a  result !  From  how  much  anxiety  would  it  have  saved 
him  while  living ! 


The  American  Tract  Society's  Crusade  against  Dancing. — A  sound  and  capa- 
ble correspondent,  himself  a  professor  and  a  practiser  of  religion,  has  sent  us  an  ex- 
pose* of  the  character  of  l  The  American  Tract  Society's  Tract  on  Dancing.1  That 
it  is  a  tissue  of  weakness  and  twattle,  he  says  any  ordinary  intellect  would  discover 
at  a  glance.     He  adds : 

*  Our  brothers  of  the  Tract  Society,  whose  holy  horror  of  Papal  intolerance  is  so  great,  should  not 
thus  attempt  to  cram  their  narrow-minded  notions  down  the  throats  of  their  reluctant  church-mem- 
bers, under  pain  of '  church  censure,'  and  oven  expulsion.  Why  shall  not  the  right  of  private  judg- 
ment remain  intact,  at  least  in  a  few  things  1  It  appears  that  our  forefathers,  in  Sir  Roger  DK 
Covxrly's  time,  did  not  so  interpret  Scripture  as  to  make  dancing  sinful ;  and  in  treatises  of  edu- 
cation written  by  clergymen  of  high  standing  in  the  Church,  Scripture  is  not  so  interpreted  as  to 
make  dancing  sinful.  But  some  hypocritical  '  professors,'  in  these  latter  days,  who  will  not  allow 
any  one  to  have '  got  religion'  unless  they  took  the  infection  according  to  their  way —great  sticklers, 
forsooth,  for  the  right  of  '  private  judgment,'  and  decriers  of  a  Church  which  would  interpret  Scrip- 
ture—insist  notwithstanding  on  their  own  interpretation,  and  would  affix  severe  penalty  on  those 
who  think  otherwise !  Now  perhaps  all  the  art  of  these  gentlemen  (if  they  have  ever  been  brought 
up  in  a  gentlemanly  way)  cannot  prove  dancing  to  be  intrinsically  sinful;  and  as  to  the  particular 
cases  where  it  may  be  so,  every  man  is  to  be  his  own  judge.  Truly,  those  who  have  issued  this  re- 
cent bull  would  be  better  employed  in  advocating  consistency,  humility  and  justice  between  man 
and  man,  instead  of  poisoning  the  mind  of  innocent  hilarity  with  doubt,  building  up  a  wall  of  pre- 
judice, and  shutting  out  the  light  of  heaven  from  their  neighbor's  premises,  while  the  steam-presses 
of  the  '  American  Tract  Society'  are  smoking  the  heels  of  pedestrians  on  the  side-walk  and  disturb- 
ing tbo  whole  neighborhood  with  the  clatter  of  their  machinery  in  publishing  a  "Tract  on  Dancing.' 
*  O,  Scribes  and  Pharisees  I  Hypocrites  I  —  ye  pay  tithes  of  mint  end  anise  sad  cuaunin,  bat  nefteot 
the  weightier  matters  of  the  law !' 
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Goflsip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents. — Let  us  hope  that  it  will  not  be 
deemed  wholly  egotistical  and  impertinent,  if  on  this  first  day  of  October  we  open  a 
free  communication  with  our  readers  in  the  words  following, '  t'  wit-namely :' 

'  Solemn  yet  beautiful  to  riew, 

Month  of  my  heart!  thou  dawnest  here ; 
With  sad  and  faded  leaves  to  ttrew 

Pale  Autumu't  melancholy  bier ; 
The  moaning  of  thy  winds  I  hear 

As  the  red  sun-set  diet  afar, 
And  bars  of  purple  clouds  appear, 

Obscuring  every  western  star.' 

So  wrote  our  better-half  when  he  was  among  the  living.  The  solemn  yet  beau- 
tiful season  which  he  loved  so  well  is  here  — here  ai'Doss's,  we  mean — and  surely 
no  where  save  on  the  Hudson,  and  no  where  else  on  the  Hudson,  could  the  advent  of 
October  be  welcomed  by  such  <  attendant  glories.'  The  gorgeous  sun-sets  reflected 
in  the  calm  resplendent  bosom  of  the  Tappaan-Zee ;  the  broad  and  ever-varying 
shadows  of  the  Palisades,  so  justly  appreciated  and  well  beloved  of  refined  John 
Waters  ;  near  and  far  the  dark  or  pale  blue  Highlands  of  the  Hudson ;  the  silent 
painted  woods  that  paint  the  silent  waters ;  where  shall  these  be  seen  in  such  perfec- 
tion as  from  the  open  window  at  which  we  sit,  jotting  down  these  opuscula  of  ours, 
on  this  the  holiest  of  the  days  of  this  '  Sabbath  of  the  Year?'  Yet  a  sadness,  like 
mist  spreading  from  the  river  and  covering  the  landscape,  darkens  tbe  spirit  when  we 
reflect  that  this  fading  loveliness  cannot  last ;  that  this  '  beauty  in  decay9  most  soon 
,  give  place  to  all  the  sombre  accessories  of  nature's  actual  desolation : 

4  Then  cold  and  pale,  in  distant  vistas  round, 
Disrobed  and  tuneless  all  the  woods  will  stand, 
While  the  chained  streams  are  silent  as  the  grosnd. 
As  Death  had  numbed  them  with  his  icy  hand.' 

Will  some  of  our  poetical  friends  come  to  our  assistance,  within  the  next  two 
weeks,  with  a  deftly-executed '  Farewell  to  Dobb's  V  The  return  of  the  melancholy 
days  of  Autumn ;  the  wakening  up  of  the  metropolis ;  the  renewing  of  town-asso- 
ciations, and  the  growing  inability  hereabout  to  do  those  things  which  are  not  *  con- 
venient,' (in  a  professional  and  printerial  point  of  view,)  which  even  Saint  Paul 
found  troublesome  ;  all ( these  things  move  us,'  beckoning  townward.  So  that  anon 
we  must  depart.  Until  another  summer  solstice,  therefore,  when  (Deo  volente,)  we 
resume  our  present  country  quarters,  we  must  bid  a  reluctant '  Good-bye  to  Dobb,  hi* 
Ferry'  No  more  delightful  sailing  in  pleasant  steamers  on  bright  summer  mornings 
and  evenings ;  no  more  gossip  with  agreeable  friends  and  companions,  daily  going 
and  returning ;  no  more  day-light  and  moonlight  promenades  (past  Friend  Stephen's 
and  through  long  avenues  of  flowering  locusts,)  in  the  'Glen'  of  courteous  Com- 
STANT — loveliest  of  lovely  scenes ;  no  more  ever-memorable  walks  along  the  high 
breezy  level  of  the  Croton  Aqueduct,  through  sweet-scented  meadows  and  orchards 
bending  with  ruddy  fruits,  to  enjoy  cherished  days  at  the  charming  '  umbrageous 
man's-nest'  where  gentle  Geoffrey  Crayon  ( expands  and  bourgeons,'  generously 
implying  and  bountifully  imparting  delight ;  no  more  quiet  rides  with  enthusiastic 
confreres  through  the  wizzard  region  of  Sleepy-Hollow  ;  no  more  evening  quadrilles 

and  waltzes  upon  the  piazzas  of  the  excellent  kind-hearted  K 's ;  looking  down 

over  grape-arbors  and  waving  maples  and  locusts  upon  the  moon's  bright  track  upon 
the  waters;  no  more  pleasant  reunions  there  with  congenial  metropolitan  friend*; 
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none  of  these  things,  until  another  season.     Pass  but  a  little  while,  and  '  Dobb's 

shall  hear  without  listening,  as  over  the  vexed  flood  it 

*  Comes,  with  an  awful  roar, 

Gath'ring  and  bounding  on, 
The  Storm-wind  from  Labrador, 
The  wind  Euroclydon  — 

The  Storm-wind!' 

Then  will  the  rain  rain  cold,  and  frost  and  snow  descend  upon  the  brown  verdure- 
less  hills ;  while  amidst  the  *  sweet  security  of  streets,'  reawakened  social  ties,  and 
all  the  multiform  sensations,  sights  and  sounds  of  gay  and  giddy  Gotham  in  its  '  sea- 
son' we  shall  await  the  coming  of  another  summer : 

*  Fly  swiftly  round,  ye  wheels  of  time, 
And  bring  the  welcome  day !' 

We  are  deeply  pained  at  receiving  the  melancholy  intelligence  (and  not  a  little 
surprised  at  receiving  it  so  late)  of  the  death,  at  the  early  age  of  thirty-one  yean, 
of  an  old  and  warmly-esteemed  contributor,  James  Kennard,  Jr.,  of  Portsmouth, 
New-Hampshire.  One  who  intimately  knew  and  loved  the  departed,  sends  us  the 
following  well-deserved  and  touching  tribute  to  his  memory : 

*  When  a  hero  who  has '  slain  his  thousands'  goes  down  to  the  grave,  covered  with  blood  aad 
glory,  a  nation  testifies  its  gratitude  and  admiration ;  poets  immortalize  his  fame ;  orator*  pronounce 
his  eulogy;  magnificieut  obsequies,  attended  by  all  the  '  pomp  and  circumstance'  of  woe,  mark  bit 
transit  to  the  tomb  ;  and  'storied  urn  and  animated  bust'  perpetuate  the  memory  of  his  person  and 
his  deeds.  Like  the  lightning  and  the  storm,  he  has  fulfilled  a  mission  of  mingled  usefulness  aad 
terror.  There  are  other  men  whose  happier  lot  it  is,  like  the  shower  and  the  dew,  to  be  the  I 
of  unmixed  beneficence,  and  to  shed  around  them  an  influence  as  much  gentler  as  it  is  uk 
and  moro  useful.    Such  a  fate  was  his  whose  death  it  is  our  melancholy  duty  to  record. 

'The  modest  xignaturo  of  '  J.  K.,  J  a.,'  which  has  for  some  years  occasionally  appeared  over  articles 
which  have  graced  the  pages  of  the  Knickerbocker,  is  doubtless  associated  in  the  minds  of  many 
of  its  roadcrs  with  hours  of  agreeable  literary  relaxation.  Few  of  them  but  will  be  pained  by  the 
announcement  that  they  are  to  see  it  no  more ;  and  especially  when  they  learn  the  remarkable  his- 
tory of  him  to  whom  it  belonged,  and  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  trial  and  suffering  under  which 
those  cheerful  articles  were  written. 

•  The  subject  of  this  brief  notice  was  born  in  Portsmouth,  (N.  H.,)  of  an  old  and  highly  respectable 
New-England  family.  His  early  education  was  directed  to  his  preparation  for  the  pursuit  of.  com- 
merce, his  destined  occupation ;  and  at  the  usual  age  he  left  the  school  for  the  counting-room,  and 
entered  upon  the  active  business  of  life.  Had  ho  remained  there,  his  character  and  talents  would 
doubtless  have  made  him  a  successful  and  respected  merchant ;  but  Providence  had  reserved  for  him 
a  different  fate.  At  the  threshold  of  his  early  manhood  appeared  the  symptoms  of  a  disease  which 
was  soon  to  cut  him  off  from  all  activo  pursuits,  and  confine  him  to  his  room  and  to  his  bed  for  the 
remainder  of  his  days.  It  first  manifested  itself  by  a  stiffness  in  the  knee-joint  From  this  and 
other  symptoms  the  amputation  of  his  leg  soon  became  necessary.*  This  did  not  however  check 
the  progress  of  the  malady,  which  gradually  spread  to  every  portion  of  his  body.  His  joints  soon 
became  motionless,  and  he  was  obliged  to  recline,  supported  by  cushions,  upon  his  bed,  without  the 
power  of  moving  any  part  of  his  body,  except  his  band,  and  his  head.and  these  to  a  very  limited  ex- 
tent.   In  thin  conditiou  he  remainod,  the  evil  gradually  increasing  up  to  the  period  of  his  death. 

'It  was  under  theso  circumstances  that  his  more  soriouH  studies  were  undertaken  and  hie  literary 
labors  performed.  When  most  men  would  have  given  way  to  repining  and  melancholy,  he  set  about 
the  only  employment  which  opened  to  him  the  sources  of  enjoyment  and  usefulness— the  cultiva- 
tion of  his  mind.  He  read  incessantly.  Every  moment  not  given  to  social  intercourse  or  nacaamaiy 
sleep  was  devoted  to  study.  Nor  was  his  pen  idle.  Thoroughly  imbued  with  high  and  liberal  prin- 
ciples ;  sympathising  with  all  that  was  great  and  good  ;  filled  with  a  generous  hatred  of  oppression 
and  wrong,  aud  feeling  that  every  man  had  a  mission  of  usefulness  to  fulfil  toward  bis  fellow  men; 
he  endeavored,  through  the  medium  of  the  press  of  his  own  town,  the  only  channel  than  open  to  him, 

*  Uu  went  cheerfully  to  Boston,  and  lest  he  should  occasion  anxiety  to  his  relative*  and  frUnd*,sab- 
mitced  privately  to  the  painful  operation,  which  wis  performed  by  Dr.  Warmm,  with  hts  aoeustoaed 
skill. 
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to  ezert  all  bis  influence  in  favor  of  truth  and  right.  A  visit  to  the  South  had  given  him  an  oppor- 
tunity of  observing  the  practical  working  of  the  slave  system;  and  he  made  the  evils  of  that  institu- 
tion the  object  of  a  vigorous  and  uncompromising  hostility.  Even  those  who  could  not  agree  with 
him  in  sentiment.*  were  forced  to  acknowledge  the  ability  of  hia  opposition  and  the  sincerity  of  his 
devotion  to  the  cause  he  advocated. 

•  Far  from  losing  an  interest  in  the  outer  world  from  which  he  was  debarred,  he  looked  'from  the 
loop-holes  of  retreat,'  with  an  eager  and  interested  gaze  npon  the  progress  of  political  and  social 
events,  as  well  in  foreign  lands  as  in  his  own  country.  He  detested  every  species  of  cant  He  was 
full  of  faith  in  man  and  hope  as  to  his  destiny ;  and  longed  for  the  approach  of  that  happy  day, 
which  be  believed  not  far  distant,  *  hen  the  advancement  of  physical  science,  together  with  a  gradual 
reorganization  of  the  social  system,  should  have  remedied  the  evils  of  poverty  and  degradation,  and 
bound  mankind  together  in  one  common  brotherhood ;  when  the  '  nations  should  learn  war  no  more,' 
and  even  down-trodden  *  Ethiopia  should  stretch  forth  her  hands  to  God.'  The  same  spirit  of  sym- 
pathising interest  extended  to  the  minor  concerns  of  his  own  town,  and  of  the  delightful  social  cir- 
cle which  crowded  his  chamber,  to  supply  to  him  the  want  of  the  means  of  locomotion  and  personal 
observation,  and  to  learn  a  lesson  of  cheerful  resignation  and  hope.  Here  the  current  events  of  the 
day,  as  well  as  the  graver  subjects  of  the  political,  social,  religious  and  scientific  progress  of  society, 
formed  the  topics  of  lively  and  interesting  conversation.  His  observations  were  marked  by  an  aston- 
ishing range  and  accuracy  of  information,  and  constantly  glowed  with  humor  or  sparkled  with  wit. 
The  powers  of  sarcasm  and  satire,  which  ho  possessed  in  a  high  degree,  were  pointed  only  against 
opinions  which  he  considered  of  a  hurtful  or  dangerous  tendency ;  they  were  never  employed  to  give 
needless  pain  or  cause  an  unnecessary  wound.  The  chamber  of  the,  bed-ridden,  that  Image  of  all 
that  is  sad  and  gloomy,  was  hero  the  theatre  of  delightful  social  intercourse  and  of  polished  tad 
elegant  conversation.  Nothing  but  the  presence  of  the  couch,  and  the  recumbent  position  of  ths 
patient,  reminded  the  visitor  that  it  was  also  the  scene  of  wasting  disease  and  agonizing  pain. 

4  The  trial  of  patience  and  resignation  was  not  yet  complete.  Hitherto,  he  had  been  able  to  use 
his  eyes  in  reading,  and  his  hands  in  writing,  so  that  these,  his  most  reliable  sources  of  enjoyment, 
were  independent  of  the  services  of  others.  But  more  than  two  years  before  his  death  the  malady 
attacked  his  eyes,  nearly  destroying  the  sight  of  one,  and  making  it  impossible  to  use  either  for  any 
such  purpose.  Ho  was  now  reduced  to  a  state  of  utter  helplessness  and  dependence.  His  cham- 
ber was  kept  dnrk,  oxcepl  when  a  curtain  was  partially  raised  to  allow  a  friend  to  read  aloud^or 
write  from  his  dictation.  Even  yet  he  retained  his  cheerful  submission  to  a  fate  more  cruel  than 
death.  His  literary  labors  did  not  cease,  although  he  was  of  course  sometimes  obliged  to  forego  them 
for  want  of  a  reader  or  an  amanuensis.  He  still  continued  to  keep  np  quite  aa  extensive  oorrespee> 
dence,  und  to  write  frequently  for  the  press. 

'But  his  physical  frame  was  now  rapidly  wasting  ;  and  as  it  failed,  his  nature  seemed  to  become 
more  and  more  assimilated  to  that  state  of  pure  spirituality  upon  which  he  was  destined  soon  to  enter. 
The  body  had  long  ceased  to  be  the  instrument  of  convenience  or  pleasure ;  it  had  become  a  mere 
prison-house  for  the  confinement  of  the  souL  The  period  of  its  incarceration  reached  Its  close  on 
Thursday  the  twenty-eighth  of  July  last,  when,  emancipated  from  the  pains  and  sorrows  of  earth, 
he  tnsted  the  freedom  of  the  dead. 

'  There  is  a  leeson  to  be  learned  from  a  life  like  this.  Who  of  us,  in  this  world  of  toil,  where 
man's  mission  is  '  to  labor  and  to  wait,' is  bearing  with  quiet  cheerfulness  the  lot  assigned  by  Heaven, 
and  making  it  the  grand  object  of  all  desire  and  effort  to  act  well  and  usefully  his  part  in  the  station 
he  occupies  ?  Here  we  see  a  young  man,  in  the  very  flower  of  his  days,  confined  a  hopeless  invalid 
to  a  couch  of  pain  and  languishing ;  yet  with  cheerful  submission  undertaking  severe  literary  tasks, 
laboring  with  anxious  solicitude  to  elevate  and  bless  his  fellows,  and  making  bis  life  n  model  of  gen- 
tleness, contentment  and  purity. 

'  We  have  thought  it  neither  impertinent  nor  useless  that  some  brief  memorial  should  *  implore  the 
passing  tribute  of  a  sigh'  for  the  departure  of  worth  and  virtue  like  this;  and  it  is  therefore  that  tke 
hand  of  Friendship  has  ventured  to  lay  this  humble  wreath  upon  his  urn.  o.  v.  a.' 

We  forbear  to  mingle  any  memento  of  our  own  with  this  votive  offering,  so  well 

deserved,  so  well  bestowed.  .    .   .    «  Hosea  Bioelow,'  a  '  volunteer  down  to  Sal* 

tillo,'  writes  home  (in  verse)  to  a  Yankee  friend,  that  ha  is '  sorry  he  listed.'    He  was 

induced  to  swell  the  ranks  of  patriotism  by  a  speech  which  he  heard  '  op  to  Waltham,' 

'  About  our  patriotic  pas,  and  our  star-spangled  banner ; 
Our  country's  bird  a-lookia'  on,  and  ainfin'  oat • 


*  Turn  writer  of  the  present  article,  we  are  Informed,  bad  a  fsjfelle  dies —Sinn  -with  the  deceased  upon 
this  general  thane  la  the  Journals  of  the  Urns.  En.  XsnosaasOoxBa. 
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But  he  says  there  are  two  sides  to  the  matter,  a  fact  which  he  proceeds  to  illustrate: 

'  This  kind  o'  sogerin'  ain't  a  mite  like  our  October  trainin*. 
Where  a  chap  could  clear  right  out,  ef  it  only  looked  like  rainin'; 
Where  the  Cunnle*  used  to  kiver  up  their  sbappoes  with  bandanners, 
And  send  the  Insines  skootin'  off  to  the  bar-room  with  their  banners, 
(Fear  o'  gittin'  on  'em  spotted,)  and  a  feller  could  cry  quarter 
Ef  he  fired  away  bis  ram-rod,  arter  too  much  rum-and-water. 
Recollect  what  fun  we  had  —  I  and  you  and  Ezbt  Hollis  — 
Up  there  to  Waltham  Plain  last  fall,  ahavin'  the  Cosnwallis? 
This  sort  o'  thing  ain't  jest  like  that :  I  wish  that  I  was  furder  I 
Ninepunce  a  day  for  killin'  folks  comes  kind  o'  low  for  murder. 
(Why.  I  've  worked  out  to  slaughterin'  some,  for  Deacon  Cephas  BrxxiMS, 
And  in  the  hardest  times  there  was  I  always  fetched  ten  shillin's :) 
This  '  goin*  where  glory  waits  yer'  hain't  on*  agreeable  featur', 
An'  ef  it  warn't  for  wakin'  snakes,  I  'd  be  home  ag'in,  short  metre : 
O,  wouldn't  I  be  off,  quick  time,  ef  't  warn't  that  f  was  sart'in 
They  'd  let  the  day-light  into  me,  to  pay  me  for  desartin'  V 

Hosea  is  not  the  only  one,  probably,  who  has  lately  ascertained  that  militia  train- 
ings and  '  Cornwallis'  sham-fights  are  quite  unlike  the  actual  *  pomp  and  circum- 
stance of  glorious  war.'  .  .  .  The  following  anecdote  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington, 
which  we  derive  from  an  original  source  of  the  highest  respectability,  may  be  relied 
upon  as  entirely  authentic :  Lord  Wellington  was  dining  at  a  public  dinner  at  Bor- 
deaux, given  to  him  by  the  authorities,  when  he  received  a  despatch  from  Paris,  in- 
forming him  of  the  abdication  of  Napoleon.  He  turned  to  his  aid-de-camp,  Free- 
mantle  :  (  Well,'  said  he,  in  his  knowing  sportsman  tone, '  we  've  run  the  fox  to  hit 
hole  at  last'  '  What  do  you  mean  ?'  said  Frbemantle.  (  Napoleon  has  abdicated.' 
Frbemantle  uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise  and  delight.  '  Hush !  not  a  word  P 
said  Wellington  ;  ( let 's  have  our  dinner  comfortably.'  He  laid  the  letter  beside 
him,  and  went  on  calmly  eating  his  dinner.  When  the  dinner  was  over, '  There !' 
said  he  to  Monsieur  Lynch,  the  Mayor  of  Bordeaux,  *  there 's  something  will  please 
you.'  The  mayor  cast  his  eye  over  the  letter,  and  in  an  instant  was  on  the  table  an- 
nouncing the  news.  The  saloon  rang  with  acclamations  for  several  minutes.  The 
mayor  then  begged  leave  to  give  a  toast :  '  Wellington,  the  Liberator  of  France  !* 
It  was  received  with  thundering  applause.  The  Spanish  consul  rose,  and  begged 
leave  to  give  a  toast.  It  was  the  same  :  (  Wellington,  the  Liberator  of  France !' 
There  was  another  thunder  of  applause.  ThePortuguese  consul  did  the  same,  with 
like  effect.  The  mayor  rose  again,  and  gave  *  Wellington,  the  Liberator  of  Europe  !' 
Here  the  applause  was  astounding.  Wellington,  who  had  sat  all  the  while  picking 
his  teeth,  now  rose,  made  one  of  his  knowing  civil  bows  to  the  company  round: 
*  Jack,'  said  he,  turning  to  Frbemantle,  '  let 's  have  coffee.' '  .  .  .  We  have  been 
looking  over  this  morning,  at  the  establishment  of  those  enterprising  and  tasteful 
bibliopoles,  Messrs.  Bartlbtt  and  Welford,  a  copy  of  the  First  Edition  of  Shaki- 
peare  that  was  ever  published.  Just  think  of  that  for  one  moment ;  appreciate  how 
near  we  were  brought,  by  the  rough  paper  and  coarse  types,  to  Shaxbpeare  himself; 
and  then  judge  whether  we  enjoyed  the  rare  sight  or  no.  We  have  satisfied  ourselves 
that  several  modern  readings  of  the  Great  Bard  are  incorrect ;  but  of  these  more 
anon.  Our  present  purpose  is  to  present  two  new  'renderings'  from  'Hamlet/ 
which  an  innovating  Yankee  actor  at  the  west  considers  authentic  readings.  He 
defends  the  first,  upon  the  ground  that  the  same  spirit  which  bad  '  abused'  Hamlet 
had  previously  treated  his  friends  discourteously,  kept  them  up  at  night,  and  prevented 
their  sleeping  on  their  posts.    Hence  '  thus  Hamlet  :' 

'  Thx  spirit  that  I  have  seen 

May  be  a  devil ;  and  the  devil  hath  power 

To  assume  a  pleasinf  shape ;  yea,  and  perhaps, 

Out  of  my  weakness  and  my  melancholy, 


1847.]  EMU*'*  Table.  350 


As  he  i*  vnry  potent  with  such  spirits, 

Abuser  me  too  —  damn-ma !  *  ' 

This  is  quite  different  from  the  usual  reading,  and  is  as  much  an  *  improvement* 
upon  the  original  as  any  of  Mr.  Hudson's  modern  versions.  The  rendering  in  the 
subjoined  passage  from  the  same  play  is  defended  on  the  ground  that  Hamlet  looked 
up  to  Horatio,  in  his  « weakness  and  his  melancholy/  as  a  father,  and  therefore  he 
addressed  him  by  a  diminutive  of  that  endearing  term : 

'  Ham.  Dost  thou  think  Alexander  looked  o'  this  fashion  i'  the  earth  %  v 

*  Hob.  E'en  so. 

*  Ham.  And  smelt  so,  Pa  t 
« Hoa.  E'en  so,  my  lord.' 

We  submit  these  readings  to  the  hosts  of  Shaksferian  commentators  who  infest 

society.  — 

'  Can  a  Terrier  be  Swobn  ?  — '  Can  a  dog  lend  moneys  V  asked  Sbylocx  ;  bat  the  question  is 
now  raised,  *  Can  a  terrier  be  sworn  ?'  '  L' Helvetic,'  a  Swiss  journal,  says  that  M.  Boia  lb  Comtx, 
the  French  ambassador,  has  addressed  to  the  Bernese  government  a  menacing  note,  in  which  he  de- 
mands satisfaction,  because  a  terrier-dog  which  was  on  the  Engi,  walking  by  the  side  of  M.  Jsnric, 
editor  of  *Le  Charivari,*  wore  suspended  to  its  collar  two  crosses,  one  or  which  be  pretends  was 
the  crow*  of  the  •  Legion  of  Honor.'  It  is  said  that  the  terrier's  collar  was  in  fact  adorned  with  some- 
thins;  like  two  pieces  of  tin,  more  or  less  resembling  two  crosses.  '  It  will  be  necessary,  no  doubt,' 
remarks  * L' Helvetic,'  'in  order  to  undeceive  M.  Bois  i*e  Coot's,  to  produce  the  collar  aad  tin 
crosses,  and  perhaps  it  will  be  necessary  for  the  terrier  itself  to  give  in  its  oath.' 

The  above  calls  to  recollection  '  Things  by  their  Right  Names,  or  the  Victim  of 
Ambiguities,9  a  little  work  written  some  years  since  by  Qdarlbs  Henry,  the  Chelten- 
ham Chemist.  The  hero  was  everlastingly  getting  into  queer  predicaments,  oue  of 
which,  attendant  on  his  being  summoned  as  a  juryman  in  London,  is  thus  described : 

*  He  told  me  that  my  only  course  was  to  render  my  excuse  for  non-attendance  to  the  judge*  in 
person.  Accordingly,  the  next  morning  I  appeared  in  court,  armed  with  my  physician's  certificate 
and  a  two-days'  beard,  by  way  of  what  lawyers  call '  cumulative  testimony*  of  illness.  But  it  waa 
all  thrown  away:  the  court  was  engaged  in  an  important  jury  trial ;  an  action  for  trespass,  as  the 
door-keeper  kindly  informed  me,  which  would  probably  last  all  day.  I  listened  for  a  few  moments 
to  the  defendant's  counsel,  a  fat-headed  man,  who  at  the  time  of  my  entrance  was  proceeding  in  a 
drowsy  tone  of  voice  to  show  what  is  technically  termed '  a  right  of  way ;'  but  hearing  nothing  from 
htm  that  especially  interested  me,  I  began  to  retrace  my  steps,  and  had  just  reached  the  door,  when 
I  heard  him  say  with  considerable  emphasis  that  be  intended  to  produce  in  evidence  em  ancient  ter- 
rier !  Had  my  ears  deceived  me  1  No ;  I  could  not  have  bean  mistaken:  the  words  were  pitched 
on  the  speaker's  highest  key ;  so  much  so  ss  to  awaken  for  an  instant  the  senior  judge,  who  bad  up 
to  that  moment  been  indulging  in  a  quiet  slumber,  leaving  the  duty  of  taking  notes  to  his  associate 
on  the  right,  who  was  reading  the  morning  paper.  But  my  doubts,  if  I  had  any,  were  soon  dispelled 
by  the  sudden  interruption  of  the  plaintiff's  counsel,  who  jumped  up  very  much  after  the  manner 
of  the  witness  whose  testimony  he  was  about  to  oppose,  and  declaimed  for  an  hour  against  the  in- 
troduction of  '  an  ancient  terrier!'  Yes,  those  were  his  words,  and  no  mistake.  How  I  went,  heart 
and  soul,  for  the  defendant !  How  I  feared  lest  his  extraordinary  testimony  might  be  ruled  out  I  How 
I  reproached  myself  for  having  mentally  set  him  down  for  an  old  proser,  before  I  had  heard  him 
utter  those  magic  words ;  and  when  he  replied,  which  he  did  successfully,  how  I  hung  upon  his  ac- 
cents, and  once  caught  myself  saying,  almost  aloud, '  singed  cat  I'  And  yet  no  sensation  seemed 
created  by  this  to  me  most  novel  and  startling  debate.  The  lawyers  all  looked  on  without  betraying 
any  signs  of  wonderment;  the  old  judge  had  subsided  into  blessed  forgetfulness,  which  he  appeared 
to  take  in  broken  dozes ;  the  associate  was  engaged  in  cutting  an  advertisement  from  the  newspaper) 
the  clerk  had  peeled  an  apple,  and  was  sharing  it  with  the  crier ;  in  nut,  ail  things  seemed  to  wear 
an  everyday  appearance,  as  though  nothing  uncommon  were  happening,  or  about  to  happen ;  and 
yet  here,  in  the  nineteenth  century,  in  an  enlightened  community,  was  the  question  agitating  as  to 
whether  a  brute  — a  quadruped— no  matter  how  sagacious,  should  be  admitted  to  counterbalance, 
for  aught  court  or  bar  might  know,  the  evidence  of  an  alderman ! 

4  Presently  the  old  judge  mumbled  out  the  decision  of  the  court,  of  which  the  only  words  that  I 
could  distinctly  hear  were '  Plaintiff's  clothes,'  •rents,'  end  '1st  teem  mredmee  the  ancient  terrier  l* 
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'  But  these  few  words  seemed  to  throw  some  light  on  the  subject.  My  mind  bed  been  dreadfully 
exercised  in  striving  to  divine  how  a  dog,  young  or  old,  could  prove  a  right  of  way  :  *  How  could  his 
dumb  testimony  avail?'  reusoucd  I ;  but  when  I  heard  the  judge  talking  about  the  animal  in  con- 
nection with  the  plaintiff's  clothes  and  rents,  my  imagination,  already  on  the  stretch,  was  not  flow 
in  conjuring  up  tho  phantom  of  a  plaintiff  with  torn  pantaloons  flying  from  the  aged  canine  protec- 
tor of  the  defendant's  premises.  Yes.  that  must  bo  the  point.  Fre*h  to  my  recollection  came  Bans, 
the  noble  hound  of  the  Scottish  knight,  who  throttled  Leopold  of  Austria,  the  dastard  insulter  of 
the  Knglith  standard  :  the  dog  of  Mo.vtarois  barked  across  my  memory  :  long-dormant  anecdotes 
of  the  sagacious  quadruped  were  awakeued,  and  began  to  arrange  themselves  in  my  mind,  now  pre- 
pared to  witness  what  before  1  hud  only  seen  in  print. 

'  While  all  this  was  revolving  within  me,  the  trial  teemed  to  be  'progressing'  in  the  old  way  again: 
the  judges  had  resumed  their  former  occupations  of  sleeping  and  reading  ;  the  clerk  was  pooling 
nnothcr  apple,  in  which  the  crier  seemed  to  take  quite  as  much  interest  as  was  decorous  in  an  officer 
of  the  court:  every  thing  had  assumed  tho  same  appearance,  with  the  exception  that  now  tho  wh> 
nets'  stand  was  occupied  by  a  short  puffy-looking  man,  very  red,  very  much  frightened,  with  a  very 
musty  roll  of  parchment  documents  in  his  hands.  Many  and  dreary  were  the  questions  put  to  kiss, 
and  oft  and  drearily  did  he  turn  over  the  mouldy-looking  records  and  make  response.  I  began  to 
grow  nervous.  There  seemed  to  be  no  end  to  it  I  looked  at  my  watch  and  found  that  my  dinner 
hour  had  long  since  passed.  Night  was  coining  on :  it  hat  would  they  think  at  homo  %  What  would 
my  wifr  any  t  When  I  left  her  in  the  morning,  by  way  of  practicing  for  my  lying  apology  to  the  coart, 
1  complained  to  her  of  feeling  unwell :  she  told  me  I  looked  ko :  that  cursed  beard  which  I  bad  sttf* 
fered  to  grow  for  the  purpose  of  mystifying  the  judges,  came  up  in  judgment  against  me.  She  was 
just  the  woniau  to  send  out  a  bell-uuu.  And  now  1  really  began  to  feel  ilL  I  had  once  boon  seised 
with  a  determination  of  blood  to  the  head,  and  the  excitement  under  which  I  had  been  laboring  ftr 
the  last  five  hours  produced  symptoms  which  I  thought  indicated  another  attack:  the  old  judge,  an 
he  nodded,  began  t»  look  like  a  magnified  mandarin  ;  the  clerk  was  peeling  a  pumpkin ;  the  witn.aH 
swelled,  and  the  jury  appeared  parked.  1  could  stand  it  no  longer  :  in  an  under-tooe  I  addressed  a 
quiet-looking  person  who  sat  next  to  me  : 

*  *  When  will  they  briug  in  that  dog  T*  said  L 

• '  That  tfkmt  .*'  replied  the  man,  with  as  much  surprise  as  could  be  thrown  iuto  a  whisper. 

"That  dog,'  I  rriteratrd ;  '  the  terrier—  the  ancient  terrier  that  they  quarrelled  about  so  kmf«* 

'  The  rush  of  blood  that  had  been  hanging  about  me  seemed  all  at  once  to  be  paying  tho  strangar 
a  visit :  his  face  at  first  grew  red,  and  then  purple  ;  his  cheeks  distended ;  his  eyes  watered,  and  hii 
whole  frame  shook :  it  was  nearly  a  miaate  before  he  recovered  from  the  paroxysm  sasaciently  to  say 
to  me.  in  a  son.ethtng  betweeu  a  »oband  a  hiccough,  *  The  parchment  roil  in  the  hands  of  the  witness 
is  a  hat  is  called  in  law  an  ancient  terrier.* 

'  1  could  not  have  hail  my  tenses  about  me,  for  I  recollect  distinctly  of  baring  made  seek  load  use 

of  the  word  *  d a !'  as  to  make  the  very  walls  echo :  the  old  gentleman  on  tho  beach  started  from 

his  sleep :  the  new »pj per  dropped ;  *o  did  the  clerk'*  apple  and  the  crier  s  countenance. 

*  How  I  reached  my  o»  n  house  has  always  been  a  mystery  to  me :  bet  that  night  I  had  one  exaettnav 
ous  dream  of  trying  to  climb  a  genealogical  tree  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  a  Pope's  ball !' 

If  our  legal  readers,  and  those  who  are  not  legal,  do  n't  enjoy  the  foregoing,  take  away 
our  commission  as  seer,  and  place  us  among  the  false  prophets.  .  .  .  « Hoo '■&' 
wi*  ye  the  day.  mon  ?'  we  said  to  honest  Archie  Grieve,  as  he  was  entering  his  sitd- 
store  in  John-street,  near  Broadway,  the  other  morning.  *  Brawly,  brawly,*  be  re- 
plied. *  thank  ye  tor  speeriu' ;  come,  walk  in  aud  see  the  birdies  ;*  and  in  we  went.  A 
greater  variety  of  rare  birds,  of  every  var.ety  of  form  and  plumage,  (some  of  them 
agreeabte  '  conversationist*,*  several  very  perfect  imitators,  and  many  of  thorn  OS* 
pert  musicians,'  we  have  not  elsewhere  seen.  Mr.  G sieve's  4  assortment*  hi  com- 
plete :  and  some  idea  may  be  formed  of  the  extent  of  his  trade,  from  the  met  that 
he  imported  at  one  time  seven  huudred  cauane*.  Birds,  cages,  seeds,  and  mil  tho 
accessories  of  a  well-supplied  Urd-fauc:er  may  be  found  at  Grists**,  to  whom,  well 
assured  of  perfonniaf  a  public  seme*,  we  commend  our  readers.  .  -  .  O  pewaw! 
.that  was  what  we  said  when  we  read  it.  and  we  may  as  well  write  it  dawn  here,)  *  O 
pshaw !  who's  going to  pornse,  with  any  thing  like  satatfaction, snch  mmlii 
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sentimental,  sheepish  rhymes,  as  the  *  Stanzas  to  Her  J  Love  V  Who  '  protest'  more 
than  Romeo  and  his  Juliet?  But  are  you  nauseated  with  their  soft  endearments 
and  fond  and  fervent  vows  ?  '  Not  a  bit  of  it !'  Some  how  or  other  the  ( old  masters' 
of  English  literature  understood  the  expression  of  the  tender  sentiment,  and  the  ex- 
quisite language  of  delicate  compliment,  better  than  their  successors.  Observe  for  ex- 
ample this  hype rbolically -beautiful  tribute  from  *  rare  Ben  Jonson'  to  his  inamorata: 


'Have  you  seen  the  white  lily  grow, 

Before  rude  haodes  have  toucht  it  t 
Have  you  raark'd  the  fall  of  snowe 

Before  the  earth  hatha  mutcht  it  f 
Have  you  felt  the  woll  of  beaver, 

Or  the  swanu's  riowue  either; 
Or  have  you  smelt  the  budd  of  bryer, 

Or  the  narde  in  the  fier  ; 
Or  have  tabled  the  bagg  of  the  bee? 
Oh !  so  white,  oh  so  softe,  oh  so  sweete, 
So  sweete,  so  sweete  is  shea  1 


♦Have  you  seen  the  faire  chryatal  rocks, 

When  a  geutle  dew  hath  da*htit? 
Or  Aurora's  goulden  locke 

When  a  mornings  May  hath  washt  itf 
Or  did  you  ever  aoftely  steale 

To  beure  poore  Philomel  ; 
Or  have  you  smelt  to  the  breath  of  fishes, 

Or  the  nunn  when  she  kisses; 
Or  have  seen  the  blossomes  of  the  tree  % 
Oh !  so  cleare,  oh  so  bright,  oh  so  faire, 
So  sweete,  so  sweete  is  shee!* 


We  passed  an  hour  in  the  Sing-Sing  State-Prison  the  other  day  ;  and  while  re- 
garding with  irresistible  sympathy  the  wretched  inmates,  we  could  not  help  think- 
ing how  little,  after  all,  of  the  actual  suffering  of  imprisonment  is  apparent  to  the 
visitor.  The  ceaseless  toil,  the  coarse  fare,  the  solemn  silence,  the  averted  look,  the 
yellow-white  palor,  of  the  convict ;  his  narrow  cell,  with  its  scanty  furniture,  his  bard 
couch  ;  these  indeed  are  '  visible  to  the  naked  eye.'  Yet  do  but  think  of  the  demon 
Thought  that  must  'eat  up  his  heart'  during  the  long  and  inconceivably  dismal  hours 
which  he  passes  there  in  darkness,  in  silence,  and  alone !  Think  of  the  tortures  he 
must  endure  from  the  ravages  of  that  pleasantest  friend  but  most  terrible  enemy, 
Imagination !  Oh,  the  height,  the  depth,  the  length  and  breadth,  of  a  sensitive  cap- 
tive's sorrow  !  As  we  came  away  from  the  gloomy  scene,  we  passed  on  a  hill,  within 
the  domain  of  the  guard,  the  Prison  Potters' -Field,  where  lie,  undistinguished  by 
head-stone  or  any  other  mark,  the  bones  of  those  who  had  little  else  to  lay  there, 
when  their  life  of  suffering  was  ended.  There  sleeps  Monroe  Edwards,  whose 
downward  fate  we  had  marked  in  successive  years.  We  first  saw  him  when  on  his 
trial ;  a  handsome,  well-dressed,  black -whiskered,  seeming- -self- possessed  person,  with 
the  thin  varnish  of  a  gentleman,  and  an  effrontery  that  nothing  could  daunt  Again 
we  saw  him,  while  holding  court  with  courtezans  at  the  door  of  his  cell,  at  *  The 
Tombs,'  the  day  before  he  left  for  Sing-Sing  ;  clad  in  his  morning-gown,  with  luxu- 
rious whiskers,  and  the  manners  of  a  pseudo-prince  receiving  the  honors  of  sham- 
subjects.  The  next  time  we  saw  him  he  was  clad  in  coarsest  '  felon-stripe ;'  his 
head  was  sheared  to  the  skull ;  his  whiskers  were  no  more  ;  a  dark  frown  was  on 
his  brow  ;  his  cheeks  were  pale,  and  his  lips  were  compressed  with  an  expression  of 
remorse,  rage  and  despair.  Never  shall  we  forget  that  look !  He  had  a  little  while 
before  been  endeavoring  to  escape,  and  had  been  punished  by  fifty  lashes  with  a  cat- 
o'-nine-tails ;  four  hundred  and  fifty  stripes  on  the  naked  back  !  Once  again  we 
saw  him,  after  the  lapse  of  many  months.  Time  and  suffering  had  done  their  work 
upon  him.  His  once-erect  frame  was  bowed ;  his  head  was  quite  bald  at  the  top, 
and  its  scanty  bordering-hair  had  become  gray.  And  thus  he  gradually  declined  to 
his  melancholy  *  west  of  life,'  until  he  reached  his  last  hour  ;  dying  in  an  agony  of 
terror  ;  gnawing  his  emaciated  fingers,  to  convince  himself  that  he  was  still  living ; 
that  the  appalling  change  from  life  to  death  had  not  yet  actually  taken  place !  And 
now  he  sleeps  in  a  felon's  grave,  with  no  record  of  his  name  or  fate.  Is  not  the  way 
of  the  transgressor  '  bard  V  .    .   .   Some  benevolent  person,  whom  we  should  like 
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to  take  cordially  by  the  hand,  has  written  in  the  'Spirit  of  the  Times*  literary  and 
sporting  journal  an  admirable  *Plea  for  Horses*  against  the  cruel  creatures  who  are 
more  '  brutes'  than  the  animals  they  drive.  Read  the  article  in  '  The  Spirit'  for  Sep- 
tember the  twelfth,  for  it  will  well  repay  perusal.  Some  kindred  spirit,  with  proper 
sympathy  for  an  animal  who  '  has  all  man's  nobler  attributes  and  none  of  his  bad 
ones,'  propels  upon  the  town  the  following  benevolent  advertisement: 

OATS  I  Wanted,  by  an  Old  Hone,  one  of  Kirp  and  Brown's  best,  a  few  Oats.    He  will  b«  will* 
iug,  for  a  chance  at  a  peck,  to  put  any  old  gentleman  through  in  ten  minute*,  from  the  Greenwich 
•tatiou  to  the  Park  fountain. 
'  N.  B.  The  horse  knows  beans  when  he  sees  them.' 

Apropos  (and  yet  to  digress)  of  horses :  why  is  it  that  we  do  not  see  more  Male 
and  Female  Equestrianism  among  us  ?  Bating  a  few  proficients  among  our  friends, 
who  ride  like  centaurs,  and  who  would  n't  hesitate  to  mount  any  thing  that  possessed 
a  back,  we  cannot  perceive  that  this  noble  exercise,  graceful  and  healthful  as  it  is, 
is  at  all  general.  '  Riding,'  says  Nash,  one  of  the  quaint  writers  of  England's  golden 
age,  in  his  subtilely-excogitated  *  Quarternio :' 

1  Riding  is  an  exercise  in  which.in  my  youthful  days,  I  took  much  delight,  and  still  commend  it  aa 
a  mauly  and  warlike  exercise :  to  sec  a  youug  gentleman  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  to  be  able  with  his 
s  kill  aud  cunninge,by  his  voyce,  rod  and  spurre,  belter  to  manageand  command  the  great  Bucepha- 
lus, than  the  stronirestMiLO  with  all  his  strength  ;  one  while  to  see  him  make  him  tread,  trot  and 
gallope  the  ring  ;  ami  one  after  to  see  him  make  him  gather  up  roundly,  to  hear  his  head  steadily,  to 
runne  a  fulle  carrere  swiftly,  aud  to  stop  on  a  sudden  lightly ;  and  one  after,  to  see  him  make  him  ad- 
vance, to  goe  backe  and  side-long,  to  turne  on  either  hand,  to  gallope  the  gallope-gallietl,  to  doe  the 
capriole,  the  chembetta,  snd  daunce  the  curvetty ;  I  have  thought  au  houre  to  passe  in  a  moment 
when  I  was  young,  wee  thought  it  a  kind  of  solspcisme,  and  to  savour  of  effeminacie,  for  a  young 
gentleman  in  the  flourishing  time  of  his  age  to  creepe  into  a  coach,  and  to  shroud  himself  there  from 
winde  and  weather.  Our  delight  was  to  out-brave  the  blustering  Bobeas  upon  a  great  horses  to 
arme  aud  prepare  ourselves  to  goe  with  Mars  and  Bkllona  into  the  field  was  our  sport  and  pass- 
time  ;  coaches  and  earaches  we  left  unto  them  for  whom  they  were  first  invented;  for  ladies  and 
gentlewimmen,  and  decrepit  aged  and  impotent  people.' 

The  following  reaches  us  from  an  occasional  correspondent,  attached  to  one  of 

our  smaller  vessels  of  war : 

'  PkiUd*.,  Augti  19, 

'  Onorablb  Sub.  i  have  a  Son  on  borde  of  your  Ship,  by  name  Geobge  G a.  and  his  mo- 
ther is  in  very  bad  hclth,  and  would  like  to  See  him.  if  you  can  low  him  time  to  com,  i  will  bo  ao- 
cerable  for  his  re  turn  in  time,  and  by  so  duing  you  will  ablidge  his  mother,  o.  o  —-a.' 

•South-west  conor  of  T and  R Steet. 

(  Here,  friend  C ,'  writes  our  correspondent,  *  you  have  a  real  genuine,  bona- 

fide  *  curiosity  of  literature,'  and  you  cau  put  it  in  the  *  Gossip.'    Funny,  is  'nt  it  ?    It 

seems  that  G r's  mother  knew  ho  '  was  out.'    The  letter,  as  you  will  perceive, 

was  sent  to  Captain  B ,  and  he  read  it ;  after  which,  with  a  hearty  laugh,  bo 

threw  it  on  the  floor  of  the  cabin,  where  I  found  it,  and  now  send  it  to  you.'  *  Fuuny, 
is  n't  it  V  No,  Sir  !  We  see  nothing  funny,  nothing  amusing  in  it ;  nothing  that 
should  have  excited  the  risibility  either  of  your  commanding-officer  or  yourself.  Is 
it  any  thing  very  ( funny'  that  a  desolate  sick  mother  should  desire  to  see  her  ton, 
who,  after  a  long  absence,  had  reached  the  United  States  from  the  seat  of  war? 
Because  the  poor  woman  could  n't  spell,  must  it  be  inferred  that  she  could  n't  feel  T 
« Funny!1  .  .  .  A  kind  and  distinguished  friend,  at  present  residing  in  this  country, 
mentioned  to  us  the  other  day  this  anecdote,  which  we  herewith  '  transmit  unimpaired 
to  posterity.'  He  was  walking  many  years  ago  in  the  vicinity  of  St  Cloud,  no  distant 
remove  from  Paris,  with  the  poet  Moore,  who  had  a  cottage  in  the  neighborhood, 
and  Luttbrbll,  the  famous  wit  The  chat  turned  upon  the  then  recent  fatal  night 
ascent  in  a  balloon  by  Madame  Blanchard.     <  la  n't  it  dreadful !'  said  Moor*; 
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*  Madame  Blanchard,  who  ascended  the  other  night  in  a  balloon,  has  not  been  heard 
from!'  Oh  !'  replied  Lutterell,  '  on  the  instant,1  she  was  probably  handed  out  by 
Enoch  and  Elijah  !'  We  do  n't  know  bow  it  may  impress  the  reader ;  bat  this 
celestial  '  translation'  by  oxygen  gas  strikes  us  as  bordering  on  the  amusing,  some' 
what  .  .  .  That  patriotic  Yankee  is  doubtless  remembered  by  the  reader,  who 
while  at  Naples  said,  in  reply  to  the  '  complimentary'  remark  of  an  Italian  touching 
'  the  great  and  ever-burning  Vesuvius,' 4  Oh,  git  e6ut  with  your  '  all-fire'-  d  moun- 
ting !  —  we  've  got  the  Cat'rack  o'  Niag'ra  to-home,  that  'd  put  it  out  in  ten  minutes !' 
A  kindred  American  traveller  not  a  great  while  since  addressed  Mont  Blanc  with  a 
familiar  indifference  quite  as  '  cool'  as  this  : 

•  How  ile  du,  Mont  B&awo  J     I  Vo*  '  *m  i'*0"  to  meet  ye; 
A  thudd'Hii"  grist  o'  miles  I've  come  lo  greet  ye  \. 
I  'in  from  America,  where  we  'v*  got  a  fountain 
Niaivarw  «'b  eown,  where  you  tuipflU  lave 
Your  mighty  phiz;  then  you  could  ahirt  mud  ibaYB 
Id  old  K en  mcky  —  In  our  Mammoth  Cave  ; 
Of  taka  a  siwMi/c  when  you  're  in  wain  af  rott, 
Upovr  big  prairie*  in  the  far  *  Far  Went;' 
Or,  when  you  're  dry*  might  cool  your  heated  lifer 
Uy  nipping  op  imp  Minsiuippi  river. 
As  for  totnoauioua,  tfhuuld  you  with  for  any. 
Why,  we  've  the  K^atckill  and  the  A^LcoitiKV: 
You  may  accept  ibeoi  with  impunity  ; 
They  both  stand  liijtrli  la  MM  com m unity. 
Give  ueacalL     FuuM  almoin  ncu  from  hence* 
Cur  folks  all  long  to  *oe  Your  Eminence* 
Coma  over,  Blanc  I —  doa't  make  the  leait  ado ; 
B  riojj  AI  ad  imc  J  v  R  n  *  ilu  y ou,  an  d  the  Jinl*  pi  acta  rf  too  ♦* 

We  wish  that  there  was  an  Addison  or  Steele  among  us,  to  show  up  those  am- 
bitious or  ostentatious  persons  who  speak  '  great  swelling  words'  in  public  places ; 
who  talk  loud  of  things  which  should  only  be  mentioned  in  private  or  in  a  whisper. 
1  The  Spectator'  had  the  ill  fortune,  at  the  theatre  where  he  went  to  witness  the 
performance  of  '  Macbeth,'  to  sit  near  a  lady  whom  he  found, '  by  the  noise  she 
made,  to  be  newly  returned  from  France.  A  little  before  the  rising  of  the  curtain, 
she  broke  out  into  a  loud  soliloquy :  *  When  will  the  dear  witches  come  in  V  —  and  im- 
mediately upon  their  first  appearance,  asked  a  lady  wfco  sat  some  three  boxes  from 
her,  on  the  right  hand, '  if  those  witches  were  not  charming  creatures  V  —  and  im- 
mediately after,  when  the  dramatic  hero  of  the  night  was  in  one  of  the  finest  scenes 
of  the  play,  she  shook  her  fan  at  another  lady,  who  sat  as  far  on  the  left  hand,  and 
told  her,  in  a  whisper  that  might  have  been  heard  all  over  the  pit,  '  We  must  not  ex- 
pect to  see  Sir at  this  hour,  to-night.'     We  never  see  any  such  vulgarity  as  this 

in  the  boxes  of  the  Park-Theatre  !  Oh,  no ;  by  no  means !  .  .  .  We  have  before 
encountered  somewhere  the  main  incidents  in  the  story  of  'A  Yankee  Horse-Swapper 
in  Old  Kentucky.'  The  Kentuckian, '  ready  for  a  trade,'  exchanges  his  *  sorrel'  for 
the  pedlar's  '  Old  Gray ;'  but  finding  the  latter  indisposed  to  move  a  peg,  after  he  has 
secured  him,  he  denounces  the  Yankee  for  a  swindler,  who  only  laughs  at  and  tan- 
talizes him  in  return.  Presently  the  'cute  peddler  mounts  hie  prize,  but '  Sorrel'  is 
as  immoveable  as  the  Mammoth-Cave.  After  trying  a  long  time  in  vain  to  start  the 
obstinate  animal,  the  Kentuckian  consoles  him  with :  *  Stra&nger,  you  kin  start  him 
if  you  '11  only  bring  some  shavin's  and  kindle  a  fire  under  him  !  That 's  the  way  I 
get  him  going,  mornings  !'  The  affair  was  brought  to  a  close  by  a  game  of  '  Old 
Sledge'  to  see  who  should  take  both  of  the  vicious  brutes  from  off  the  other's  bands. 
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'  Let  the  multitude  hear  the  Italian  Opera,  nnd  the  republic  of  Tmtc  n  *afe.  The  vulnr  per* 
foranQesi  of  a  Ru8j*LLt  •  De»P9VF,h,  and  the  Hutchinson  family,  not  to  apeak  uf  the  rcarcely 
lee*  VttlfW  tnhi-  of  '  Eihionieiti*.'  will  ho  longer  meet  with  popular  fuvor,  but  wilt  b«  obliged  to  # «ek 
it  among  the  le«  intelligent-' 

Thus  writes  the  professional  musical  pedant  of  our  pleasant  contemporary,  'Tht 

ng  Gazette    daily  paper.     To  say  nothing  of  classing  Mr.  Dempster  with 

Russell,  whose  voice  is  like  tho  tearing  of  a  strong  rag ;  or  with  the  Hutchinson  a, 

whose  role  is  so  monotonous  and  limited ;  or  with  the  '  Ethiopian*,'  whose  style  and 

range  are  so  entirely  unique ;  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  speak  a  few  words  of  Mr. 

Dempster's  success  abroad,  now  that  he  has  returned  once  more  among  us,  in  full 

voice,  and  with  new  stores  of  entertainment  for  his  numerous  friends.    Mr.  Dempster, 

after  leaving  this  his  adopted  country,  first  visited  his  native  land  of  E 

TJinuyof  the  chief  cities  and  towns  of  which  he  gave  musical  entertainments  to  large 

and  enthusiastic  audiences.     Mis  success  in  Loudon  was  not  less  striking ;  and,  as 

i land,  the  tributes  of  the  public  press  were  awarded  to  him  with  an  unstinted 

hand,     We  have  before  us  numerous  Scottish  newspapers,  and  no  less  than  a  dozen 

of  the  first  journals  of  the  British  metropolis,  m  which  Mr.  Dempster's  merits  as  a 

composer  and  as  a  vocalist  are  elaborately  set  forth  and  cordially  commended.     We 

select  from  these  the  remarks*  of  the  London  ' A>w  Mwithty  Italic  Axscmbtte /(which 

is  under  royal   patronage,  and  may  be  supposed  to  render  *  court  authority'  for  its 

rus,)  becauset  like  Mary  Howitt's  kindred  comments,  they  set  forth  our  own 

views,  which  are  lomewhat  different  from  those  of  the  scientific  dogmatist  whom  we 

have  quoted : 

'It  ii  plea- .  99  mueh  the  intellf^tuhl  rlt.irjirtrr  of  popular  concert*  ban  advaocedo' 

late  years*  1  intend  of  vupul  ssnttanotal  *pn,(s,  and  long  florid  ilulian  arenas,  which  were  probably 
tiiiintf'lljpihln  to  one-Unlf  the  afldiflnes,  we  fiml  tlPriad  to  the  itPalDMOt'  some  of  i 

trhoafl  WOrdt  STI  dearly  «MHiiiciMtori,  without  rtvlunilnuijCaritwc  to  tnnr 
baltnd  -lyle.      h'nart  trtusu  avgkl  to  be,  the.  expression  of  the  fetitngs  in  purity  fnhunnd  by  melody, 
neither  being1  made  subservient  to  the  other  ;  end  therefore  it  i*  thut  we  are  plurl  to  tnp  our  beat  cfHft- 
|»"ii!r*  choosing  really  fins  poetry  m  embody  <n  Iheh 

Instpeonespttodi*  by  squattj  high  nrL  Mr,  Dempster  h»>  folio wed  tint  tbti  theory  Is  hit  *  Bui  I  ml  8oi 
reei,  utid  nuccoss  fully  loo.  Every  toug  be  sung  was  a  vocal  poem,  iti  which  the  Due  feeling  of  the 
c otn po*er added  to  Utscottha  of  the  verse.' 

The  critic  here  goes  into  a  review  in  detail  of  several  of  Mr.  Deihpstka's  moat 
popular  pieces.  Mary  Howitt's  *  Dying  Child,1  one  of  his  new  compositions,  is  pro- 
iiMiiin  otl  axtl  L-tive  and  very  beautiful,  while  those  which  are  more  familiar 

on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic,  are  warmly  commended.  The  review  concludes  with; 
'  Mr.  Dempster,  as  a  vocalist,  is  unaffected  and  pleasing  in  style;  his  intonation  is 
clear,  and  his  enunciation  most  distinct.  His  crowning  effort  was  his  own  cantata, 
*  The  May-QutctiS     No  eyes,  surely  no  true  womau's  eyes,  could  be  free  from  tears, 

w I listening  to  Tennyson's  exquisite  poem,  clothed  in  musk  worthy  of  it.     It  was 

most  Lovely,  and  charmingly  Mr,  D^mpstkr  sang  it.  With  Hits  he  took  leave  of  his 
audience,  not  one  of  whom  but  must  have  felt  that  it  left  a  spell  behind.  It  is  an 
honor  to  any  man  only  to  be  the  composer  of  *  The  May -Queen.'  Apropos  of  this 
touching  melody  ;  When  Mr,  Dumps  it:  it  tirst  arrived  in  London,  Tennyson  came  to 
town  expressly  to  hear  it.  When  the  second  part  was  performed,  the  poet  raised  his 
handkerchief  to  his  eyes,  with  the  remark:  '  Why,  Sir,  you  have  made  me  weep! 
I  did  uot  know  there  was  so  murh  feeling  in  that  poem  before  !'  It  is  to  be  lamented, 
perhaps,  that  Tennyson  had  not  been  told  that  it  was  a  *  vulgar'  performance.  It 
might  have  '  made  it  bad'  for  the  composer  and  singer  !  We  are  soon  to  have  Mr. 
i  Lit  in  town,  when  he  will  treat  us  to  attractive  musical  *  things  new  and  old/ 
He  has  been  singing  in  Salem  lad  Boston  recently  to  crowded  and  admiring  au- 
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diences.  .  .  .  Powers' 8  Statue  of  the  Greek  Slate9  is  a  work  of  art  to  be  enjoyed, 
to  be  felt,  but  not  to  be  described.  It  must  *  be  seen,  to  be  appreciated.'  We  wish 
others  to  enjoy  what  we  have  enjoyed  ;  and  here,  evidently,  is  one  correspondent  who 
has  *  had  that  pleasure :' 

•THE     GREEK     SLAVE. 

'  Naked,  yet  clothed  with  chastity,  She  stands ; 
And  as  a  shield  throws  back  the  sun's  hot  rayf , 
Her  modest  mien  repels  each  vulgar  gaze. 
Her  inborn  purity  orsOul  demand* 
Freedom  from  touch  of  sacrilegious  hand*, 
And  homage  of  pure  thoughts.    Call  her  not  Blare ; 
Her  soul  commands  what  servitude  would  crave, 
Nor  feels  the  pressure  of  those  iron  bands 
Clasping  her  limbs.    O  I  god-like  power  of  Art!  — 
Beneath  whose  touch  the  spirit's  inward  strife 
Reveals  itself —  even  as  earth's  tides  obey 
The  influence  of  the  moon,  so  dost  thou  sway 
The  deep  and  passionate  waters  of  the  heart. 

For  the  unconscious  marble  throbs  with  life  I'  a.  s.  o. 

September,  1847. 

'  Ladies  and  gentlemen,*  that '  tells  the  story ;'  it  satisfies  the  sentiment  By  the  . 
by,  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  remark  in  passing,  that  it  was  this  identical '  Greek  Slave' 
concerning  which  the  ensuing  colloquy  took  place  between  the  sculptor  himself  and 
a  successful  Yankee  speculator,  who  had  'come  over  to  see  Ew-rope.'  Scene, 
Powerb'b  studio  at  Florence:  Enter  Stranger,  spitting,  and  wiping  his  lips  with  his 
hand :  '  Be  yeou  Mr.  Peowers,  the  Skulpture?'  'I  am  a  sculptor,  and  my  name 
is  Powers.1  « Y-e-a-s ;  well,  I  s'pected  so;  they  tell'd  me  yedu  was — y-e-a-s. 
Look  here  —  drivin'  a  pretty  stiff  business,  eh  V  *  Sir !'  •  I  say,  plenty  to  du,  eh  ? 
What  d's  one  o'  them  fetch  ?'  c  Sir !'  «  I  ask't  ye  what 's  the  price  of  one  o'  them 
sech  as  yeou  're  peckin'  at  neow.'  '  I  am  to  have  three  thousand  dollars  for  this  when 
it  is  completed.'  « W- h-a-t !  ! — heow  much  V  *  Three  thousand  dollars.'  « T-A-r-e-e 
t-h-e-d-u-s-a-n-d  d-o-l-l-a-r-s  !  Han't  state  wary  n'z  lately?  I  was  ca|'latin'  to 
purchase  some  ;  but  it 's  tew  high.  How 's  paintin's?  'Guess  I  must  git  some  paint- 
in's.  T~h-r~e-e  t-h~e~6-u-8-a-n-d  d-o-l-l-a-r-s  !  Well,  it  is  a  trade,  skulpin'  is ; 
that 's  sartain.  What  do  they  make  yeou  pay  for  your  tools  and  stuff  ?  S'pect 
my  oldest  boy,  Cephas,  could  skulp  ;  'fact,  I  know  he  could.  He  is  always  whittlin' 
reound,  and  cuttin'  away  at  things.  I  wish  you  'd  'gree  to  take  him  as  a  'prentice, 
and  let  him.  go  at  it  full  chisel.  D*  you  know  where  1  'd  be  liable  to  put  him  edut  ? 
He  'd  cut  stun  a'ter  a  while  with  the  best  of  ye ;  he  would  -*•  and  he  'd  make  money, 
tew,  at  them  prices.  T-h-r-e-e  Uh-e-d-u-s-a-n-d  d-o-l-l-a-r-s  /'  And  the '  anxious 
inquirer'  left  the  presence.  •  •  •  One  of  the  penalties  imposed  upon  those  whose 
social  education  has  been  neglected,  but  whose  wealth  has  purchased  them  such  a 
position  in  metropolitan  circles  as  mere  money  can  command,  is  the  ridicule  which 
must  attach  to  all  their  efforts  to  attain  the  nonchalance  and  self-possession  indispen- 
sable to  well-bred  persons.  '  An  eternal  forethought,  like  a  sentinel  on  guard,'  is  on 
the  qui  vite  for  every  word  and  motion  ;  the  danger  is  of  a  surprise,  either  from  their 
own  lips  or  other  people's,  making  their  commonest  appearance  in  society  a  severe 
mental  effort.  This  laborious  preoccupation,  however,  has  its  effect  on  countenance 
and  figure.  It  stiffens  the  most  natural  faces,  and  makes  rigid  the  most  pliable  and 
graceful  figures.  The  envy  and  rivalry  of  such  ambitions  scratch  the  face  like  the 
claws  of  a  cat ;  for  inward  thought  is  the  sculptor  of  the  face,  and  spite  of  all  the 
affectation  in  the  world,  represents  upon  the  outside  the  thoughts  that  are  habitual 
within.'  •   •   •   There  was  a  personage  who  made,  when  we  did,  the  tour  of  the4 


Upper  Lakes  in  the  *  Hendrick  HtmeOfT*  steamer,  who  will  be  remembered,  we  sus- 
pect t  by  all  who  saw  him.  He  was  designated  as  l  TittUbat  Titmouse,"  whom  in 
his  various  ana  frequent  'dressings/  his  ignorant  presumption,  and  his  peculiar  air. 
be  much  resembled.  lis  escaped  its  at  Mackinaw,  where  he  made  his  way  into  a 
hospitable  resident's  private  mansion,  into  which  two  or  three  gentlemen  had  been 
invited,  and  called  for  ■  antrum*  to  *  treat'  a  gentleman  whom  he  was  anxious  to  honor. 
Fancy  a  peacock  in  a  poultry -yard: 

*BgnoT-D  hjm  in  conceited  eftrosM  sail, 

Strutting  and  dnncing,  ami  now  planted  atiflT, 
In  all  his  ponp  ol  u  li 

pf  biurope1  ou  his  I 

and  you  will  have  a  portrait  of  our  *  Tittlebat.*  ■  ■  We  have  been  favored  by 
an  obliging-  friend  with  the  perusal  of  two  or  three  manuscript  sermons  by  the  late 
Rev.  William  B.  O.  Pkabouy,  of  Springfield,  Massachusetts*  From  one  of  these, 
a  funeral  discourse,,  we  take  the  annexed!  touching;  and  beautiful  passage : 

•  If  you  have  over  dwelt  in  the  hou;©  of  sorrow,  you  know  bow  it  ♦»  with  then*  that  mourn.  II  || 
*ympa(hij  atone  which  find*  it*  wif  tfl  their  hearts*  Th«  eoflsolstloni  uf  Heaven  wro  vent  by  one 
who  was  JlmiflF  »  roan  of  sorrows  and  acquainted  with  prief  Thorn  Hr  stands  and  knocks  *t 
He  door  of  the  desolate  habitation.  If  it  k  opeucd  fcfl  him,  he  enters,  arid  tay*  to  the  agitated  spi- 
rts within, k  Cora B  unt»  me,  ye  who  labor  tind  sre  htmvy  laden,  and  1  will  ffivo  you  rest*  Inunedi- 
alely  there  is  a  cnltn,  mi  J  (hey  nay,  '  Wlmt  manner  of  person  i*  tin*  i  —  fur  he  apeaks  to  the  storau 
of  the  »oul,  and  they  oIm'.v  him.'  Look  over  his  In-toi  v,  mid  see  how  earnest  and  unalterable  hi* 
sympathy  wet*  displayed,  ta  ehnnft  every  action  of  hi*  life, and  unthiltad  by  the  gloom  of  the  jrrave. 
At  th*  tomb  of  Lazarus  b  rupiithy  with  the  mourner*:  motirntng  hiuitelf,  perchance, 

that  when  the  bittern  esi  of  death  wn  past,  he  must  recall  hi*  (Head  t"  the  Inintr.  to  suffer  and  die 
•fain.     In  the  moment  of  hjM  triumphant  Mitronctt  to  the  guilty  city  he  |  'hose  who  are 

aoon  to  become  hi*  murderers.  In  the  lust  evening  of  hi*  life  he  i»il*  with  friend*  at  the  table,  and 
while  the  bread  and  the  wine  pass  untaxed  hy  him,  he  entreat*  them  not  lo  let  their  hearts  be 
ir.Mii.1.4,  white  a  heartbreaking  hurtheu  rests  on  his  own.  Ai  be  wnlked  with  them  in  the  pale 
moonlif  ht  to  the  place  where  they  separate  for  the  lost  time,  he  implore?  Con  lo  blew  them,  in  an 
earn out  and  affecting  prayer.  It  w«b  nympmhy  with  iktir  SJIBSJI&SJS  vblaa  BBS  lis  Imn  forgetful  of 
hifl  own  ;  for  a*  soon  a*  this  duty  i*  done,  a*  «oou  a*  he  disappear*  in  the  shudow*  of  the  garden,  you 
itn  fall  SB  the frtfUBfl  ;  y<:  I  llfiB  ihebroknu  iflfJMUl  of  hii  prtui-r, OH  I  Fathf.R,  if  it  be  pos- 
sible, let  ihi*  cup  pas*  from  mo  V  utu!  the  sweat,  ns  it  were  sjretit  drop*  of  blood,  b  wrung  by  the 
agony  from  his  brow.  He  could  speak  pence  to  them  when  Ills  own  cup  w*»  filled  with  BQfWl 
it  drowned  the  brim.    Where  two  or  three  are  (fathered  in  the  km.  weeping  over  hearts 

divided  and  hopes  destroyed,  he  is  in  the  roidmtof  them,  with  more  than  the  kindness  of  human 
lots.  Hit  is  protect  (<•  lbs  KMal,  (hough  un«ecn  hy  the  eye {  and  bis  words,  *  1  will  give  you  rest,' 
though  unheard  hy  till  Bar,  E*JI  like  angel-whinpers  oputi  the  heart' 

In  closing  a  similar  discourse,  on  another  occasion*  Mr.  Feabody  said :  •  We  shall 
soon  depart  from  this  house  of  God  ;  the  shades  of  evening  will  soon  fall,  and  silence 
will  be  within  its  walls.  We  are  all  passing  away.  In  a  few  years  we  shall  yield 
our  places  to  otherst  and  another  voice  shall  be  culling  here  on  another  assembly  to 
remember  that  their  days  tire  but  few/  In  I  lie  language  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Gannett 
at  Mr.  Peadody's  funeral,*  Do  not  his  affectionate  words  come  to  us  now  with  an  au- 
thority and  persuasion  greater  even  than  they  had  when  they  dropped  from  the  living 
voice?1  •  *  •  ■  The  Doomed  Bride*  is  a  very  long  and  very  lugubrious  story.  The 
most  that  we  can  say  of  it  is,  that  its  sentiment  is  faUetto,  and  that  it  borders  upon 
a  decent  mediocrity.  We  never  saw  passion  spiritualized  lo  such  a  shadowy  tenuity, 
except  in  the  dreams  of  PluLuuism.  And  then  the  physical  accessories  —  how  mawk- 
ishly multiplied  and  protracted  they  are  !  We  thought,  as  we  read,  of  the  latitude 
offered  in  this  kind  by  Sydney  Smith,  if  we  remember  rightly,  in  one  of  his  essays. 
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That  there  should  be  a  reasonable  allowance  of  illness  in  every  love-story  he  was 
quite  willing  to  admit ;  indeed,  he  would  cheerfully  allow  the  heroine  to  be  once 
given  over,  and  at  the  point  of  death ;  but  he  could  not  consent  that  the  interest 
which  ought  to  be  excited  by  the  feelings  of  the  mind  should  be  transferred  to  the 
sufferings  of  the  body,  and  *  a  crisis  of  perspiration  be  substituted  for  a  crisis  of  pas- 
sion.' And  we  ate  of  Smith,  his  opinion*  •  •  •  *  The  Teachings  of  History9  is 
well  written ;  but  we  think  we  see  that  it  is  from  the  '  copy'  of  a  forth-coming  work. 
We  ask  whether  this  be  indeed  so,  for  we  should  not  like  to  be  anticipated,  nor  scarcely 
to  publish  '  original '.  matter  simultaneously  with  another.  The  paper  is  suggestive 
and  comprehensive.  If  men  would  learn  from  history,  what  lessons  might  it  not 
teach  the  world ;  but  passion  and  party  blind  the  eyes  of  successive  generations ; 
and  the  light  which  experience  gives  is  but '  a  lantern  on  the  stern,  which  shines 
only  upon  the  waves  behind  us.'  •  •  •  It  is  all  up  with  the  fair  lady  whom  our  cor- 
respondent had  'in  his  eye'  at  the  concert,  where  the  ' Reciprocal  Glances*  were 
exchanged  on  behalf  of '  Widow  M  achree,'  in  Lover's  charming  song  of  that  name. 
We  see  through  it  all.  It  is  no  common  fervor  that  fires  the  affectionate  electric- 
telegraphic  report  before  us.  Take  the  sage  advice  given  in  the  old  black-letter 
1  Song  upon  the  Wooinge  of  a  Widowe,9  and  '  go  a-head :' 

'He  that  will  wooe  a  widow  must  not  dally; 

He  must  make  bay  while  the  sun  doth  shine; 
He  must  not  stand  with  her '  Shall  I  ?  shall  I?' 

But  boldly  say,  '  Widow,  thou  must  be  mine !' 
Maids  are  inconstant,  widows  are  unkind  ; 
The  best  of  all  is  fickle  as  the  wind : 
'Tis  vain  to  wooo  a  widowe  over-long— 

In  once  or  twice  her  mind  you  may  perceive. 
Widows  are  subtile,  be  they  old  or  young. 

And  by  their  wiles  young  men  they  will  deceive. 
Strike  home  at  first,  and  then  she  will  be  kind. 
Else  you  shall  find  them  fickle  as  the  wind: 
Maids  they  are  cross —  the  proverb  so  doth  tell — 

Young  men  must  flatter  them  all  the  while ; 
But  widows,  thty  love  a  bold  spirit  well, 

And  if  you  please  her,  then  on  you  she  Ml  smile.' 

We  make  no  stipulations.  At  this  early  stage  of  the  proceedings  such  a  course 
would  be  manifestly  improper  ;  but  we  do  look  forward  with  some  confidence  to  a 
piece  of  the  cake.  •  .  .  We  cannot  permit  the  death  of  the  late  Peter  G.  Stuyve- 
sant  to  pass  without  record  in  these  pages.  He  was  of  one  of  the  oldest  Knicker- 
bocker families  in  the  metropolis,  of  which  his  great  ancestor  was  the  fourth  Gover- 
nor ;  and  he  has  commended  himself  to  his  fellow  citizens  by  the  steady  exercise  of 
those  old -fashioned  virtues  which  we  trust  may  never  grow  altogether  out  of  fashion, 
even  in  a  city  of  new-fanglednesses  and  commercial  and  social  change.  After  a 
long  career  of  life  he  has  in  full  maturity  sunk  at  last  into  rest.  He  had,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  Blair,  seen  families  and  kindred  rise  and  fall ;  he  had  seen  peace  and  war 
succeed  in  their  turns ;  the  face  of  his  country  under&orag  many  alterations,  and  the 
very  city  in  which  he  dwelt  rising  in  a  manner  new  around  him.  After  ati  he  has 
beheld,  his  eyes  are  now  closed  forever.  He  was  becoming'  a  stranger  amidst  a  new 
succession  of  men.  A  race  who  knew  htm  not  had  arisen  to  fill  the  places  of  his 
companions.  Thus  passes  the  world  away  \  ...  A  friend  and  correspondent, 
recently  admitted  to  orders  in  the  ministry,  writes  us :  ■  Yes,  I  am  indeed  '  wagging 
my  pow  i'  the  poopit,'  and  what  I  think  I  intend  to  speak  with  all  plainness.  A  mask 
I  cannot  abide,  and  I  shall  never  put  one  on.  *Homv  sum'  (which  I  take  to  mean t 
«/  am  something  of  a  man,9)  is  my  motto.     Professor  Faa*  of  Andorei  once  told  his 


classes  that  Ibe  American  clergy  went  about  with  «  a  sneaking  air/  while  the  clergy 
of  Europe  carried  themselves  like  major-generals/  There  ia  more  truth  in  this  than 
meets  the  casual  glance :  obscuris  vera  inrotveusS  .  .  .  Our  old  friend  the  *  Tran- 
scend nta  2- Orp/*ic  ProjUte-Cutttr*  out  of  whom  we  have  extracted  some  food  for 
merriment  heretofore,  is  ■  back  again  to  Boston '     Here  is  his  last  announcement : 


I'EOFILES, 


Chain. 


CREATOR.    Soul*    Sptarr. 
Human  Face  in  true  Form. 
Whoever;  Profile  Taken  :  may  hare  a  Wise 
An*war  tor  »  Wi*e  Question  ! 
Queiuooe  and  Antwcr*  Lovelily! 


W,  FAin-ogr. 


Some  old  writer  in  describing  chaos,  says  it  was  so  dark  at  one  time  that  the  eats 
ran  against  one  another  .'  Dark  as  it  must  have  been  at  that  early  period  (for  this 
was  before  it  had  •  rained  cats  and  dogs,*  as  at  Noah's  great  shower.)  it  could  n't 
have  been  darker  than  *  F.  TVs  essay  upon  lThe  Spiritual  Essenret  or  Saul  in  the 
Concrete.*  The  writer  is  altogether  above  us.  As  a  friend  once  remarked,  in  rela- 
tion to  a  somewhat  kindred  metaphysician,  his  sublime  conceptions  are  sn  much  be- 
yond any  *  glimmering  glimpses*  of  our  own,  that  we  feel  like  a  star  beside  the  aim, 
or  a  short  man  in  a  theatre  behind  a  fat  woman  with  a  big  bonnet,  that  hides  every 
thinff  from  view.  If  *  F.  T/  will  permit  us  to  write  a  parody  on  his  article,  it  may 
perhapM  appear.  Otherwise,  otherwise.  .  .  •  The  following  opinion  of  our  Great 
Metropolis  is  recorded  with  a  diamond  on  a  pane  of  glass  in  a  room  of  the  Astor 
House,  which  commands  Bahnilm  s  *  Curiosity-Shop*  in  front,  and  is  *  right  fernent' 
*  'York  Meetm-'ouW  on  the  other.  The  writer  rang  for  his  boots  one  morning  about 
day-light,  paid  his  bill  and  left,  vowing  that  he  had  '  made  his  first  and  last  visit  to 
New- York.'  From  his  wild  look  and  '  used-up1  manner  (nothing  farther  having 
been  heard  of  him,)  it  is  feared  he  has  *  made  way'  with  himself: 

*  O  Gotham  I  thy  eternal  roer 
Kct'pn  mo  iu  conatiinl  pam; 
]  never  *«*  In  'York  before. 
And  111  never  come  again  !* 

1  Small  blame  to  him  f  for  it  is  enough  to  set  even  tbe  sedalest  countryman  crazy 
to  enter  the  great  thoroughfares  of  *  a  city  that  is  full  of  stirs,  a  tumultuous  city/ 
How  sober  soever  his  mind,  the  prevailing  excitement  will  seize  him,  and  he  will 
mingle  with  the  conflicting  currents  like  a  straw  revolving  in  the  hurrying  eddies  of 
a  running  stream.    In  the  evening,  especially,  when 

k  nil  the  ariirit  ruti 

At  the  abouta,  lb©  league*  of  light, 
Tbe  roaring  of  the  wheel*,* 

tbe  town,  to  one  unused  to  its  busy  scenes,  is  absolutely  overwhelming.  ,  .  •  Wf 
take  the  liberty  to  commend  the  annexed  remarks  of  one  who  f  knew  (and  felt) 
whereof  he  spoke/  to  the  heedful  consideration  of  all  who  are,  or  who  aspire  to  be, 
contributors  to  this  Magazine :  *  It  is  next  to  impossible  to  retain  the  melody  of  a  stanza, 
or  the  drift  of  an  argument,  while  the  mind  has  to  scramble  through  a  patch  of  scrib- 
ble-scrabble. The  beauties  of  the  piece  will  as  naturally  appear  to  disadvantage, 
through  such  a  medium,  as  the  features  of  a  pretty  woman  through  a  bad  pane  of 
glass  J  and  without  doubt  many  a  tolerable  article  has  been  consigned,  hand  over  hcadt 
to  the  '  Balaam'-box/  for  want  of  a  fair  copy.  Wherefore,  O  ye  Poets  and  Proseri, 
who  aspire  to  write  hi  established  Magazines,  and  above  all,  O  ye  palpitating  untried, 
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who  meditate  the  offer  of  your  maiden  essay,  take  care,  pray  ye  take  care,  to  culti- 
vate a  good  plain,  bold  round  text.  Have  an  eye  to  your  pot-hooks.  Some  persons 
hold  that  the  best  writers  are  those  who  write  the  best  hands,  and  we  have  known  the 
conductor  of  a  Magazine  to  be  converted  by  a  crabbed  manuscript  to  the  same  opinion. 
Of  all  things,  therefore,  be  legible.  If  you  have  never  learned  to  write,  take  lessons* 
Be  sure  to  buy  the  best  paper,  the  blackest  ink,  the  best  pens,  and  then  sit  down  and 
do  the  best  you  can ;  as  the  school-boys  do, '  put  out  your  tongue,  and  take  pains ;' 
so  peradventure  ye  shall  happily  escape  the  rejection  of  a  jaded  Editor.  .  .  .  Wi 
are  afraid  *  B >  's  '  compliment'  ('  B  — '  of  Alabama,  not  of  Boston)  is  ambi- 
guous, and  '  catamount  to  none.'  It  is  certainly  capable  of  two  readings ;  although 
it  may  be  as  candid  and  well-meant  as  the  one  paid  by  the  rustic  who  had  never  be- 
fore tasted  ice-cream,  to  a  lady  who  at  an  evening-party  had  helped  him  to  a  plate  of 
' unsuccessful  frigid  milk,'  under  its  usual  simple  designation  of  'cream.1  'Your 
cream  is  very  sweet,'  said  he, '  but  aint  it  a  leetle  tetched  with  frost?1  It  was  a  com- 
pliment '  over  the  left,'  but  it '  made  considerable  laugh  at  the  time.'  ...  Wi  gave, 
in  a  brief  passage  from  the  Welch,  some  few  numbers  since,  a  condensed  synopsis  of 
the  ' Characteristics  of  a  true  Gentleman.*  The  ensuing  paragraphs  from  '  The 
Gentleman' 8  Academic,  or  Book  of  Saint  Albans,'  set  forth  more  at  large  the  cha- 
racteristics referred  to,  and  also  the  views  with  which  they  are  contrasted  in  the  per- 
sons of  those  who  are  '  no  gentlemen :' 

'Of  the  Nine  Articles  of  Gentrib.  —  There  are  nine  article*  of  Gentrie,  of  which  fire  are 
amorous  and  four  sovraigne.  The  five  amorous  are  these  t  lordly  of  countenance,  sweet  in  speech, 
wise  in  itnswere,  porfitte  in  government,  and  cheer  Ail  I  to  faithfulness.  The  foure  sovraigne  are  these 
few :  oathes  are  no  swearing;  patient  in  affliction;  knowledge  of  his  own  birth,  and  Mar  to  offend 
his  sovraigne. 

Nine  Vices  contrary  to  Gentlemen. —  Five  interminable,  viz  :  to  be  full  of  slouth  in  warre } 
to  bragge.  of  his  prowesse ;  to  be  cowardly  to  his  enemy  ;  to  be  lecherous  in  body,  and  to  be  alwaies 
drinking  and  ever  drunk.  The  four  determinable  are  :  to  revoke  bis  own  challenge ;  to  kill  his  pris- 
oner with  his  owne  handes ;  to  runne  away  from  his  colours  in  the  field ;  and  lastly,  to  tell  his  sov- 
raigne untruth  or  lies.' 

These  were  the  criteria  of  gentlemen  in  1595  ;  a  good  while  ago,  to  be  sure,  but  a 
gentleman  is  a  gentleman  in  all  time.  .  .  .  Messrs.  Ajtleton  and  Company  have 
published  a  superbly-printed  and  illustrated  edition  of  Halleck' s  Poetical  Writings* 
We  have  looked  over  the  volume  with  delight  that  at  length  we  have  our  accom- 
plished poet's  works  in  a  dress  befitting  their  high  character.  Elliott's  noble  picture 
of  the  author,  a  perfect  likeness,  admirably  engraved  by  Cheney,  faces  the  title-page. 
By  the  by,  we  fear  Halleck  is  not  so  generally  known  as  he  ought  to  be,  if  the  fol- 
lowing extract  from  a  private  letter  to  the  Editor  be  veritable,  as  it  claims  to  be :  'I 
must  tell  you  a  little  anecdote  before  I '  turn  in.'  The  other  evening  I  was  conversing 
with  a  gentleman,  when  the  discourse  turning  upon  poetry,  I  remarked  casually  that 
Halleck  was  my  favorite  poet.  '  Yes,'  said  he, '  Halleck  has  written  some  very 
fine  things ;  the  '  Star-B angled  Spanner,1  in  particular,  I  think  is  grand  /'  I  had 
n't  the  heart  to  set  him  right,  he  spoke  so  patronizingly.'  .  •  •  We  rather  think  that 
our  vernacular  language  is  good  enough  for  all  general  purposes  of  speech  and  writing . 
a  fact  of  which  the  lady-writer  (no  ?)  of  the  'Letter  from  Newport1  doesn't  seem  to 
be  quite  aware  ;  for  in  her  otherwise  very  clever  and  gossiping  epistle, 

4  Oub  poor  English,  striped  with  foreign  phrase, 
Looks  like  a  zebra  in  a  parson's  chaise.' 

Shall  we  amend  the  defect  we  have  indicated,  and  publish  ?  •  •  •  We  do  n't  know 
that  we  should  be  able  to  inform  an  inquisitive  reader,  if  he  were  to  ask  the  question, 
what  it  is  that  is  rather  amusing  than,  otherwise,  in  the  ensrauig,  passage*  which  is 


taken  from  a  work  older  by  scores  of  years  than  any  one  who  peruses  these  lines 
will  ever  be  ;  bat  t his  we  know,  that  it  made  us  '  laugh  consuinedly'  when  we  en- 
countered it :  *  In  the  reign  of  Ouvkr,  Protector  of  England,  there  dwelt  in  the 
famous  city  of  London,  the  chief  metropolis  thereof,  a  gentleman  who,  being  well 
skilled  in  the  art  of  physic,  first  got  practice,  then  a  wife,  and  then  children.  His 
name  was  Crisps  ;  acme  say,  of  the  ancient  family  of  Crisfus  Saujstius  ;  though 
antiquity  bath  quite  worn  away  Salub?,  and  left  oub  Crisfe  behind*  Among  the  rest 
of  his  issue  he  had  three  sons;  the  elder  christened  Tody,  the  younger  y'ctered 
Samuel,  and  the  youngest  aumamed  Rowland.  It  is  reported  that  his  mother, 
white  she  was  with  child  of  these  two  striplings,  dreamt  that  she  brought  forth  two 
lumps  of  chalk  and  a  pound  of  pomecitron ;  upon  which  she  went  to  an  astrologer, 
who  did  thereupon  portend  the  sweetness  of  the  young  men's  dispositions,  and  that 
they  should  be  longed  after  by  young  virgins/  Our  *  natty'  and  volatile  actor  may 
have  descended  from  Dr.  Crisp,  of  the  ■  Cromwellian  era.'  Who  knows  ?  *  •  ■  Wi 
have  just  been  reading  in  a  daily  journal  the  suicide  of  a  clever  actor,  to  whom  we 
have  sometimes  listened  with  pleasure.  A  brave  man,  perhaps  ;  yet  struggling  with 
the  storms  of  fate,  he  has  ■  wilfully  scuttled  his  own  hold,  and  gone  at  once  to  the 
bottom.1  Pecuniary  fears,  it  is  said,  caused  the  act.  How  sadly  this  fact  coutrasts 
(we  speak  it  not  lightly)  with  the  vast  sums  of  money  which  one  may  see  nightly 
given  away  on  the  stage  by 

*  Those  comedy  gentkifolkA  tit  way*  protested 

Of  fortune*  bo  Iruly  romantic; 
Of  Bioaajr  «o  rsadft  that  right  *>r  wr»ug, 
It  i*  always  niatly  to  go  for  a  aong. 
Throwing  it,  euiog  it,  pitching  it  strong, 
A«  if  tliuy  hurl  |>ur»eg  u«  gruey  and  long 

Ae  the  cucumber  colled  the  Qigi 

But  poor  M has  left  the  stage  ;  the  curtain  has  fallen  upon  his  drama  of 

and  *  nothing  can  touch  him  farther.*  *    ■    •  'No,  S-j-a-n  !'  we  did  not  'decline 

your  piece,' courteous  (L ►  ,'  *  because  it  was  blank-verse/  but  because  it  was 

hhmk  *  blank-verse  f  nor  have  we  ever  intimated  that  we  *  consider  rhyme  recessary 
for  poetry/  Blank-verse  I  Why,  Bryant's  blank-verse  is  the  pcrfectum  of  poetry  ; 
and  a  more  susceptible  rhythm  can  hardly  be  found.  It  rises  gracefully  mlo  the 
sublime;  it  can  slide  happily  into  the  familiar;  hasten  its  career,  if  compelled  by 
Vehemence  of  passion;  pause  in  the  hesitation  of  doubt ;  appear  lingering  and  lan- 
guid in  dejection  and  sorrow  ;  is  capable  of  varying  its  accent  and  adapting  its  har- 
mony to  the  sentiment  it  should  convey  and  the  passion  it  would  excite,  with  all  the 

power  of  musical  expression.      But  this  is  not  your  *  blank -verse/  Mr,  L ,  ■  if 

you  ever  noticed  it  f  as  we  can  illustrate,  if  you  u try  much  desire  it.  *  •  -  When 
Earl  St,  Vincent  read  to  Sir  R.  Calder,  (a  good  professional  officer,  but  lacking 
judgment,)  his  account  of  the  battle  which  bears  the  noble  admiral's  name,  and  in 
which  Nelson's  name  was  mentioned  with  high  praise,  Calder  observed,  *  Do  n*t 
you  think  he  disobeyed  orderel*  'Perhaps  he  did/  replied  the  Earl;  «but  when 
yon  do  so  with  the  same  effect,  I  will  praise  yon  as  highly/  Recent  events  in  our 
own  country  make  the  *  application'  of  this  by  no  means  difficult  -  *  *  We  do  not 
remember  ever  to  have  seen  a  more  appealing  look  than  one  which  was  given  us 
the  other  day  by  a  Green  Turtle  at  the  door  of  a  popular  restaurant  in  Broadway. 
How  he  had  effected  so  much,  passes  our  comprehension ;  but  he  had  actually  backed 
up  against  the  wall  to  an  angle  of  about  forty-five  degrees ;  and  his  head  was  out, 
and  bent  round,  apparently  to  see  how  the  land  lay.     He  regarded  us  with  evident 
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emotion ;  and  the  look  of  his  eye,  the  gurgling  in  his  throat,  and  a  heavy  sigh,  which 
must  have  come  from  the  very  bottom  of  his  shell,  said  as  plainly  as  ever  a  Green 
Turtle  spoke  in  the  world :  *  Friend,  reverse  me,  for  Pity's  sake !  Give  me  a  chance 
for  my  life  !  I  will  do  you  as  good  a  turn,  if  I  ever  find  you  on  your  back,  with  a 
label  on  your  breast,  setting  forth  that  yon  are  going  to  *  get  into  a  stew'  the  next 
day !'  For  one  moment  we  thought  of  « liberty/  and  heartily  '  wished  he  might  get 
it ;'  and  he  would  have  obtained  it,  too,  if  he  had  the  same  chance  that  a  fellow- 
Testudo  had,  with  his  English  captors,  as  described  by  Hook.  It  seems  they  were 
conveying  a  turtle  in  a  boat  on  the  river  Tay,  when  somebody  suggested  the  conve- 
nience of  a  sea-bath,  and  the  refreshment  the  creature  might  derive  from  a  taste  of 
its  native  element.  Accordingly  Testudo  was  lifted  over  the  side,  and  indulged 
with  a  dip  and  a  wallop  in  the  wave,  which  *  actually  revived  it -so  powerfully,  that 
fft>m  a  playful  flapping  with  its  fore- fins  it  soon  began  to  struggle  most  vigorously, 
like  a  giant  refreshed  with  brine.  In  fact,  it  paddled  with  a  power  which,  added  to 
its  weight,  left  no  alternative  to  its  guardian  but  to  go  with  it  or  withont  it.  The 
event  soon  came  off.  The  man  tumbled  backward  into  the  boat,  and  the  turtle 
plunged  forward  into  the  deep.  There  was  a  splash  ;  a  momentary  glimpse  of  the 
broad  back-shell ;  the  waters  closed,  and  all  was  over — or  rather  under.  •  •  •  *  I 
have  read,1  writes  a  correspondent,  who  himself  occasionally  'dabbles  in  Helicon,' 
« the  piece  in  your  last  number  touching  the  •  Mohawk,'  by  H.  W.  Rockwell.  But 
for  an  occasional  roughness  in  the  numbers,  it  would  be  a  gem*  Was  there  ever 
any  thing  more  beautiful  than  this  passage? 

4  DAWC-eye'd  girls, 
Within  whose  alive  cheek*  the  rummer  wind 
Hod  hid  tie  pilfered  rote*.* 

I  have  read  and  re-read  this  passage  a  dozen  times,  and  I  think  it  one  of  the  finest 
things  I  ever  saw.'  •  •  •  Do  you  know  of  any  thing,  reader,  more  in^piriling  than 
the  pure,  fresh,  unalloyed,  innocent  Laughter  of  Children^  in  those  moods  when 
they  'seem  like  birds,  created  to  be  glad?'  There  it  swells  again !  That  laugh 
bubbled  strait  up  from  the  heart  of  '  young  Knick./  who  with  his  little  Companion 
up  on  the  breezy  hill-side  that  overlooks  the  Hudson,  is 

'  Turning  to  mirth  all  thing*  of  earth, 
As  only  boyhood  can.' 

Is  n't  it  a  little  strange,  that  with  that  ringing  laugh  by-gone  images  and  scenes  of 
early  life  have  stolen  into  the  musing  mind  of  'Old  Kniok.,'  like  breezes  blown  from 
the  spice  islands  of  Youth  and  Hope,  those  two  realities  of  this  phantom-world  ? 
Some  animal-magnetist  will  by  and  by  take  out  a  patent  for  a  Mental  Daguerreotype, 
which  shall  reflect  the  '  inland  region  Of  the  soul.'  If  we  are  extant  at  that  time, 
we  can  promise  quite  a  varied  dish  of  '  Improved  Gossip.'  •  •  •  *  The  '  North  Bri- 
tish Review  for  August  gives  the  following  specimen  of  national  vanity.  In  speak- 
ing of  the  progress  of  science,  it  says :  *  Kepler's  laws  are  engraved  on  the  planetary, 
heavens.  Newton  will  never  cease  to  be  named  while  satellites  revolve  and  terres- 
trial bodies  fall  ;  and  while  Neptune  bears  his  trident  across  the  firmament,  the  fame 
of  Adams  and  Le  Verrier  will  endure.  The  electro -magnetic  power  which  speeds 
over  the  globe  the  telegraphic  despatch,  will  carry  the  name  of  WheatstoKe  to  the 
most  distant  terminus  in  space  or  time.1  Is  n't  that  a  pretty  piece  of  assumption  ! 
and  this  too  in  a  review  claiming  to  be  '  unco  gude?'  It  is  certainly  unfortunate  for 
the  pride  of  England,  that  in  the  discovery  of  the  hieroglyphical  characters  of  Egypt 
vol.  xxx.  48 


Champollion  anticiprjtod  Youxcj  ;  tho  telegraph  of  Moesb  (which  till  something 
shorter  than  a  line  or  more  simple  than  a  dd  d  will  exceed  all  other 

graphic  signs*)  preceded  thai  of  Wheatstone,  which  when  compared  with  tin- 
graph  of  our  country  is  «i«  thi  speed  of  a  dray-horse  following  the  far-famed  Eclipse  ; 
and  lust  of  all,  the  splendid  discovery  of  Le  Vbrkier  superseded  the  labors  of  Aimus. 
The  reviewer  seems  determined  to  secure  for  his  country  the  glory  of  priority  in  the 
discovery  of  Dagierkk,     He  states  that  Mr  *i»,  in  1792>  made  mm* 

gross  in  taking  profiles  by  the  agency  of  light  upon  nitrate  of  silver,  but  it  resulted 
in  nothing.  The  subject  lay  dormant  till  the  rmnumcement  by  Araqg  to  the  French 
Academy  and  the  world.  Then  we  hear  of  HrcNia  \>\  TaLBOT,  of  Lriv* 
and  his  experiments  on  paper  made  highly  sensible  to  the  action  of  the  son's  rays, 
in  a  way  similar  to  the  method  of  Daglkrue.  Wo"  have  seen  several  specimens  of 
the  Talhotype,  as  it  is  called  in  England,  of  views  taken  by  himself.  "For  landscapes 
this  dues  very  well,  but  for  likenesses  the  Talbutype  thus  far  is  a  dead  failure.  The 
Dagi;  is  soon  naturalized  Lniong  us,  and  the  perfectibility  of  the  art  has 

gone  on  rapidly  advancing  in  this  country.     Our  miniatures"  fur  surpass,  by  superior 
manipulation  and  skill,  those  taken  in  Paris  or  London  ;  perhaps  our  skies  are  more 

f  those  countries  ;  but  the  fact  is  so.  A  friend  receni: 
tuned  It  this  city  una  assured  us  that  those  now  token  at  Haas's  and  at  Clarke's 
*  National  Gallery,'  in  this  city,  have  never  been  equalled  elsewhere.  In  the  same 
year  that  Dagiiurrb  made  his  discovery,  M,  Fizbau  discovered  the  Electrotype  ;  a 
subject  which  had  occupied  the  attention  of  M.  Beqvbhel,  in  France,  and  M.  Jacobi, 
in  Russia  ;  but  to  which  England,  for  q  wonder,  has  made  no  claim.  In  this  new 
process  metals  are  precipitated  from  their  solution  by  the  action  of  electricity,  so  ms 
to  make  a  copy  so  perfect  of  medals  and  batai-relievi  as  to  render  it  impossible  to 
decide  which  was  the  original  and  which  tho  copy,  did  we  not  know  previously  of 
what  metals  they  were  respectively  made.  Those  miracles  of  art,  the  cameos  and 
medallions  of  ancient  sculpture,  are  thus  copied  and  multiplied,  and  may  be  added 
to  the  collections  of  art  at  prices  cheap  in  contrast  to  the  cost  of  the  originals,  if  in- 
deed they  were  to  be  purchased  at  any  price/  These  copies  are  now  being  made  in 
this  city,  and  may  be  seen  at  Diacon'b  ■  Dtp  leh   Mechanical  Lamps*  No. 

377  Broadway,  where  several  beautiful  specimens  of  antiques  and  modern  art  are 
exhibited-  Any  one  possessing  cameos,  medals,  or  bas-reliefs,  can  have  duplicates 
made  without  the  least  possible  injury  to  tho  originals.  This  to  some  of  oor  readers 
is  a  matter  of  much  interest  and  value.  Our  friend  Diacoh  has  also  some  splendid 
additions  to  his  stock  in  porcelain  and  brouse  castings,  which  are  as  graceful  as  they 
are  artistiaue.  Those  who  have  followed  our  example  and  advice  in  adopting  these 
lamps  will,  we  are  assured,  never  regret  it ;  and  those  who  have  not,  are  yet  to  know 
the  luxury  of  'lamps  which  never  burn  dim,'  and  which  combine  tho  perfection  of 
light  with  the  greatest  economy  of  oiL  •'•-•■  The  Greek  War,1  so  far  as  the  Kl 
eruocker  is  concerned,  ends  with  the  present  number-  It  seemed  to  us  but  fair  that 
*C.  A*  B.*  should  be  permitted  to  reply,  in  an  article  of  five  pages,  to  one  of  ten 
against  him  ;  and  here  the  combatants  must  rest.  Apropos  of  thiB  controversy  comes 
the  following  epigram  from  a  favorite  contributor: 

'T  is  little  marvel  that  thi* 4  ejtjtka'  fig  lit, 

'dipt  of  o-rlmri  tcnllio  mid  »C*r ', 
"Ti*  hut  the  geauiai  aid  ll>  il-  nic  -|>ite  : 

•  Wheu  Greek  tnccU  Of*  m  IBS  tus  of  war!' 


There  have  been  some  wounded  but  none  *  killed'  in  this  battle. 


Oh.  i 


»t  is  not 
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so  !'  was  our  exclamation,  after  reading  'The  Dream  of  Life,'  which  has  certainly 
much  literary  merit,  but  goes  altogether  too  far  in  its  assumptions.  Here  is  our  creed  : 
'  Look  into  life- and  watch  the  growth  of  the  soul.  Men  are  not  what  they  seem  to 
the  outward  eye ;  mere  machines  moving  about  in  customary  occupations ;  produc- 
tive laborers  of  food  and  wearing  apparel ;  slaves  from  morn  to  night  at  task -work 
set  them  by  the  Wealth  of  Nations.  They  are  the  children  of  God.  The  soul  never 
sleeps  ;  not  even  when  its  wearied  body  is  heard  snoring  by  people  living  in  the  next 
street.  All  the  souls  now  in  this  world  are  for  ever  awake  ;  and  this  life,  believe  us, 
though  in  moral  sadness  it  has  often  been  rightly  called  so,  is  no  dream.  In  a  dream 
we  have  no  will  of  our  own,  no  power  over  ourselves ;  ourselves  are  not  felt  to  be 
ourselves ;  our  familiar  friends  seem  strangers  from  some  far-off  country  ;  the  dead 
are  alive,  yet  we  wonder  not ;  the  laws  of  the  physical  world  are  suspended,  or 
changed,  or  confused  by  our  phantasy  ;  Intellect,  Imagination,  the  Moral  Sense,  Af- 
fection, Passion,  are  not  possessed  by  us  in  the  same  way  we  possess  them  out  of  that 
mystery.  Were  life  a  dream;  or  like  a  dream,  it  would  never  lead  to  Heaven.  Again 
then  we  say  to  you,  '  Look  into  life  and  watch  the  growth  of  the  soul.'  In  a  world 
where  the  ear  cannot  listen  without  hearing  the  clank  of  chains,  the  soul  may  yet  be 
as  free  as  if  it  already  inhabited  the  skies.  For  its  Maker  gave  it  Liberty  of  Choice 
of  Good  or  of  Evil  ;  and  if  it  has  chosen  the  good,  it  is  a  King.  All  its  faculties 
are  then  fed  on  their  appropriate  food  provided  for  them  in  nature.  The  soul  then 
knows  where  the  necessaries  and  the  luxuries  of  its  life  grow,  and  how  they  may  bo 
gathered  ;  in  a  still  sunny  region,  inaccessible  to  blight ;  '  no  mildewed  ear  Wasting 
his  wholesome  brother.'  .  .  .  We  believe  we  alluded  some  years  age  in  these 
pages,  to  the  propensity  which  ostentatious  uneducated  persons  manifest  to  interpo- 
late superfluous  letters  in  certain  words,  to  add  a  grace  to  the  sound  of  them  ;  such, 
for  example,  as  «  What  a  fine  *  forward'  that  lady  has,  and  what  a  beautiful  burst !' 
« The  road  was  very  dursty,  but  there  came  up  a  violent  thunder-gurst,  and  it  laid  the 
durst  completely.'  We  lately  heard  an  affected  young  woman  remark,  of  a  fine  bear- 
ing «  shag-bark'  walnut-tree,  that  *  it  was  a  very  lurge  terreet  and  bore  a  great  quan- 
tity of  sheg-be-irk  nurts  /'  The  ortho§pical  innovation  was  new,  and  somewhat 
striking.  .  .  .  '  Do  us  the  favor  to  observe :'  Have  not  you  encountered,  reader, 
more  than  once,  a  person  of  kiudred  character  with  the  man  who  sat  to  the  good 
Sir  Thomas  Overbury  for  this  portrait?  We  have :  •  He  is  ignorant  of  nothing,  no 
not  of  those  things  where  ignorance  is  the  lesser  shame.  He  gets  the  names  of  good 
wits,  and  utters  them  for  his  companions.  He  confesses  vices  that  he  is  guiltless  of, 
if  they  be  in  fashion,  and  dares  not  salute  a  man  in  old  clothes,  or  out  of  fashion. 
There  is  not  a  public  assembly  without  him,  and  he  will  take  any  pains  for  an  ac- 
quaintance there.  He  handles  nothing  that  is  not  rare,  and  defends  his  wardrobe, 
diet,  and  all  customs,  with  entitling  their  beginnings  from  princes,  great  soldiers  and 
strange  nations.  He  dares  speak  more  than  he  understands,  and  adventures  his 
words  without  the  relief  of  any  seconds.  He  relates  battles  and  skirmishes  as  from  an 
eye-witness,  when  he  thievishly  beguiled  a  ballad  of  them.'  .    .    .  '  The  professional 

similes  of  '  Elder  T ,  in  your  last  number,'  writes  a  pleasant  friend,  'remind 

me  of  the  criticism  of  a  gamester  in  England  upon  Napoleon.  '  Bonaparte,'  said 
he,  one  day  at  Crock  ford's,  *  Bonaparte  did  n't  play  his  cards  well ;  for  although  at 
one  time  he  had  almost  all  the  kings,  queens  and  knaves  in  the  pack,  he  got  nothing, 
either  by  honors  or  tricks,  and  was  '  put  to  his  trumps'  at  last.'  .  •  .  Ah  !  friend 
'  D ,'  if  we  had  less  busy-bodyism  to  sustain,  we  would  cheerfully  accept  your 


invitation  ;  but  wo  cannot  be  every  where  at  the  Mime  time,  like  a  dog  after  (squir- 
rels. What  can  bo  compassed,  shall  be,  however.  'The  poem*  is  received  and 
filed.  *  .  .  Wi  shall  esteem  it  a  favor  if  any  of  our  reader*  will  inform  im  whence 
the  ensuing  *  Lines  to  the  Moon'  are  taken.  Wo  find  thorn  in  one  of  our  old  note- 
book*, with  the  apparent  abbreviation  of  a  proper  name  as  a  prefix  to  the  passage, 
indicating  its  segregation  from  some  dramatic  eceue.     Come  whence  and  from  whom 


it  may,  it  certainly  j 
stiggeBtiveness: 


i  much  of  the  true  Shakstkhian  picturesque  grouping  and 


1  Ladv  of  LaJcci,  regent  of  wood*  and  dew, 
A  l.iriiji  dispelling  unkuuwi  unrcs 

Of  general  ntonnuru  ;    nt  wtiost*  feat, 
VVUh  garment*  blue,  bih)  rushy  purtund*  dr«U, 
Wait  twenty  thouiiaad  Staled**.    Thy  cre«c«ut 
If  rule  eU-plmnia  adore  ;  ami  inuu  dout  I 

Tliy  foroa  run  Uvreej 

niisra  silver  globe, 
Orchn»le  Diana,  with  a  gilded  .[  i 
Or  dread  Proaerpixc,  Mem  Di*V  *j>oun?, 
Do*t  thou  dih . 
And  with  briirht  boras,  UDHad  In  full  orb, 

.  ii  tin-  miu(  with  billow*  bunt  the  bank*, 
Conjure  up  NaPTUNTK  »ad  the  ^EoIiuh  tlav«K~— 
CoLitt  mid  winter  iu  b  itorni  V 


Our  friend  the  Hon.  Zadock  Pratt,  of  Fr&ttsville,  Greeue  county,  lias  written  a 
very  spirited  and  conclusive  letter,  setting  forth  the  great  value  aud  feasibility  of 
>tfs  Rail- Road  to  the  Pacific,  the  memorial  on  the  subject  of  which  Mr. 
Pratt  presented  to  Congress  some  three  years  ago.  We  may  claim  to  be  the  first 
Eiuruit  who  called  public  attention  to  this  antfltpmoj  u  tact  which  many  of  our 
readers  will  remember,  if  they  did  us  the  honor  to  peruse  a  review  of  *  Parkeb'i 
Travel*  to  the  Rooky  Vlounlains,'  which  wc  penned  for  this  Magazine  some  eleven 
years  ago,  *  ■  *  Wit  deem  it  but  proper  to  put  upon  record,  that  Professor  F euros 
(who  has  never  asked  nor  suggested  u  line  in  this  Magazine,  in  reply  to  some  thirty 
pages  by  *  C.  A.  B.1)  charges  that  gentleman  with  the  folio  wiug  wrongs:  with  malt- 
ing a  positive  mis-statement  in  reepect  to  his  appointment  to  the  Eliot- professorship, 
which  is  still  unretracted  ;  with  suppressing  portions  of  notes,  in  several  instant  • 
the  sake  of  animadversion,  when  such  animadversion  would  have  been  pointless  had 
the  whole  been  given  ;  with  having  indulged  in  personalities  for  which  he  refuses  to 
apologise,  on  the  ground  that  nmtther  has  assailed  bun;  with  attempting,  when 
driven  from  his  charge  of  ignorance  of  geography,  in  this  case  of  Aulis  and  Chalets* 
to  shield  himself  by  charging  Mr  I'elton  with  having  committed  three  or  four  blun- 
ders in  seven  lines  of  his  '  Iliad;  in  wiiich  it  is  denied  that  there  is  one  word  of  truth, 
the  Professor  not  having  committed  either  of  the  blunders  imputed  to  him  :  th<  r^ 
being  no  error  save  one  misprint  of  a  single  letter  in  the  passage  referred  to ;  which 
error  was  a  slip  of  the  printer  iu  the  last  issue,  it  having  been  correctly  printed  in 
previous  editions,  Having  thus  given,  unsolicited,  what  we  are  assured  from  a  cor- 
respondent who  assumes  to  speak  authentically,  are  the  alleged  grounds  of  complaint 
of  an  old  friend  and  correspondent  against  our  new  contributor,  we  hope  it  may  not 
be  considered  altogether  impertinent  in  '  a  peri"  ible  as  tbe 

Kmckeriiocklh/  if  it  deferentially  intimates  its  opinion,  that  it  is  some  proof  of  the 
able  scholarship  of  an  American  youth,  that  he  succeeded  in  bearing  away  from  one 
of  the  oldest  and  most  eminent  universities  in  England  the  first  Greek,  Latin  and 
English  prizes.  Probability  certainly  seems  to  point  toward  the  remote  idea,  that 
amidst  tbe  active  competition  of  so  venerable  and  distinguished  an  institution  of 
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learning,  it  is  rather  creditable  than  otherwise  to  '  a  mere  boy'  to  be  able  to  say,  of 
the  achievement  we  have  indicated,  *  Alone  I  did  it !'  '  We  may  be  wrong,  but  that's 
our  opinion.'  •  •  •  '  Dombey  and  Son*  seems  exhaustless  in  interest  and  variety  of 
character.  Every  new  actor  in  the  scene  is  a  study.  *  The  Game-Chicken,'  the 
1  Nobby  Shropshire  One's '  prize-fighting  antagonist,  is  most  graphically  limned.  You 
have  his  character  exactly  in  this  single  passage,  in  which,  on  a  dark  and  rainy  night, 
Mr.  Toots,  with  permission,  introduces  *  The  Chicken'  to  Captain  Cuttle's  little 
back -parlor : 

*  Mr.  Toots,  repairing  to  the  shop-door,  sent  a  peculiar  whistle  into  the  night,  which  produced  a 
stoical  gentleman  in  a  shaggy  white  great-coat  and  a  flat-brimmed  hat,  with  very  abort  hair,  a  broken 
nose,  and  a  considerable  tract  of  bare  and  bterile  country  behind  each  ear. 

* '  Sit  down.  Chicken,'  said  Mr.  Toots. 

'  The  compliant  Chicken  spat  out  some  unall  pieces  of  straw  on  which  be  was  regaling  himself, 
and  took  in  a  fre.-h  supply  from  a  reserve  he  carried  in  his  hand. 

"There  an  't  no  drain  of  nothing  short  handy,  u>  there)'  said  the  Chicken,  generally.  'This 
here  bluicing  niirht  is  hard  lines  to  a  man  as  lives  on  his  condition.' 

'  Captain  Cuttle  proffered  a  glass  of  rum,  which  the  Chicken,  throwing  back  his  head,  emptied 
into  himself,  as  into  a  cask,  after  proposing  the  brief  sentiment '  Towards  us !' ' 

You  see,  at  once,  that  there  is  no  mistaking  this  man.  He  has '  got  his  character/ 
and  whenever  he  appears,  if  he  should  appear  again,  you  will  recognize  him  without 
an  introduction.  •    •    •  A  year  or  two  ago,  when  the  Milleritk  fanaticism  was  at 

its  height,  Mr.  B ,  an  eccentric  old  gentleman  in  one  of  our  western  towns,  was 

walking  in  the  hall  of  the  village-inn,  listening,  at  the  same  time,  to  the  talk  of  a 
distinguished  *  disciple,'  who  was  prophecying  the  prompt  fulfilment  of  Miller's 

calculations.     Mr.  B stopped,  and  in  his  short,  bitter  way*  asked:  'Do  you 

really  think  now  that  the  world  is  soon  coming  to  an  end  ?'  *  Certainly,  I  do.' 
'  And  on  the  twenty -fifth  of  April  V  *  As  much  as  I  believe  in  my  own  existence.' 
*  And  you  really  pretend  to  believe  that  there  's  to  be  a  regular  smash  of  the  whole 
world  in  less  than  three  weeks?*     '  Yes,  Sir.'     «  Well,  Sir,  I  'm  d-— d  glad  of  it ! 

I  consider  this  experiment  of  Man  a  d d  miserable  failure ;  and  the  sooner  the 

whole  thing  is  broken  up,  the  better !'  Saying  this,  the  old  gentleman  stalked  off, 
muttering  imprecations  on  the  human  race  in  general.  •  -  *  Tub  circumstance 
mentioned  by  a  Providence  correspondent  is  not  an  unusual  one.  In  a  late  '  Home 
Journal1  there  is  an  anecdote  taken  from  an  English  periodical,  which  was  originally 
written  for  us  by  Washington  Irving.  It  was  published  in  the.  Knickerbocker 
years  ago,  and  could  have  been  obtained  from  no  other  source  than  the  writer  of  it. 
JVimporte ;  we  can  spare  a  few  more  '  items'  to  our  neighbors  across  the  water. 
They  come  back,  like  many  young  Americans  who  go  abroad, '  greatly  improved  by 
travel.'  •  •  •  «  Z.'  must  be  mad — mad  as  a  March  hare  !  '  Mad  call  we  it ;  for  to 
define  true  Madness,  what  is  it'  but  the  father  of  just  such  thoughts,  '  wandering 
clouds  without  water,'  as  make  up  the  '  Sentient  Strivings  for  the  Spiritual  V  Why, 
even  '  Tom  of  Bedlam,'  who  wrote  a  hundred  and  seventy  years  ago,  is  less  unintel- 
ligible.    Hear  him: 

4  With  a  hoste  of  furious  fancies, 

Whereof  I  am  commander, 
With  a  burning  spear,  nud  a  horse  of  the  nyr, 

To  the  wilderness  I  wander ; 
With  a  Knight  of  Ghosts  and  Shadows 

I  summoned  am  to  Tourney, 
Ten  leagues  beyond  the  wide  world's  end  ; 

Methinks  it  is  no  journey  I' 

And  it  was  n't,  for  Tom  ;  but  it  might  have  been  much  less  of  a  '  journey,'  and 
yet  be  a  great  way  farther  than  '  Z.'  would  be  obliged  to  go  to  get  entirely  *  out  of 


• 1  know  more  than  Apollo, 

For  oft,  when  he  lies  sleeping  ; 
1  behold  the  stars  at  mortal  wars, 

In  the  wounded  welkin  weeping; 
The  Moon  embrace  her  shepherd, 

And  the  Queen  of  Love  her  warrior, 
While  the  firet  doth  horn  the  star  in  the  morn, 

And  the  next  the  heavenly  farrier! 


his  wits/  ,  .  .  T  r  people  'OB  the  other  sido'  are  troubling  themselves  a  great 
doul  btely  about  our  'System  of  Slavery.*  They  would  do  well  to  remember  that 
tlia  '  evil'  of  which  they  complain  is  one  of  the  many  bad  things  entailed  upon  us  by 
England,  some  of  which  we  have  not  yet  got  rid  of.  .   *   «    It  was  a  fatal  presenli- 

ivhich  we  had,  in  shaking  the  hand  of  General  Hopping,  on  his  departure  for 
Mexico,  that  we  should  never  see  him  again.  We  observe  his  recent  death  at 
Mier  announced  in  the  public  journals.  He  was  a  man  of  fine  heart  and  true  patriot- 
ism ;  and  the  country  sustained  a  great  loss  iu  his  untimely death.  .  .  ■  Mr.  1 
great  picture  will  soon  be  completed.  We  have  seen  it ;  aud  can  confidently  predict 
that  both  in  drawing  and  coloring  it  will  take  by  surprise  his  warmest  admirers.  Wo 
shall  refer  to  it  in  detail  when  it  ut  exhibited.  .  ,  ■  'Signing  his  own  Death  War- 
ranV  is  a  little  Incident,  of  dubious  humor,  written  to  death.  It  is  not  ■  H.'s  *  good 
vein*  at  all.  .  .  .  In  a  metropolis  like  ours  one  sees  so  many  apparently  uselta* 
persons,  who  do  little  else  than  to  sun  their  gaily-attired  forms  in  Broadway,  sucking 

iille  the  ivory  end  of  a  small  yellow  stick,  that  he  is  compelled  lo  wish,  with 
Aur>tsoN,  that  they  might  each  be  taught  some  handicraft  work.  Would  it  not  em- 
ploy a  dandy  prettily  enough,  if  instead  of  eternally  playing  with  a  watch-chain  or  a 
walking-stick,  he  spent  some  part  of  his  time  in  making  one?  Such  a  method  as 
this  would  very  much  conduce  to  the  public  emolument,  by  making  every  man  living 
good  for  something ;  for  there  would  then  be  no  one  member  of  human  society  but 
would  have  some  little  pretension  for  some  degree  in  it.  ,  .  ,  We  never  see  an  old 
rhqjun nier,  with  bug  and  wire-hook  groping  in  the  gutter  for  rags  and  waste-paper, 
without  thinking  of  the  *  circle  of  eternal  change1  which  is  the  life  of  political  econo- 
my, as  set  forth,  we  think,  by  Cahlyle  :  ■  Is  it  not  beautiful  to  see  so  many  thousands 
of  pounds  of  rags  picked  annually  from  the  thoroughfares  ;  and  annually,  after  being 
ground,  hut-pressed,  printed  on,  and  sold,  returned  thither,  filling  so  many  hungry 
mouths  by  the  way  V  .  .  .  Our  cordial  thanks  are  due  and  tendered  to  Union 
r  the  degree  of  'Master  of  Arts*  which  she  has  had  the  kindness  to  cun- 
fer  upon  ua,  The  undeserved  honor  shall  not  however  unduly  elevate  us,  We  ahali 
cHiimue  to  permit  our  children  to  play  with  our  neighbors*  children,  just  as  they  have 
always  been  accustomed  to  do  I  .  -  ■  Here  is  a  characteristic  lettci  from  Doctor 
Fraxbxm,  now  first  transferred  to  print  from  his  own  hand-writing: 

•  London,  Sept  10,  1774* 
*Dklas  Son  i  Tlio  Btsror,  Hr.  R.ali*h  Westlev.^mw  to  Penoaylvooia  to  look  out  a  proper  Tract 
of  (food  liiin.J,  on  sv  li  i-U  ii<  MtUs  MHOS  ahle  Norfolk  Firmer.*,  trbo  ur*  about  to  remove  thither  with 
their  Ftti" » I ■  -  -  :  Oni  of  whom,  Mr,  Foulper,  i»  u  Relatiuu  »f  mine. 

'A*  ibi-  FurirnT»«U  tJtxi  Couuury  are  rtKkoumJ  the  iitoal  ftkiJful  iu  E&uglHud,  and  the  comfortable 

tattling  of  taeas  Enl  i*  wal  in  tnmty  b«  a  steam  of  drawing  over  many  other*,  I  cannot  but  l»av« 

ut  thut  they  ahauld  b  MDBodalodj  1  thorefore  recommend  it  eume-Uy  U  you  to 

UMfl  him  with  rotll  l"-iA  ■  trch  run!  Kiujukv.  tost  he  may  beuhletaUx  ua  such  Laud* 

da  ure  It)  ■  lieaitliy  t*U.U'Uion.  ami  commodious  no  oilier  AceuUiitA. 

'IracommeDd  hiiu  j1*o  to  tfcoM  CmUtiea  wub  winch  yuu  muuHy  >jui>riuiu  SLroageriofgood  ch 
racier. 

'  My  Love  to  Sally  aud  the  Children, 

4 1  am  ever, 

♦Your  ailecliouale  Father, 
•Mr,  Bache,'  ft  FaANSXW,* 

When  we  'come  to  think  of  it/  how  many  of  the  old  worthies  maybe  mid  to  have 
*  written'  for  the  K.mckkiihocceii!  Letters  from  the  uss.  of  General  Washington, 
Doctor  Franklin,  General  Putnam,  JarFeasox,  and  many  of  their  illustrious  contem- 
poraries, have  appeared  in  our  pages;  and  '  by  the  same  token/  Sir  Waltkr  Scott 
has  also  been  a  liberal  contributor  to  ■  Old  Kmck/  Wo  have  been  too  modest  in 
not f  announcing  them1  before.  »    ■    *    Maw  of  our  best  artists  are  coming  back  ts 


town  from  recreative  excursions  in  the  country,  (  bringing  their  sheaves  with  than)/ 
or  at  least  the  fruit*  of  their  labors.  Among  them  we  remark  C  L.  Elliott,  and 
Thomas  S.  Officer,  the  fir»t  thu  beat  portrait- painter  and  the  second  named  it. 
miniature-painter  in  the  country.  Mr.  OfiQQSft  has  brought  some  miniatures  with 
him,  wbicb  in  faithfulness  of  drawing  and  beauty  of  coloring  we  have  never  seen  sur- 
passed. Of  lome  of  these  we  shall  speak  hereafter.  .  .  .  We  lament  in  the  re- 
cent demise  at  New-Orleans  of  Bon.  Ricuaiiih  Henry  Wilde  the  loss  of  an  eld  and 
favoritti  contributor,  as  will  the  country  a  distinguished  citizen,  and  his  immediate 
friends  a  delightful  companion  and  true-hearted  man.  Our  readers  will  remember, 
arnonp  many  other  of  his  articles  written  originally  for  this  Magazine,  Mr.  WlLDs'fl 
admirable  papers  upon  *  TUt  Lper,  M&&H9H  tfu4  Imprituummt  of  Tassot  and  'The 

/  a  P<t rt rait  of  Dante  by  GiottV     Mr.  Wjlor'k  fife,  as  he  himself  sang, 
100*  *  like  the  summer  rose*  in  one  reaped  ;  for  (hero  was  an  odor  of  simplicity,  af- 

trath  about  it,  which  '  smelled  sweet  to  heaven  ;'  H  may  Mem 

almost  impious  to  mourn  that  it  has  gpufl  t*  renew  ill  beauty  in  tfto   Paradise  of 
.   .   Signers  Bibcacciantj,  the  fair  cantatrice  whose  advent  we  mentioned  in 
r  lust,  will  1000  have  an  Dp  f  giving  the  music  loving  public  a  taste  of  her 

excellei  All  who  have  had  the  pleasure  to  hear  her  siug,  speak  in  enthusi- 

astic terms  of  U*  k»,  both  of  which  are  said  to  be  of  the 

very  first  or  upon  her  first  public  performances.  .    ,    ,    *  B.  L 

M.*  has  our  thanks  and  —  forgiveness  !  We  intend  to  'show  proper  resentment?  as 
the  negro  said,  when  for  appearance1 -sake  ho  put  on  mourning  for  his  de coated 
wife.  .  .  .  *M.*i  'Epigram' is  'good;'  so  was  'the  mobfe'd  Queen,'  according  to 
Polomi>.  in  whose  vein  we  speak,  It  contains  a  slight  slip,  which  reminds  us  of  a 
couplet  quoted,  if  we  recollect  rightly,  in  the  *  Spectator*  or  *  Tattler:' 

1  A  psAatod  i  est  Prince  Voltices,  Im>i 
Which  froao  ■  BilLod  Ptet  his  graaimni  won  I1 

Tlw  only  question  was,  how  old  Voltioer  did  it  .  .  .  Books,  periodicals,  commu- 
nications, etc.,  not  referred  to  in  the  present  number,  will  receive  due  attention  in  our 
next.  The  delay  is  unavoidable,  ,  .  .  In  the  appendix  or  *  reading-lesson  *  portion  of 
Wkhstbr's  old  Spell ing-Book,  there  is  (or  there  used  lo  be)  a  word-limning  of  the  in- 
terior of  a  well-to-do  farmer's  kitchen,  ladder  and  dairy,  which  it  always  seemed  tons 
not  fail  to  create  an  appetite  in  the  veriest  dyspeptic  that  ever  half-lived. 
Somewhat  kindred  is  the  wholesome  sentiment  of  honest  admiration  which  will  be 
awakened  in  the  mind  of  every  reader  who  has  ever  lived  in  the  country,  by  this 
charming  picture  of  a  fair  and  happy  country-girl : 

'So  far  i*  the  from  sinking  herself  beautiful  b«  art,  EftaJ  one  look  of  hers  t*  able  to  put  all  I 
Piiyskr  out  of  countenance.    She  knows  n  face-look  it  but  a  dsmtl  orutor  to  ronnneud  virtue,  there- 
fore mind* it  not.     All  her excellences  stand  in  her  no  silently,  as  if  they  had  stolen  upon  her  without 
[  know  led*,  j  ><f  her  apparel,  wbisfc  is  herself,  ii  hv  better  then  oatsides  of  tissue; 

o  In  DOtursjsd  in  the  spoil  of  the  tiik-worai,  she  i«  (Lacked  mi  innocence;  n  far  better 
Mifl  (Jntli  not,  with  lyiwr  taos  in  bed,  spell  hntli  her  complete 
l  mught   tu  i  rust  to  the  soul  ;  she  rise*  therefore  with  chanticfiv 

dame's  cock,  ami  at  niphl  make*  tlie  lamb  her  curfew.  -  •  The  gilded  SSfl  of  corn  full  and  kis« 
her  feet  when  itB,U  If  iln  v  wndied  lo  he  bound  no  J  led  prisoner*  by  tin-  eauie  hand  that 

felled  them.     Jhr  breath  is  her  own,  which  scout*  all  the  year  Ions:  of  June,  tike  a  now-made  hay- 
cock.   She  make*  her  hand  bord  with  labor,  and  her  heart  soft  with  pity  ;  and  when  winter  evening* 
fall  curly,  ttttinp  at  her  merry  wheel,  she  t,in£*  defiance  to  the  giddy  *  beel  of  fortune.    She  dotb  ell 
a  ub  «o  sweet  «  grace,  it  seems  ignorance  will  not  suffer  her  to  do  ill,  betel  bat  mind  i*  to  do 
She  bc«tow  »  her  year's  wage*  at  the  nejtt  fair,  and  in  f  hon*iug  her  garment*  count*  D*  bruvery 
World  Ilk-1  'IrccDcy.     The  gnrden  and  the  b^e-hivf  are  all  her  physic  and  surgery,  nnd  she 
live*  las  laager  for  it.    She  dare*  go  aloue  and  unfold  sheep  La  the  niffct,  and  fears  no  inanu- 
because  »he  menus  none,     Yet  to  say  truth, *hu  is  never  alone,  but  ii  still  nccompauied  with  old 
songs,  honest  thoughts,  and  prayers,  but  short  ones  ;  yet  they  have  their  ■Barney,  iu  thut  they  are  not 
"    1  with  eoaumg  idle  cogitation*.    Lastly,  her  dreams  are  so  chaste  that  she  dare  tell  them ;  only 
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■  Friday's  dr«"am  ii  at)  her  MpWVtfebNI  ;  tbnt  »h*  OOpOSftil  foi  fcur  of  jit>e*r.    Thu*  live*  §he.  and  til 
it  <hr  may  die  ii]  the  vpring+ttmt  her  wind iag- 

In  gnjod  Sir  Thomas  Overiujry  his  works  look  you  for  this  and  other  pictures  by 
an  *  old  muster.'  •  ■  *  We  have  spoken  heretofore,  although  briefly,  of  the  excellent 
designs  and  urtistical  execution  of  Mr.  II.  W.  Hewet,  draftsman  and  engraver  upon 
wood,  the  whereabout  of  whose  woll-inanncd  and  well-supplied  establishment  is  in- 
dicated in  the  annexed  cat ! 
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We  would  ask  the  reader's  attention  to  the  very  numerous  superb  illustrations  in 
Harpers  Pictorial  Shuktpearc  ami  Di\  Waixwrioht'b  IHustrudd  ffoffc  of  Common 
Prayer,  as  affording  abundant  evidence  of  the  admirable  manner  hi  which  Mr. 
Hrwbt  executes  the  illustrations  committed  to  his  charge.  Mis  practical  knowledge 
of  the  department  of  publication  and  the  large  operative  force  of  bis  establishment 
enable  him  fully  and  expeditiously  to  meet  the  wants  of  publishers.  *  *  -  Wi  have 
in  our  port-folios  so  much  original  materiel  awaiting  insertion  that  we  cannot  promise 
present  space  for  *  The  Fair  Maid  of  BiogonJ  which  we  have  no  doubt  is  '  faithfully 
rendered  from  the  German,*  for  what  seems  a  natural  infusion  of  the  spirit  of  the 
writer  is  apparent  throughout  the  tale,  Au  incident  in  the  story  is  not  unlike  one 
recorded  in  a  quaint  English  ballad  that  we  turned  up  recently  among:  some  stray 
leaves  in  an  old  note-book.  It  is  entitled  '  The  Ungrateful  Knight  and  the  Faire 
Flower  of  Northumberland f  and  runs  iu  part  as  follows: 


'  It  was  a  kuight  in  Scotland  born. 

Follow,  my  lov»»,  06  :rand, 

W«i  takes  prlsoosr  mid  loft,  forlorn, 

Ev'n  by  the  good  Earl  of  Northumberi  ml. 

'  And  at  in  priton  thui  ho  lay. 

Follow,  my  lo**\  come  over  I  he  ttrund, 
Tins  Earl'i  iweoi  daughter  walk*  thai  w:iy, 
And  theo  the  fair  How  or  of  North  NUibertud* 


'  And  pining  by,  Uk«  on  an  pel  bright, 

Folio*  as  ov*«r  the  urand. 

This  prisoner  bad  of  her  a  tight, 

I  -lion  the  fair  flower  of  North ufnberlond. 

*  A  pu  I  lu  a  I  uteod  he  did  heal  ride, 

Follow,  my   !•<  r  t ha  strand, 

And  with  the  lady  away  did  ride, 

Aud  »hee  the  fair  tiower  of  Northumberland" 
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One  or  two  slightly  romantic  circumstance*  m  the  foregoing  perhaps  '  require  ex- 
planation ;'  but  that  was  the  business  of  the  author,  whose  name  is  buried  in  the 
•  dark  backward  and  abysm  of  time.'  The  '  moral/  the  butt-end  always  of  your 
true  ballad,  is  characteristic  and  striking : 

4  All  you  fkir  maidens  be  warned  by  me ; 
Follow,  my  love,  come  over  the  strand, 
Soots  never  were  true,  nor  never  will  be, 
To  lord  nor  lady,  nor  fair  England.' 

We  scarcely  remember  among  all  our  reading  a  more  forcible  description  of 
the  emotions  which  are  felt  by  a  bereaved  husband,  mourning  the  dimming  of  that 
soft  pure  light,  the  prectousnessof  which  is  never  folly  understood  until  it  is  quenched, 
than  is  contained  in  a  few  sentences  of  the  late  Dr.  ChannWG,  who  '  being  dead  yet 
speaketh '  to  every  sensitive  and  true  heart :  '  The  blow  which  took  her  from  him  left 
a  wound  which  time  could  not  heal.  In  the  city,  a  few  minutes'  walk' sent  him  wearied 
home.  There  the  loving  eye  which  had  so  long  brightened  at  his  entrance  was  to  shed 
its  mild  beam  on  him  no  more.  There  the  voice  that  had  dairy  inquired  into  his  la- 
bors, and  like  another  conscience  had  whispered  a  sweet  approval,  was  still  There 
the  sympathy  which  had  pressed  with  tender  hand  his  aching  head,  and  by  its  nursing 
care  had  postponed  the  hour  of  exhaustion  and  disease,  was  gone.  This  great  loss 
produced  no  burst  of  grief.  It  was  a  still,  deep  sorrow,  the  feeling  of  a  mighty  void, 
the  last  burthen  which  the  spirit  can  cast  off.  His  attachment  to  life  from  this  moment 
sensibly  declined.  In  seasons  of  peculiar  sensibility  he  wished  to  be  gone.  He  kept 
near  him  the  likeness  of  his  departed  friend,  and  spoke  to  me  more  than  once  of  the 
solace  which  he  had  found  in  it  He  heard  her  voice  from  another  world,  and  his 
anticipations  of  that  world,  always  strong,  became  more  vivid  and  touching.' 


Litebaby  Record.  —  We  have  before  ui  from  {ha  H_a  hfefua*  press  additional  numbers  of  their 
thickly-illustrated  'Pictorial  History  of  England  f  Dr.  ftlouaz's  '  Power  of  the  Stud  frc*r  the  Body, 
in  Health  and  Moral*,'  a  work  replete  with  deep  interest  ;  Hubsklla  *Jf tie- York  Class- Book/  con- 
taining every  thing  of  interest  in  the  history,  biography,  geography  add  externa)  aspect  of  the  Em- 
pire State ;  Rev.  6.  R.  Gleig's  vivid  and  exciting  i  Story  of  the  Battle  nf  Waterloo/  aud  Godwin's 
'Lives  of  the  Necromancer*;'  good  and  intere  ■  >rks,  oae  and  uU  of  them,  -   •   ■  We  would  call 

general  attention  (and  we  exceedingly  regret  that  at  this  time  we  can  do  no  more)  to  a  thick  pamph- 
let-volume of  some  hundred  and  fifty  pages,  upon  '  The  Progress  of  Ethnology,'  by  John  Russell 
Rabxlstt,  Esq.,  Corresponding  Secretary  of  the  American  Ethnological  Society,  and  Foreign  Cor- 
responding Secretary  of  the  New- York  Historical  Society.  It  is  a  full  and  vory  entertaining  and 
instructive  account  of  recent  Archaeological  and  Geographical  Researches  in  various  parts  of  the 
globe,  tending  to  elucidate  the  Physical  History  of  Man.  We  are  not  surprised  to  perceive  that  it 
has  speedily  reached  a  second  edition,  for  it  deserved  such  success.  •  •  •  Phonography  and  Phono- 
typy,  we  understand,  are  making  rather  rapid  headway  in  this  country.  The  various  illustrative 
reports  and  pamphlet*  upon  the  new  mode  are  in  great  request;  end  *Th§  Anglo- Saxon*  weekly 
journal  has  reached  a  circulation  of  some  thirty-five  hundred.  •  •  ■  •  The  Winter-Evening  Fire- 
side' is  the  name  given  to  a  highly  moral,  easily -writ  ton  mod  easily-read  pamphlet,  fram  W,  D.  Ticw> 
lfoa  and  Company,  Boston,  which  leave*  upon  the  mind  of  the  reader  a  favorable  impression  of  the 
writer's  heart.  •  •  •  Messes.  Gould,  K  kndall  iku  Lincoln,  Boituo,  certainly  deserve  the  thank f 
of  the  public  for  presenting  to  American  readers  so  good  and  cheap  a  reprint  ef  'Ch&abcn't  Oydo- 
padia  of  English  Literature,'  a  selection  (illustrated)  of  lite  ehotctwl  productions  of  English  authors 
from  the  earliest  to  the  present  time,  and  'Chamber***  Afi*c*lt*mv  of  Useful  and  Entertaining  Knout- 
ledge.'  These  works  are  eminently  intof eating;  and  instructive.  Wt  cannot  **y  much  however  for 
the  portraits  in  the  former.  Those  of  Coofeu  and  la  vino  might  as  well  bare  been  for  Plato  and 
the  Duke  of  Wellington.  •  •  •  We  have  again  to  commend  Mr.  Yjatue:'*  l Fletcher's  lUnstrattd 
Devotional  Family  Bible.'  The  engravings  cwnti**s  to  be  of  the  best  description,  and  the  printing 
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nd  the  paper  could  not  be  excnlled,  ■  •  •  Messrs,  Geo.  F.  Cool,  edge  and  Brother,  Pearl-street, 
have  published  *  Bentley's  Pictorial  Reader*  the  main  object  of  which  ii  to  incite  the  young  to  a  love 
of  industry*  in  pursuing  the  various  overy-day  businesses  of  life,  as  the  farmer,  manufacturer,  me- 
chanic, etr.  It*  bndmmBf  must  I>a  to  eft/Vita'  the  standard  of  labor*  nnd  make  it  more  attractive  to 
the  mind,  *  •  •  Among  Messrs,  Wiley  and  Putnam's  late  publications  are  Walton's  CompUte 
A ngtcr,'  {which  we  shall  notice  at  larfa  in  our  next  number,)  with  delightful  accessories  by  an  '  Am«- 
ritun  Editor/  than  whom  no  one  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  could  be  better  qualified  for  the  office 
which  be  has  no  faithfully  discharged;  and  an  admirable  work  by  Mr.  Chaiilcs  Knight,  entitled 

*  ffatf-Hour*  with  the  Best  Author*'  These  works  will  be  Trait;  and  bo  loo  wilt  two  superbly- 
printcd  volumes  received  from  the  same  house  since  the  foregoing  was  placed  in  type;  namely: 

*  Bur  torn'*  Anatomy  of  Melancholy,'  enriched  by  illustrative  engravings  and  translator**  of  the 
numerous  classical  extracts;  and  lAn  Essay  on  the  Life  and  Writing*  of  Sptn$cr,'  with  a  special 
Exposition  of  'The  faery  Queen/ by  John  S.  Bart,  A.  M..  Principal  of  tha  Philadelphia  High* 
School,  -  *  -  Rev,  FL  B.  BsSCom's  'Western  Quarterly  Review,' of  which  we  have  seen  but  one 
number,  that  for  the  April  o,uqi  tar,  impresses  us  moat  favorably,  as  a  spirited  and  vigorous  work. 
Two  articles  in  the  present  number  especially  attracted  us;  '  The  Relation  of  Christianity  to  Lite- 
rature^'  and  '  The  Glorious  Epiphany.*  We  shall  hope  to  have  more  to  say  of  this  work  here- 
after. »  *  •  Wis  have  received  at  a  lite  hour  from  the  publisher,  Mr,  Gzorqe  Nichols,  Cambridge, 
(Ma**^>  ■  The  Panegyric**  of  Isocrates,'  from  the  Text  of  Brent,  with  English  Notes  i  by  Profes- 
sor, <  ,  G.  Fklton,  A.  M.  The  frequent  issue  of  classic  works  by  Mr,  Felton  goes  el  least  to  prove 
that  they  are  in  demand ;  a  pregnant  f»ctt  at  least  for  his  publisher*,  ■  •  •  'Young's  History  of 
Mtxitof  published  in  New-York  by  Mr,  J,  8.  Redfield.  Clioton-HaU,  U  a  work  which  must  he  in 
requisition  in  every  quarter  of  the  country  at  this  time.  It  is  entirely  authentic  ;  and  embraces  an 
account  of  the  civil  wars  of  Mexico,  her  colonial  and  revolutionary  annals,  including  an  account  of 
the  war  with  the  United  States,  Us  causes  and  military  achievements.  It  is  well  written,  and  replete 
rilfa  interest.  ■  *  *  There  is  food  for  reflection  and  diversified  thought  in  Professor  Mason** Dis- 
course before  the  Alumni  Association  of  the  New-York  University  ;  as  we  hope  to  exemplify,  when 
our  time  and  space  shall  adequately  serve.  ■  •  >  An  esteemed  friend  (who  is  wholly  disin- 
terested in  the  matter,}  has  commended  to  the  public  the  following  works  in  the  most  cordial  and 
forcible  terras:  '  Gaussen  on  the  Inspiration  of  ike  Bible'  translated  by  Rev.  E-  N,  Kirk,  a» 

•  v  John  S.  Taylor,  Brick  -Church  Chapel;   'Charlotte  Elizabeth's  Works*  by  the  same  j 

*  New  England  and  her  Institutions  /  by  Andrus  and  Son,  Hartford,  (Conn.,)  and  'Sir  Roland  Ask* 
tun*,'  from  the  *amc  house.  We  yield  our  confidence  (o  the  justice  of  a  recommendation  proceeding 
from  so  capable  a  judge  as  the  friend  to  whom  we  have  alluded.  •    •   *  We  have  received  from 

Messrs.  Bkhfokd  and  Company,  Astor*tioune,  Volume  VI.  of  '  The  Modern  Standard  Drama* 
edited  by  Epes  Sajmjsnt,  Esq,,  and  Volume  I,  of  '  The  Minor  Drama,'  published  by  the  tame  bouse. 
The  first  is  embellished  with  a  portrait  of  Sir  E.  Bulwkr  Lvtton,  (which  looks  as  if  the  orlflssfj 
hud,  while  *  watering  '  with  PrfiiNttz.  been  4  put  th/outrh  an  entire  Lourse*  of  Gmffeuber^  | 
and  contains  some  of  the  most  popular  drama*  of  (he  duy  ;  among  the  rest,  ■  The  BrtdoV  *o  well 
known  from  Macrkauv's  masterly  personation  of  the  principal  character,  Mklahttus,  at  the  Park- 
Theatre.  The  latter  is  uniform  in  style  with  '  The  Modern  Standard  Drama.'  and  contain*  I 
cious  selection  of  favorite  farces.  *   •   -  VV.  H,  Graham,  Tribune  Buildings  has  published  '  The 

neyman-Joiner,'  by  George  Sand.  It  is  full  of  incident,  vigorously  written,  afld  will  well  re- 
pay perusal.  ■  -  *  The  *  Saturday  Emporium  *  has  been  purchased  from  Messrs.  Ward  and  Com- 
pany, it*  late  proprii'inr*,  by  our  friend  Edmtnd  B,  Green,  E*q.  It  was  originally  commenced  by 
Mr, Green,  who  associated  with  him  in  its  publication  Mr.  Ward,  under  whose  united!  control  it  was 
published  some  two  years  or  more.  It  has  now  entirely  reverted  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Green, 
who  we  doubt  not  will  sustain  its  interest  and  add  to  its  present  attractive  appearance.  *  -  *  The 
publications  of  and  concerning  Swedkniorg  are  very  liberally  demanded  by  the  public.  Mr.  John 
Allen,  139  Nassau- street,  has  recently  issued  voluminous  '  Documents  concerning  his  L\fe  and 
Character,'  origin njly  collected  in  Germany,  translated  and  revised  in  England,  and  reedited  and  en- 
larged here  by  Professor  Bush  ;  and  'A  Popular  Sketch  of  his  Philosophical  Works,'  by  James  John 
Garth  Wilkinson,  Member  of  the  Royal  College  of  Burgeons  of  London,  *  ♦  •  We  are  glad  to 
»  announced  by  Messrs.  Ticknor  and  Company,  Boston,*  new  and  extended  poem  by  Longfel- 
low, which  he  rutitles  'Evangeline.'  It  will  be  awaited  with  not  a  little  anitety  by  (be  poetry-loving 
partita  of  the  public.  *  •  •  Messrs.  Spalding  and  Shepherd*  Broadway,  have  issued  tn  an  ex- 
tremely neat  pamphlet- volume,  ten  poems  by  Rev.  Ralph  Hovt,  entitled  '  Sketch**  of  Life  and 

is  cape;  many  of  which  are  very  natural  and  graphic,  as  we  have  heretofore  had  occasion  to  ex- 
emplify. 
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IZAAK    WALTON'S    COMPLETE    ANGLER, 


IDITKD      BY      AN      AMSRICAM* 


Before  offering  any  remarks  on  the  work  whose  title  stands  at 
the  head  of  the  present  article,  we  propose  for  a  moment  to  dwell 
on,  without  strictly  analyzing,  the  seemingly  contradictory  elements 
in  which  man  moves  and  has  his  being,  and  which  compose  what  we 
call  Life.  We  may  then  be  prepared  to  wonder  less  at  the  happi- 
ness, the  apathy,  restlessness,  vanity,  pride  ;  the  show  of  wealth,  the 
desire  to  conceal  it,  the  arrogant  claims  of  learning,  the  workingd 
of  retired  talent ;  the  pangs  of  unrequited  effort,  and  a  multiplicity 
of  noisy  nothings,  that  in  their  day  and  sway  speak  trumpet-tongued. 

There  is  the  Retired  Man  op  Business  ;  overlaid  with  all  the 
seeming  requisites  of  happiness  ;  breakfasts  when  he  chooses,  dines 
sumptuously,  lounges  in  his  unread  library,  and  takes  his  airing  in 
almost  regal  style.  By  the  fellowship  which  he  has  acquired  in 
society  he  is  constantly  reminded  of  his  deficiencies  in  those  accom- 
plishments that  invest  life  with  charms  the  most  engaging  and  dig- 
nity the  most  enduring.  Thrice  every  week  he  goes  to  his  bed, 
wofully  sensible  that  Virgil  and  Horace  have  lived  for  him  in  vain, 
and  Grecian  bards  tuned  their  lyres  for  more  fortunate  or  happier 
sensibilities.  He  awakes  on  his  fiftieth  anniversary,  determined  to 
enter  the  labyrinth  of  classic  lore,  and  is  lost. 

There  is  the  Plodding  Merchant,  who  goes  to  his  counting-room, 
and  until  his  letters  are  read,  is  hardly  conscious  of  existence  J  he 
reads  and  is  filled  ;  his  brow  contracting  and  expanding;  determines 
to  sell  his  cotton  and  coffee  to  the  first  bidder,  and  at  the  least  sacri- 
fice ;  goes  home  with  a  sinker  at  his  heart,  finds  fault  with  his  dinner, 
and  if  he  has  a  wife,  is  almost  tempted  to  sell  her. 

'Thk  complete  Antler;  or  the  Contemplative  Man's  Recreation.  Wfth  BiOtfropnical  P>eAtce 
an<J  copious  Noteu,  by  the  Amkbican  Editor.'    In  two  volumes.    New- York  >  VVnsy  aw»  Pit- 
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There  is  the  Stock  Broker,  gregarious  from  his  birth  :  he  goes 
to  his  six-by-eight  lodgment  in  Wall-street  with  a  quick  step,  and 
every  muscle  and  look  alert :  he  goes  out  to  feed  in  the  highway,  as 
hens  do,  along  with  their  brood,  until  ten  o'clock,  when  he  mounts 
to  a  higher  region  to  seft,  ruminate  and  realize  ;  philosophizes  on  the 
insecurity  of  securities  ;  hates  the  market  for  its  likeness  to  the 
tides ;  is  vexed  that  he  did  not  go  into  *  Harlem'  instead  of  *  Long- 
Island  ;'  goes  home  to  dinner  j  looks  grave  at  his  wife  ;  snubs  bis  chil- 
dren, and  protests  having  any  more. 

There  is  Peter  Snug,  who  has  lived  long  enough  on  one  gpot  to 
make  his  oneness  immortal :  he  serves  as  a  perpetual  sign-board  to 
the  rising  and  risen  generation.  His  trophies  are  defunct  dealers, 
non-descript  merchants,  and  visionary  shop-keepers.  He  rises  with 
the  sun,  breakfasts  and  dines  with  telegraphic  despatch,  and  makes 
his  bank-deposit  so  uniformly,  that  its  omission  would  throw  an 
ordinary  cashier  into  a  fit  of  sickness.  He  early  calculated  the  price 
of  wife  and  children,  and  was  frightened  by  the  footing-up.  Blow 
or  blow  low,  he  stands  alone  and  erert. 

There  is  the  very  Close,  Shrewd  Man,  who  is  viewed  by  the  com- 
munity as  a  sort  of  walking  razor;  rarely  offers  bis  arm,  unless  to 
a  stranger,  and  can  scent  an  applicant  for  a  loan  the  length  of  a 
street.  In  his  domicil  you  may  remark  design  —  all  concurring  and 
subservient  to  one  end  —  self;  and  it  is  fortunate  if  bis  children  do 
not  prove  a  race  of  little  pen-knives.  The  daily  torment  of  this 
man  is,  the  fear  of  being  over-reached,  and  dying  of  a  broken  heart. 

There  is  the  Man  of  Great  Pretensions,  whom  to  buy  at  his 
own  price  would  beggar  an  Astnr.  Behind  his  chair  and  carriage 
servants  wait ;  a  very  respectable  man,  that  nobody  respects  ;  in 
words  how  full  of  piety,  in  actions  how  inexorable  !  lie  has  an  all- 
abounding  appetite  for  big-sounding  agencies  ;  his  notion  of  equity 
is  defined  by  Seidell's  remark  l  according  to  the  size  of  the  chan- 
cellor's foot,1  Ip  settling  a  family  estate  he  would  be  more  execu- 
tioner thrui  executor;  and  if  he  should  ever  die,  a  slate  and  pencil 
would  sufficiently  emblazon  his  memory. 

There  is  the  Fortunate  Unfortunate  :  the  man,  who,  when  his 
last  creditor  signed  off,  rose  in  imagination  like  a  rocket;  a  million- 
aire in  prospect,  and  prospects  enough  for  a  million.  l  Conquer  or 
die  !'  was  his  new  motto,  and  he  did  die,  and  '  made  no  sign/ 

There  is  the  Young  Lawyer,  more  briefless  than  hopeless  ;  fight- 
ing with  Spartan  courage,  by  book,  for  place  and  reputation  ;  his 
Dame  is  seen  where  men  most  do  congregate,  but  they  embrace  none 
of  his  clients  :  he  feels  the  want  of  a  tract  that  has  been  illumined 
by  the  genius  of  progenitors,  in  which  to  walk.  Though  he  drinks 
freely  at  the  sources  of  legal  knowledge,  the  soul  of  the  inner  man 
gives  no  evidence  of  fertility.  He  feels  that  there  can  be  no  summer 
for  him,  and  therefore  wraps  the  *  drapery  of  his  couch  about  him, 
and  lies  down'  to  dream  of  some  new  mode  of  acquiring  the  means 
of  subsistence. 

There  is  the  Long-Headed  Man,  who  walks  only  in  ten-league 
boots ;  avoids  turnpikes  for  their  shortness,  and  especially  for  their 
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tolls  :  his  reasons  resemble  rope-walks  in  length,  and  he  is  generous 
to  a  fault  in  withholding  his  own  views  of  policy  and  money-making, 
except  to  secretaries  of  the  treasury  and  presidents  of  banks,  with 
whom  no  biped  is  more  frank  and  communicative.  He  provides  in 
his  will  for  the  descent  of  his  property,  a  little  farther  than  the  law 
allows ;  and  this  is  his  mode  of  being  remembered,  and  his  last  act 
of foresight. 

There  is  the  Would-be  Man  of  Literature  ;  so  big  a  target 
that  every  body  hits  it.  He  sends  out  from  his  brain  a  neat-looking 
duodecimo,  as  a  feeler  after  something :  the  public  do  not  read  it 
with  the  haste  or  the  zest  with  which  it  was  prepared.  The  lady  he 
would  win  sees  no  beauty  in  it ;  the  drapery  of  her  mind  assimila- 
ting more  readily  with  a  shawl  from  cashmere,  and  even  the  gossa- 
mer texture  of  one  of  '  Beck's'  capes,  surpassing  it  in  strength  and 
grace.  He  resolves  at  last  to  throw  up  his  profession,  and  for  a 
time  balances  between  dry-goods  and  groceries,  adopting  the  former 
as  being  the  most  feminine  in  character,  and  most  nearly  corres- 
ponding with  his  own. 

There  is  The  Bachelor,  of  landed  estate,  who  has  never  been 
adrift  on  the  world.  His  robbery  of  time  is  so  uniform  and  methodi- 
cal, that  he  is  esteemed  a  marvellously  honest  man.  As  a  consumer, 
he  is  exemplary ;  as  a  producer,  he  quotes  Cowper :  '  How  various 
are  the  employments  of  him  whom  the  world  calls  idle  V  At  a  cer- 
tain age  the  thought  pops  in  upon  him  that  he  has  been  a  mere  sen- 
tinel on  the  out-works  of  creation,  and  has  made  no  mark  on  his 
passage  through  this  age  of  wonders.  Among  his  last  acts  he  con- 
templates the  extent  of  his  domain,  and  resolves  to  cultivate  notice 
and  popularity  by  the  acre,  and  consequently  bequeaths  ten  ortwenty 
to  a  society  for  the  propagation  of  knowledge.  Thus  oblivion  spares 
his  name. 

There  is  the  Man  of  Science,  the  genial  aspect  of  whose  life 
seems  beyond  disturbance;  yet' he  is  known  to  grieve  because  the 
spirit  of  discovery  is  torpid,  and  no  second  Bacon  appears  to  open 
new  fountains  of  thought,  and  descend  with  his  diving-bell  into  the 
secret  abysses  of  nature.  This  man  so  philosophic,  so  enlightened, 
may  have  been  fascinated  (as  many  good  and  great  men  have  been 
before  him)  by  a  lady  who  proves  a  jealous  wife ;  turns  all  the  keys  of 
charity  against  him,  and  endeavors  to  rope-in  his  giant  course  to  the 
orbit  of  a  pigmy.  He  is  comforted  by  the  reflection  at  last,  '  that 
though  truth  may  languish,  it  can  never  die.' 

There  is  The  Poet,  fearfully  and  wonderfully  made,  sometimes; 
Life  hanging  in  festoons  of  richest  flowers  all  about  him,  and  his 
aspirations  partaking  of  their  hue.  To  him  the  true  and  beautiful 
seem  always  approaching,  but  never  arrived :  he  works  days  and 
nights  in  constructing  a  monument  to  the  Muses,  and  though  sum- 
moned, they  come  not  to  its  consecration.  He  sighs  over  the  apathy 
and  insensibility  of  his  fellows,  until  want  turns  his  choice  Helicon 
into  common  Croton.  On  this  fare  he  thrives,  and  soon  marries  into 
the  extensive  family  of  the  Magazines,  and  has  a  very  respectable 
progeny  of  essays.     He  succeeds  now  in  walking  the  earth  like 


other  people,  occasion  ally  mourning  over  the  declining  taste  for 
poetry,  especially  his  own* 

There  is  the  Man  of  Professional  Activity,  always  complaining 
of  the  shortness  of  time  ;  a  nice  observer  of  men  and  manners,  at 
what  they  aim  and  to  what  they  tend.  The  timid  interrogate  him* 
the  wicked  fear,  the  unfortunate  court,  and  his  seniors  consult  him. 
If  he  is  a  lawyer,  his  chief  delight  is,  to  be  associated  with  first 
causes,  the  alliance  continuing  until  it  is  .skilfully  and  profitably  dis- 
solved in  the  '  Court  of  Errors/  His  children  generally  go  alone 
a  month  earlier  than  others,  and  when  they  are  grown,  they  slide  by 
arrangement  into  good  places.  If  he  is  a  physician,  be  goes  back 
to  the  Genesis  of  families,  and  traces  their  history ;  whether  they 
died  by  defect  of  constitution  or  physic.  No  person  more  easily 
approached,  or  more  difficult  to  be  kept  at  a  distance ;  they  abhor 
lean  kitchens  j  they  cannot  separate  patients  and  larders  ;  they  are 
00  sure  of  their  affinity  with  the  condition  of  man,  that  they  are  re- 
cognized as  both  judge  and  jury. 

There  is  the  Banker,  who  enters  his  office  with  head  up  and  head 
full,  over-shoes  on  his  feet,  and  his  whole  bearing  indicating  a  dis- 
creet sensitiveness,  having  an  eye  to  endurance.  He  views  the 
universe  chiefly  as  a  depository  of  hidden  ore,  and  his  genius,  the 
destined  recipient  and  crucible  in  which  it  is  to  be  fashioned  into 
shape  and  exchangeable  value*  Ho  feels  a  Maecenas-like  pride,  not 
bo  much  in  wits  and  poets  as  in  Rothschilds  and  Barings.  He  en- 
tertains no  opinions  that  are  not  bankable  j  the  sum  of  his  popu- 
larity enlarges,  strange  to  say,  with  his  power  at  a  discount.  -  He  is 
occasionally  forced  into  a  reverie,  and  becomes  richly  disturb* 
his  fancy  roves  among  the  raonied  pyramids  of  Lombard -street. 
He  awakes  to  a  new  impression,  fascinating  as  it  is  foreign,  and  he 
carries  it  out  as  far  as  the  London  Exchange.  He  soon  feels  the 
conservative  influence  of  the  English  climate,  except  on  exotics.  He 
requires  firmer  support  than  *  American  Trust/  and  for  better  secu- 
rity returns  home,  but  not  without  a  life-insurance. 

There  is  the  Bore,  who  has  had  the  fortune  or  misfortune  to  be 
born  without  sensibility.  To  him  private  dwellings  are  '  public 
houses,'  to  be  pumped  and  drained.  Though  he  wears  out  his  wel- 
come, he  still  goes  on  like  great  discoverers,  until  age  arrests  his 
career,  and  locks  him  up  for  other  uses.  The  literary  bore  is  a  biped 
of  more  discrimination.  He  is  seemingly  overlaid  with  accom- 
plishments, and  conceits  to  match.  The  *  napless  vesture  of  humility* 
he  despises  ;  preferring  and  practicing  the  transcendental  motto, 
'Re-produce  yourself  as  imich  and  as  often  as  possible,*  He  never  gets 
ill,  except  on  principle,  and  that  always  occurs  in  July  or  August, 
when  country  houses  are  open,  and  bo&fd  gratis.  He  fails  not  to 
push  intimacies,  and  returns  home  with  an  enlarged  chart,  which 
may  govern  his  campaign  for  the  next  season. 

There  is  the  Mechanic,  emphatically  the  artificer  of  bis  own  for- 
tune. His  mind  so  runs  on  timber,  iron,  brick  and  leather,  that  it  is 
not  strange  he  should  think  his  wife  and  children  composed  of  the 
same  materials,  and  to  be  treated  accordingly  :  hence  the  joints  that 
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connect  bis  domestic  ark  are  subjected  to  im  small  wear  and  tear; 
but  the  panacea  of  many  ills,  7/wnei/,  is  coming  in,  while  temper  is 
going  out;  and  if  they  miss  an  average  share  of  this  world's  goods 
it  is  because  '  the  boss1  aspires  to  and  secures  a  seat  in  the  assembly, 
where  he  is  very  likely  to  assist  in  plane-ing  down  opinions  that  have 
essentially  contributed  to  hiB  elevatinn. 

The  sketches  we  have  thrown  together  can  hardly  claim  a  natural 
alliance  with  what  follows.     They  are  intended  to  be  rather  mj 
live,  than  germane  to  our  leading  "subject :  it  remains  with  the  render 
to  marry  tbem,  if  possible,  and  then  grant  tin H  ing  and  p  ri •- 

commendation  to  a  freer  and  more  generous  fellowship  with  the  rod 
and  reel.  We  have  for  a  long  time  beheld  with  regret  the  indifference 
manifested  by  our  countrymen  in  relation  to  all  out-of-door  sports  ;  so 
promotive  as  they  are  of  the  proper  del 'elnpment  of  bone  and  muscle, 
and  so  conservative  in  their  effects  on  the  understanding  and  the  heart. 
Having  full  faith  in  the  benign  and  healing  influence  exerted  on 
bim  who  cultivates  intelligently  the  art  of  angling,  we  propose  on 
the  present  occasion  to  run  out  our  line,  happy  if  in  trailing  along 
the  shore  our  readers  may  strike  at  the  offered  fly. 

The  soft  and  peaceful  tenor  of  the  angler's  life  was  delineated 
with  great  elegance  and  truth,  near  two  centuries  ago,  by  one  Izaak 
Walton  ;  a  name  that  stands  almost  as  much  alone  and  as  distinct 
in  the  eye  of  the  English  world  as  that  of  Isaac  Newton.  This 
mild,  contemplative,  joyous-hearted  man  little  dreamed  that  ho  was 
bequeathing  to  posterity  a  work  that  would  never  attain  its  growth ; 
it  is  bo  charged  with  life  that  it  cannot  die,  and  so  full  of  heart  that 
it  carries  captive  our  affections.  No  striking  conquests,  no  dazzling 
expeditions,  no  startling  experiences,  no  remote  ends  of  gain,  such 
as  usually  attract  and  bewilder  the  public  mind,  embellish  the  Wal- 
tonian  narrative  ;  it  is  nevertheless,  to  one  and  all  who  may  become 
its  votary,  a  very  present  help,  whether  in  times  of  need  or  pros- 
perity; and  in  swearing  allegiance  to  this  code-piscatorial  there  is 
safety  for  the  rest  of  life  ;  for  there  is  a  genius  in  its  laws  and  spi- 
rit that  .schools  and  disciplines  the  most  rugged  and  robust  natures, 
elevating  them  above  all  petty  annoyances,  and  to  an  atmosphere 
too  pure  for  the  conflicting  cares  of  life  to  enter.  The  public  sen- 
1  it  of  our  country  is  too  active  for  a  healthy  growth  ;  it  requires 
a  new  organization  or  direction.  Whatever  does  not  procure  im- 
mediate gain,  or  political  distinction,  is  deemed  a  bore;  and  what- 
ever promises  the  greatest  wear  and  tear  to  both  body  and  mind  is 
most  eagerly  Bought.  Premiums  for  over-action  and  ex  knitting 
labor  are  multiplying  with  alarming  rapidity;  but  the  payment  is 
too  often  an  early  grave. 

1  I  foe  defect,'  says  Coombe, '  in  the  American  institutions  and  so- 
cial training  at  present  appears  to  me  to  be,  that  they  do  not  suffi- 
ciently cultivate  habits  of  deference,  prudence  and  self-restraint. 
If  their  external  circumstances  stimulate  acquisitiveness  with  a 
power  equal  to  ten,  they  should  put  on  a  power  of  moral,  reli- 
gious and  intellectual  cultivation  equal  to  fifteen,  to  guide  and  re- 
strain it/ 
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What  is  termed  now-a-days  *  living  up  to  the  age*  means  dying 
for  it.  If  the  stimulating  objects  of  ambition  must  be  breathlessly 
pursued,  and  years  roll  on  unrelieved  by  pause  or  pastime,  and  the 
race  is  to  interrogate  nothing  but  the  Moloch  of  Grain,  then  we  can 
fancy  a  future  age  free  of  Apollos  and  abundant  of  pigmies.  Who 
that  has  passed  any  time  in  England  could  fail  to  remark  the  influ- 
ence of  manly  sports  on  the  physique  of  both  nobility  and  gentry! 
The  peculiar  charm  that  attaches  to  our  numberless  inland  seas 
and  mountain  lakes,  and  consecrates  their  silver  waters  to  a  pastime 
the  most  healthful  and  invigorating,  can  never  depart.  Suppose, 
gentle  reader,  we  take  you  into  oar  company  for  a  while,  especially 
if  you  are  an  unbeliever  and  seek  conversion  I  We  must  ask  you 
to  doff  your  city  suit  for  one  that  will  annoy  you  less  and  protect 
you  better  ;  forget  your  bill-book  and  ledger,  and  forbid  any  letters 
or  orders  to  be  written  till  you  have  gazed  for  a  fortnight  on  the 
wonders  of  Nature,  and  opened  an  account  with  her  thai  will  make 
you  a  debtor  for  the  rest  of  your  life.  We  will  first  ascend  the 
river  that  knows  no  rival  in  this  hemisphere,  and  laud  you  at  Troy, 
where  you  may  avail  of  rail-mads,  soon  to  be  exchanged  for  four- 
wheeled  wagons  :  having  oiled  well  your  joints,  go  bravely  on  and 
up  the  *  Sacondaga1  mountains.  As  you  languidly  ascend,  cast  an 
lional  glance  at  the  awful  ravines,  looking  like  the  mouths  of 
hungry  leviathans.  What  you  have  already  achieved,  and  what  you 
have  not,  will  rekindle  the  least  spark  of  romance,  bow  long  soever 
it  may  have  been  dormant  within  you,  and  in  asserting  its  influence 
over  the  imagination,  will  people  it  with  undying  impressions*  You 
will  now  have  ascended  near  two  thousand  feet,  and  will  readily 
confess  that  each  step  of  your  progress  has  proved  a  new  measure 
of  wonder  and  delight. 

Having  achieved  the  mountain,  the  angler's  *  Mecca'  now  breaks 
in  view.  We  are  there.  With  rod  and  reel  in  hand  the  cry  is  now 
*  To  boat  f  to  boat  lJ  Well  laden  with  provisions,  landing-net  and 
gaff,  each  in  his  dory  launches  upon  the  lake  ;  and  as  you  glide 
along,  your  lines  falling  in  pleasant  places,  and  your  rod  describing 
the  curve  of  beauty,  with  a  departing  shore  every  moment  becom- 
ing less  distinct,  you  begin  to  feel  the  genius  of  the  place.  The 
rude  but  grand  combinations  of  land  and  water  that  open  upon 
the  eye  ;  the  music  of  the  thousand  tributary  rills  ;  the  huge  trees 
with  their  expanding  boughs,  seeming  like  sentinels  placed  over 
this  rich  deposit  of  God's  bounty  j  and  beyond,  rising  on  all  sides  in 
majestic  beauty  and  in  thick  array,  the  maple,  the  beech,  the  spruce 
ami  the  mountain-ash,  whose  trunks  are  only  brushed  by  the  moose, 
the  deer  and  the  panther;  while  in  the  distance  you  distinguish  a 
noble  neighborhood  of  Alpine  monarchs,  whose  bending  brushy  tops 
seem  to  whisper  that  they  are  coming;  all  these  ennobling  and 
varied  aspects  which  the  face  of  nature  here  wears  cannot  fail  to 
prompt  the  heart  to  adoration,  while  the  fancy  may  dance  itself  to 
death  in  a  circle  of  enchantments  as  boundless  as  the  domain  of 
thought. 

Let  us  now  tighten  the  reins  of  description,  and  repair  like  the 
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patriarch  Jacob  to  our  tent,  to  ruminate,  ruralize  and  realize,  well 
persuaded  that  *  Nature  never  did  betray  the  heart  that  loved  her.' 
As  we  approach,  the  savory  odor  that  circulates  about  the  bushes 
and  border  of  the  lake  gives  proof  strong  as  •  Chetney-sauce'  that 
some  skilful  hand  is  engaged  in  illustrating  the  conservative  influ- 
ence and  humanizing  tendency  of  the  noble  art  dietetic.  At  three 
o'clock  the  miracle  of  a  compound  comes  forth : 

'  Oh,  great  and  glorious  t  oh,  trouterian  treat  1 
'T  would  tetnpt  the  dying  anchorite  to  eat ! 
Back  to  the  world  he  'd  turn  his  weary  soul, ' 
And  risk  his  future  iu  the  chowder-bowl. 

Close  at  hand,  and  ever  bubbling  over  in  a  natural  basin,  is  the 
nectar  that  we  sip  either  in  cup  of  leather  or  tin  ;  and  as  the  smoke 
of  our  last  'regalia'  wreathes  upward,  we  begin  to  contemplate 
the  outward  prospect,  which  is  always  resistless  ;  we  shove  off  from 
the  shore  admirably  prepared  to  appreciate  the  declining  day,  which 
in  such  a  place  is  one  of  the  finest  things  in  nature ;  and  what  adds 
sensibly  to  the  attractions  of  the  hour,  is  the  increased  '  spirit  of  in- 
quiry' among  the  fish.  In  proportion  as  the  sun  goes  down,  they 
come  up. 

The  honest  mountaineers  of  this  region,  free  to  use  God's  wil- 
derness as  the  spirit  moves,  may  launch  into  the  lake,  sink  their 
bait  or  float  it,  as  they  choose,  and  secure  an  abundant  return ;  or 
if  they  prefer  more  active  sports,  the  hounds  are  put  on  track,  the 
deer  come  rushing  to  the  water,  plunge  in,  and  are  soon  captured. 

The  only  regret  that  such  a  trip  involves  is  the  stunning  announce- 
ment, The  Last  Day  /  Having  colloquized  liberally  on '  Limericks ' 
and  '  Kirbys,'  single  '  leaders'  and  double, '  sinkers'  and  no  sinkers, 
stiff  rods  and  limber,  and  speculated  not  a  little  on  the  cause  of  the 
highly-colored  flesh  of  the  trout,  we  prepare  to  return,  but  not 
omitting  a  bumper  to  the  Naiades  and  Dryades  of  that  balmy  re- 
gion. With  our  piscatory  pride  elevated,  and  thoughts  clarified, 
we  re-trace  the  road,  re-mount  the  cars,  and  again  reach  the  great 
high-way  of  steam-boats,  and  descend  to  the  dirty,  dingy  prison, 
called  a  city,  where  conventionalisms  surround  us  as  the  polluted 
air  we  breathe,  and  where  infinite  importance  is  attached  to  little 
things,  and  little  things  enlarged  into  big  nothings.  Whatever  may 
be  one's  occupation  in  the  busy  Babel,  the  triumphant  spirit  of  the 
wilderness  will  remain  strong  within  him  ;  and  when  the  melodious 
days  of  June  shall  return,  he  will  not  fail  to  go  up  to  the  mountain 
and  the  lake,  as  the  '  Greeks  of  old  did,  in  peace  to  their  Olympia.' 

We  accord  to  angling  a  high  rank ;  perhaps  the  highest  in  the 
category  of  liberal  and  humanizing  pastimes.  Its  votary  carries, 
on  each  visit  to  the  interior  wilds,  a  sort  of  new  revelation  :  he  will, 
in  a  day's  row,  impart  more  valuable  information  and  inspire  with 
loftier  purposes  the  rude  denizen  of  the  forest,  than  your  learned 
pedant  could  in  a  week,  backed  by  all  the  appliances  of  quartos, 
manuscripts  and  quills ;  hence  your  enlightened  angler  is  among 
the  most  influential  of  home-missionaries.*     Instruction,  incident- 

*  The  ib  expense*  should  be  paid  by  the  '  Central  Educational  Society.' 
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ofibrftdj  they  will  chew  and  swallow,  but  are  apt  to  reject  all 
intellectual  aliment  fashioned  and  served  up  by  rule. 

If  the  lone  hearts  of  parents  and  children  toiling  from  year  to 
year  in  the  remote  and  rugged  fastnesses  of  the  wilderness  could 
find  expression  for  die  secret  joy  they  have  felt  at  the  sight  of  one 
of  the  disciples  of  Walton,  the  mountains  would  seem  to  *  clap  their 
hands'  and  the  glens  resound  with  a  kind  of  angelic  chorus*  Wo 
are  inclined  to  believe  that  a  fresh  and  not  unwelcome  impression 
of  independence  may  be  here  imbibed  :  the  luxurious  habits  and 
expensive  tastes  incident  to  a  higher  civilization  seem  for  a  time  to 
lose  their  importance  :  and  we  have  no  doubt  that  many  an  angler 
has  returned  to  his  home  with  purposes  and  designs  that  have 
marked  the  economy  of  his  whole  future. 

Wli  ac  our  imagination  a  holiday,  it  is  apt  to  transport 

us  to  those  places  the  most  neglected  by  the  world,  and  the  least 
understood,  but  in  truth  the  most  enchanting;  where,  with  rod  and 
reel  in  hand,  we  can  bait  our  thoughts,  and  bring  them  into  harmony 
with  the  scenes  about  us ;  now  trailing  our  line  in  the  shadow  of 
mountains  whose  radiant  tops  are  just  parting  with  the  sun,  or 
threading  our  way  over  the  shoals  and  along  the  bays  of  that  be- 
vntching  group,  the  '  Thousand  Islands/ 

In  this  vast  congregation  of  aquatics,  nothing  jarring  is  heard 
but  the  oar ;  all  is  peace  and  concord  ;  mau  can  here  have  audi- 
ence with  himself;  and  having  gazed  for  hours  on  the  'grace  and 
infinity  of  Nature's  foliage,  with  every  vista  a  cathedral  and  every 
bough  a  revelation,'  we  repair  for  the  night  to  the  rude  domicil  of 
the  islander!  and  receive  a  new  idea  of  life;  one  that  will  live,  and 
not  die. 

Our  chief  aim  is  to  enforce  and  recommend  the  Waltonian  prac- 
tice as  a  fjuickeuer  of  our  moral  and  the  embellisher  of  our  physi- 
cal nature  ;  and  it  tfl  a  DQEtter  of  some  surprise  to  us  tint  the  Aim  - 
lican  editor  should  not  have  indulged  in  some  remarks  on  the 
in  Hue  nee  which  piscatory  art  is  capable  of  exerting  on  our  *  many 
colored  life  ;'  and  we  regret  the  omission  the  more,  when  we  think 
of  the  ability  with  which  it  might  have  been  accomplished*  True, 
the  '  Complete  Angler*  is  redolent  of  a  fine  morality  and  a  gentle 
wisdom,  and  perhaps  it  is  evidence  of  a  good  taste  in  the  editor  i,> 
withhold  what  we  so  much  desired.  We  feel  grateful  to  the  erudite 
gentleman  who  has  prepared  this  volume  :  the  biographical  preface 
and  notes  bear  the  impress  of  the  Christian  and  the  scholar  :  tbey  are 
characterized  by  a  taste  and  feeling  uative  to  the  subject ;  and  they 
indicate  the  progress  of  a  knowledge,  both  theoretical  and  prac- 
tical, which  is  very  rare  in  this,  and  not  common  in  any  country. 
I,  we  understand,  a  person  who  devotes  his  days  to  the  contem- 
plation of  Holy  Writ,  and  bis  leisure  hours  to  the  illustration  of 
Nature  in  her  multiform  phases  and  uses,  and  by  his  contributions 
embellishes  both*  We  quite  envy  him  the  possession  of  these  cap- 
tivating qualities  of  mind  and  heart,  which  have  enabled  him  to 
succeed  in  the  prosecution  of  an  enterprise  (so  remote  from  his  pro- 
fessional pursuits,)  which  (hw  in  this  country  would  even  attempt. 
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We  trust  the  work  may  elicit  the  attention  it  deserves,  and  have 
some  influence  in  disenchanting  our  young  men  from  the  crowded 
city  and  polluting  bar-room,  and  attracting  them  to  a  communion 
with  scenes  that  are  above  suspicion. 

We  think  the  period  is  not  remote  when,  on  the  banks  of  our 
choice  rivers  and  beautiful  lakes,  villas,  consecrated  to  piscatory 
purposes,  may  arise,  far  surpassing  those  of  Walton  and  Cotton  on 
the  '  Thames'  and  '  Dove  :'  and  what  more  charming  and  appropri- 
ate nestling-places,  during  the  summer  solstice,  for  the  merchant 
prince,  where  in  imagination  he  may  fight  over  his  financial  bat- 
tles ;  or  for  the  poet  to  regale  his  senses,  preparatory  to  embalm- 
ing in  epic  strains  the  history  of  the  past,  or  in  delineating  the 
deepening  glories  of  the  present ;  or  for  the  retired  statesman,  who 
while  the  sands  of  his  life-glass  are  fast  dropping,  may  serenely 
speculate  on  the  duration  and  destiny  of  the  republic  he  has  de- 
fended. 

To  all  with  whom  the  wheels  of  life  drag  heavily  or  quick,  we 
commend  the  perusal  of  this  book,  but  more  especially  its  practice ; 
and  to  him  that  has  reached  that  enjoyable,  commanding  position, 
the  half-way-house  of  existence,  when  he  can  jump  in  and  out  of 
men's  hearts  without  their  knowledge,  and  define  motives,  to  him 
we  most  lovingly  recommend  it,  with  all  its  life-lengthening,  in- 
vigorating influences : 

1  For  it  can  so  inform 
The  mind  that  is  within  us,  so  impress 
With  quietness  and  beauty,  and  so  feed 
With  lofty  thoughts,  that  neither  evil  tongues, 
Rash  judgments,  nor  the  sneers  of  selfish  men, 
Nor  greetings  where  no  kindness  is,  nor  all  ' 
The  dreary  intercourse  of  daily  life, 
Shall  e'er  prevail  against  us,  or  disturb 
Our  cheerful  faith,  that  all  which  we  behold 

Is  full  of  blessings.'  D.  E.  N. 

September  7,  1847. 
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A  visionary  brightness  past, 

A  glowing  bud  to  heaven  up-cast, 

A  moon-beam  on  a  gloomy  lake, 

A  violet  in  a  thorny  brake, 

A  summer  breeze  with  odors  weighed, 

A  golden-lined  mist  displayed 

Upon  the  breathing  breast  of  morn, 

A  dancing  rill  in  sun-shine  born, 

A  cuckoo's  shout  in  budding  wild-wood, 

Are  types  of  thee,  oh  I  sinless  Childhood  I 


Thou  threshold  of  the  gates  of  God! 
Thou  sun-beam  ou  polluted  sod  ! 
The  man  who,  shedding  mortal  tears, 
Stands  in  the  waste  of  ripened  years, 
Looks  back  upon  the  taintless  bloom 
And  trembles  at  the  gaping  tomb ; 
The  innocent  light  that  round  thee  gleamed 
From  heaven's  slow-closing  portals  streamed  : 
Thrice  blest  —  oh  I  man !  —  when,  ope'd  once  more. 
They  hail  thy  wintry  journey  o'er! 
VOL.    XXX.  51 


Sottfc  y«*r»  wo  ft  skeleton  wju  41tdov«rwd  in  a  e«-»»  »t  Gibraltar,  ftpjNU**t>7  of  gr#»t  B£ 
fiiva  bsd  no  en**rnal  opening,  aod  wu  diaccr«r«d  bj  tfClJent.  In  qun  r 

High  on  a  moun  tain  -top  thy  tomb's  erected  ; 

A  gende*  hot  J  thee  in  its  hollow  splu 
A  thousand  glittering  amethyst*  reflected 

Thy  bald  and  flesh  less  form  while  resting  there, 
Until  a  prying  crow-bar  found  tbee  out, 
A  thing  geologtsta  may  talk  about. 

The  farthest  mile-stone  of  the  ancient  earth 
Has  been  thy  resting-place  for  ages  gone ; 

Around  one  of  the  pillars  of  old  SETii,t 

Perchance  the  ruins  of  a  world  were  thrown ; 

Guarding  and  veiling  deep  in  secret  there 

The  work  of  oue  who  was  of  earth  the  heir. 

Thou  scaffold  !  round  thee  grew  in  ancient  time 
A  man  wilh  hopes  and  fears  like  those  we  own ; 

What  a  left  of  lliee  ?     But  phosphorus  and  lime  — 
History  and  peiiod,  life  and  death,  unknown  ! 

All  vanished,  like  the  faith  thai  once  held  up 

Th*'  ponderous  heavens  upon  thy  mountain-top. 


You  could  instruct  us,  if  you  could  be  heard, 
About  the  motives  that  roused  Babel's  makers : 

Was  it  an  artificial  island  reared, 

To  hold  its  head  above  a  flood's  wild  breakers ; 

Kings  at  the  top,  lords  on  a  lower  stair. 

The  common  herd  below, no  matter  where? 

Or  was  it  but  a  '  light-house  of  the  sky/ 
On  Shinar'a  plain  ;  a  huge  observatory  ; 

Giving  a  wide  horizon  to  the  eye 
For  reading  astrologic  mystery, 

Or  watching  if  together  might  be  thrown 

A  cornet  sun  and  moon,  the  world  again  to  drown?  t 

Perchance  in  your  time,  in  menagerie. 

Some  specimens  of  Saurians  might  he  seen : 

A  sober  tnanmiotll  brushing  flies  away, 
Or  bat  gigantic  snapping  at  his  chain  ; 

We  Ve  not  your  sodlogic  observations, 

Or  they  might  save  us  from  some  new  translations. 


*  1  imvk  mppofetl  the  c  <  F>e  *  geoda,  though  in  feci  I  ha»e 

aster  aeen  ouft  luffer  tana  .1  lurgr  »Le1t 
f  The  pillar*  of  Smf,  tuppoMjd  10  Ij«v<?  <>uihuteil  ihr>  00 
J  A  conjunction  fuppoted  by  tone  to  have  cauied  the  flood,  by  muk mg  ma  esomMMU  •pnng-tide. 
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Get  Doctor  Bucklano  in  a  fixed  position, 

Not  dodging  in  and  out  hyena-caves ; 
They  Ml  help  us  know  if  we  've  the  last  edition 

Of  earth  !  —  or  if  re-bound  must  be  its  leaves ; 
If  new  Avatas  this  old  world  await, 
We  'd  best  be  Hindoos,  and  have  done  with  it* 

Would  that  but  half  the  tales  they  tell  were  true, 
Of  the  «  Bone  Liniment'  or  *  Tonic  Mixture ;' 

Of  *  Resurrection  Pills,'  thine,  blessed  Tomato, 
Of  half  the  infallibles  of  Doctor  Wistar; 

We  'd  make  you  take  from  Hades  back  your  journey, 

And  cross-examine  you  like  an  attorney  ! 

Earth  would  have  been  a  paradise  regained, 

If  Adam  but  Phrenology  had  known  ; 
Each  erring  bump  but  duly  have  restrained, 

And  sin  original  repressed  hi  bone  ; 
Earth  had  perchance  been  free  from  murder's  stain, 
Had  Eve  with  skill  compressed  the  head  of  Cain. 

You  lived  too  soon  :  a  coming  time  shall  see 

Mesmeric  spirits  round  obedient  float ; 
And  Death  go  limping  on  his  weary  way, 

Hurt  by  a  charge  of  homoepathic  shot ; 
And  happy  water-patients  thronging  gain 
The  fountains  that  De  Leon  sought  in  vain. 

Knew  you  Semarimis?     Far  as  the  Indian  Sea 
The  world  beneath  her  sceptre  low  bowed  down ; 

And  Catherine,  like  her  awful  cavalry, 
Swept  nations  into  death  before  her  frown: 

Now  her  halls  echo  to  the  lion's  tread, 

The  hyena  in  her  chamber  makes  his  bed. 

If  in  our  day  she  'd  lived  she  would  have  placed 

A  matron  wise  her  prisoners  to  o'erlook ; 
She  had  a  way  of  having  bumps  effaced, 

Not  phreno-surgical,  but  with  a  stroke. 
What  a  sublime  idea  is  this  to  grasp — 
To  fit  a  man  for  heaven  with  a  rasp  ! 

Old  skeleton !  you  cannot  answer  us, 

And  if  you  could,  't  would  be  of  little  use ; 

You  may  have  livod  and  died  among  a  race 
Whose  very  name  is  burled  in  the  dust ; 

No  matter  ;  wo  shall  soon  all  be  with  thee, 

And  all  of  all  be  known  in  vast  eternity  ! 

When  Pallas  stood  within  the  Parthenon, 

When  glorious  Athens  was  the  queen  of  Greece  ; 

Then  Plato  stood  at  eve  upon  thy  tomb, 
To  hear  the  hot  sun  hiss  in  western  seas ;  t 

Or  saw  in  his  bright  shadow  on  the  brine 

The  golden  walls  of  bright  Atlantis  shine. 


do  nut  know  if  the  Hindoo  A\at;is  iuvolvi'd  pliy»icul  a*  well  as  moral  changes  in  the  globe.    1 
supposed  the  former. 

ke  Plato,  (I  think  in  '  The  Republic,')  where  he  speaks  of  the  reports  that  at  times  the  Spa- 
Is  heard  the  sun  hiss  as  he  sank  into  the  sea. 
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You  may  have  died  a  fugitive,  afar 

From  Rome  ;  fleeing  the  pei-wecn tor's  flame, 

Kindled  by  Pope,  or  Pnjan  emperor, 

(Whose  worship,  faith  aud  idols  were  the  same  ;) 

Or  fierce  Eltaajc  may  have  put  you  down 

Into  a  cave,  and  walled  you  up  with  stone, 

Ages  will  mil  j  the  air  elaborate 

Food  from  our  bodies  for  the  flower  and  tree ; 
Our  frames  be  shipped  to  some  Australian  slate, 

Ground  for  bone-dust,  or  carved  for  ivory; 
The  land  we  lovre  and  honor  be  forgot, 
An  ophir  tost,  that  none  may  know  the  spot 

Where  then  do  souls  await  the  judgment-day? 

A  vapor  warm,  when  summer  fowl  fall  cold, 
Floating  upon  the  atmosphere,  are  they  ? 

Startling  the  Mends  ih^ir  shadowy  arms  enfold  ; 
Trying  to  whisper  in  temptation's  hour 
Of  the  true  refuge,  Cuaist  the  Conqueror? 

When  History  is  gray,  her  memory  lost, 

Hef  blurred  l>  aves  round  her  scattered  by  the  wind, 
If  asked  who  built  the  ruins  round  her  cast, 

We  Ml  give  some  answer  hard  lo  comprehend: 
Perchance  some  mumble  ol  Ibfl  An^lu -Saxon, 
Of  Cjesaa,  Charlemagne,  and  Geuerul  Jackson. 

How  carefully  her  scrap-book  would  be  scanned ! 

And  if  some  leaves  of  Alibon  they  'd  see, 
And  note  thtil  often-culled-for  British  band, 

VictVy  from  Bonai«aate  to  snatch  away, 
They'd  think  the  Greek  and  English  thousands  one — 
The  Duke  of  Yoait  mistake  for  Xenoimiun. 

Spain  *s  but  h  tomb  1  her  glory  buried  long, 

Galvanic  in  her  freedom's  motions  ho  ; 
Her  atlas  o*er  the  red- cross  flag  is  hung, 

A  jest  her  valor,  and  her  faith  a  lie  ; 
Her  *  Ne  Plus  Ultra'  band  dissevered  all. 
Her  columns  mined  and  tottering  to  their  fall. 

When  will  ware  cease  T  when  will  a  Sabbath-bell 
Be  formed  of  every  murder -dealing  gun  J 

Praises  to  Goo  from  every  valley  swell, 

Aud  Christian  spires  gleam  every  hill-top  on; 

And  gathered  to  the  moles  and  bats  alone, 

Crosses  aud  idols  are  together  thrown  7 

Then  shall  the  dove,  her  olive-branch  in  beak, 
Take  up  her  peaceful  flight  from  hill  lo  hill; 

When  soy  molar*  an  ploughs  I  he  field  t*hall  break, 
And  all  the  quiet  eurjli  around  is  still: 

And  tales  of  war  aud  blood  forgotten  be, 

Within  a  thousand  years  of  jubilee. 
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Village  Spring $,  Sept.  13, 1847. 

'  Why  do  you  not  have  a  well  near  at  hand,  instead  of  using 
water  from  the  spring  V  said  we  to  a  farmer  who  had  sent  his  boy 
some  thirty  rods  to  bring  us  a  cool  •  gourd  of  water,'  as  we  were 
returning  yesterday  from  a  squirrel  hunt. 

'  Because  we  can  always  see  what  is  at  the  bottom  of  the  spring, 
but  could  n't  do  so  if  we  had  a  well.' 

This  argument,  inadequate  as  it  seemed  to  us,  is  a  prevailing  one 
among  this  rural  population.  The  settlers  locate  their  buildings 
near  one  of  the  gushing  and  crystal  fountains  so  numerous  among 
the  many  hills.  On  this  account  not  half  of  the  dwellings  are  in 
sight  of  the  road  ;  and  this  sparsely-settled  region  appears  even 
more  desolate  than  it  really  is.  But  if  the  foot  of  the  stranger  sel- 
dom reaches  the  abode  of  these  secluded  people,  when  by  chance 
one  does  come,  he  is  welcomed  the  more  heartily ;  and  if  he  be  in- 
telligent and  communicative,  they  feel  that  they  are  amply  compen- 
sated for  their  hospitality.  Social  visits  are  more  frequent  than 
among  your  city  denizens,  and  almost  every  Saturday  afternoon  is 
set  apart  for  a  neighborhood  '  quilting,'  where  the  young  of  both 
sexes  are  equally  represented.  These  quiltings  present  an  odd  mix- 
ture of  rustic  gallantry,  garrulity  and  gossip  ;  but  as  every  thing  is 
said  and  done  under  the  watchful  supervision  of  one  or  more  obser- 
vant matrons,  we  give  them  our  hearty  approval.  We  wish  not  to 
be  recognized  among  those  who  would  strip  life  of  its  innocent 
pleasures,  and  rob  youth  of  those  harmless  fancies  and  cheerful 
gayeties  without  which  existence  would  be  but  a  gloomy  and  narrow 
pathway  to  the  tomb. 

We  had  indifferent  luck  in  finding  game,  as  the  '  harvest  of  the 
hunter'  does  not  arrive  till  November.  Meeting  with  a  bevy  of 
buzzards  we  for  the  first  time  yielded  to  the  temptation  of  shooting 
one.  He  tumbled  to  the  ground,  and  on  our  approach  began  to 
disgorge  freely  ;  a  customary  and  efficient  means  of  defence  ;  the 
malignant  odors  making  us  wish  for  the  idols'  noses  'that  smell  not.' 
By  driving  him  a  short  distance  we  exhausted  his  means  of  warfare, 
and  found  him  to  measure  six  feet  and  three  inches  across  the  wings. 
Soon  after  he  took  flight  and  joining  his  companions  doubtless  gave 
them  the  results  of  his  recent  experience.  These  black-coated  fel- 
lows are  the  scavengers  of  the  south,  and  frequent  the  skirts  of  the 
cities  to  feed  upon  the  putrid  carcasses.  They  never  prey  upon  live 
animals,  and  seem  to  abhor  every  thing  which  has  not  the  relish  of 
putrescence  and  the  flavor  of  death.     Having  large  wings,  they  bus- 
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tain  themselves  a  long  time  iu  the  air  without  apparent  effort,  moving 
round  each  other  in  concentric  circles.  At  last  the  few  who  com- 
prise (be  aristocracy  make  a  descent  upon  their  booty-,  When  they 
have  gorged  themselves  they  retire  to  a  large  tree,  and  the  subal- 
tern buzzards  hasten  to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  rlu  ir  plebeian  appe- 
tites. These  modem  harpies  are  numerous  in  every  state  south  of 
Maryland*  At  a  distance  they  resemble  the  turkey,  are  sluggish  in 
their  habits,  ant!  alone  of  southern  birds  are  not  vocal. 

The  celebrated  Mr*  Audubon,  who  is1  said  years  ago  to  have  tra- 
il this  region,  must  have  found  the  buzzard  one  of  the  least 
inspiring  subjects  of  his  pencil.  Genius,  we  are  told,  delights  in 
contrast ;  and  we  can  fancy  the  serene  countenance  of  the  great 
naturalist  when  turning  from  this  unsightly  cormorant  to  sketch  the 
graceful  and  agile  form  of  the  mocking-bird  pouring  forth  its  many 
voices  within  the  shady  dell,  or  the  gambols  of  the  turtle-dove  roll- 
ing its  carols  through  the  secret  forests.  We  can  see  him  clad  in 
his  uncouth  habit,  now  climbing  the  jagged  precipice  to  reach  the 
of  a  hawk,  now  dashing  through  a  pathless  thicket  of  cane- 
brake,  and  now  with  gun  and  apparatus  poised  upon  his  head  plough- 
ing the  waters  of  the  swollen  creek.  All  honor  to  the  man. 
glance  of  whose  eye  into  the  great  American  forest  has  revealed  to 
us  a  thousand  agreeable  forms  of  those  who 

•  Wino  their  way  aloup  tins  trackless  coait, 
Tho  ilaeart  and  UlimiLubia  air, 
Luue  wander  tug,  but  dot  lost." 

Our  hunt  of  yesterday  has  furnished  a  theme  for  another  para- 
graph. Insects  are  the  peculiar  scourge  of  this  as  well  as  other 
climates.  Sit  down  on  a  log,  and  a  gross  of  red-bugs,  of  a 
size  invisible  to  vulgar  eyes,  lay  the  foundation  of  as  many  ulcers. 
Go  among  the  bushes,  and  a  host  of  wood-ticks  bury  Lhemselvt 
your  Beth*  Venture  into  a  stable  or  forsaken  crib,  and  a  myriad  of 
fleas  are  waltzing  in  bigfa  glee  up  ami  down  the  legs  of  your  panta- 
loons. At  twilight  a  score  of  gentlemen  cock-roaches  enter  the  sit- 
OOffl.     They  are  usually  democratic  in  IN  1  lthms,  but  at 

this  hour  they  have  a  decided  }><  n<hattt  for  the  ladies,  whom  they 
sedulously  entertain  by  wantonly  alighting  upon  their  bosoms  and 
nestling  among  their  tresses.  Finally,  you  go  to  your  sleeping  room 
where  you  have  previously  fortified  your  bed  with  a  musquito  bar. 
You  carefully  deposit  yourself  within  your  muslin  tairanchmei 
perchance  you  are  now  free  from  farther  assault  ;  but  whenever  you 
awake  during  the  night,  you  hear  the  war-floug  of  your  iodefatifi 
enemy  valiantly  assail  log  every  outpost  of  v  >       Bull  the 

ravages  of  these  entomological  hosts  may  be  avoided.  The  red- 
bug  abounds  only  in  decayed  wood,  the  ih  as  iu  filth  and  rubbish, 
and  the  winged  insects  in  the  vicinity  of  stagnant  water. 

From  childhood  we  had  been  told  that  there  were  *  cords' of  snakes 
in  the  southern  country;  and  we  were  not  a  little  surprised,  during 
our  first  summer's  journey  of  five   hundred   miles,  to  notice   bi 
single  specimen.     The  oak  and  pine  lands  have  a  compact  soil,  af- 
fording few  hiding  places  for  reptiles  except  those  which  burrow; 
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and  hence  the  serpentine  race  of  late  years  have  been  nearly  anni- 
hilated by  their  inexorable  enemy,  the  hog.  No  matter  whether  a 
moccasin,  a  rattle,  or  a  fangless  black  snake  be  the  object  of  pursuit, 
the  swinish  hero  dashes  after  him  with  a  sort  of  Cossack  ferocity. 
If  his  snakeship  takes  refuge  in  the  top  of  a  bush  it  is  of  no  avail : 
the  pursuer,  making  a  regular  Cerro  Gordo  attack,  brings  down  the 
reptile,  snatches,  shakes,  and  devours  him  with  the  highest  relish. 
So  the  race  of  snakes  are  now  restricted  to  unfrequented  swamps 
and  retired  water-courses,  from  the  recesses  of  which  they  peep 
forth,  and  wonder  why  the  red  deer  has  given  place  to  thick-skinned 
and  voracious  swine. 

An  hour  after  dark  has  brought  us  to  our  home  at  the  Springs, 
where  during  our  absence  a  family  of  some  celebrity  from  Texas 
had  arrived  and  taken  lodgings.  The.  lady  boarders,  from  want  of 
other  excitement,  were  all  astir  with  the  incident.  Some  one  also 
had  brought  up  the  recent  papers,  the  first  we  have  seen  for  a  week  ; 
and  the  men  are  busy  in  despatching  the  Mexican  war  news,  the 
Liverpool  price  of  cotton,  the  ravages  of  the  canker-worm  on  the 
Mississippi  bottom  lands,  and  lastly  the  politics  of  the  day,  including 
several  '  no  party*  letters  from  General  Taylor.  The  mistress  of 
the  boarding  establishment  is  unusually  full  of  business. 

*  Clear  the  table,  Peggy ;  put  out  of  sight  that  ugly  water-bucket ; 
tell  Joe  to  bring  in  some  light-wood;  call  Wesley,  and  tell  him  I 
say  he  must  harness  the  gray  mare  and  bring  up  that  barrel  of  flour 
from  the  grocery ;  tell  Aberdeen  not  to  make  so  much  noise  in  the 
kitchen,  the  black  scoundrel  !' 

This  reminds  us,  of  what  perhaps  every  one  is  aware,  that  the 
slaves  have  no  family  or  surname,  but  simply  a  given  one,  after  the 
usage  of  the  patriarchal  era.  These  are  usually  given  them  by 
their  mothers.  They  are  generally  short;  the  abbreviation  of  the 
christian  names  most  frequent  among  the  white  population.  Often, 
however,  the  pride  of  the  mother  exhibits  itself  in  naming  her  off- 
spring after  distinguished  persons  ;  those  the  names  of  whom  she  has 
heard  most  frequently  and  deferentially  mentioned.  Hence  Wash- 
ington, Wesley,  Columbus  and  Newton,  with  the  more  ancient 
magnates,  Caesar,  Cato  and  Pompey,  are  enjoying  an  immortality, 
even  among  those  who  do  not  comprehend  their  distinctive  virtues. 

As  the  negroes  learn  nothing  from  books,  their  knowledge  of  the 
Bible  and  of  history,  even  among  the  most  intelligent,  is  extremely 
limited  and  imperfect,  abounding  in  odd  whims  and  strange  errors. 
We  once  attended  a  large  meeting  of  the  colored  people,  addressed 
by  a  colored  preacher,  who  of  course  could  neither  read  nor  write. 
It  was  his  custom  not  to  take  any  particular  passage  for  a  text,  but 
to  relate  some  incident  of  Scripture,  according  to  the  best  of  his 
recollection,  and  then  add  such  explanations  of  his  own  as  might 
occur  to  him.  On  this  occasion  he  selected  the  visit  of  Nicodemus, 
as  the  foundation  of  his  observations. 

'My  bred'ren,'  said  he,  ' dere  was  in  old  times  a  great  many 
preachers  on  de  'arth  who  went  about  'mong  de  people.  Many 
of  dem  was  white  preachers,  sech   as   Peter,  James   and  John. 
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Dere  was  also  a  great  many  colored  preachers,  and  de  greatest 
among  imm  all  was  de  nigger  Demus!1 

Another  arrival  at  the  Springs,  consisting  of  a  party  of  gamblers, 
or  '  spoilsmen, '  as  they  are  here  called.     These  men  are  cosmopo* 
lites,  hailing  from   any  part  of  the  world  they  think  it  advisable. 
They  reside  in  the  sea-ports  and  larger  towns  during  the  winter,  and 
in  summer  retire  to  the  villages  and  watering-places,  or  perhaps  to 
the  highlands  of  Tennessee  and  Kentucky,  to  mature  plans  for  the 
campaign  of  the  ensuing  winter.     Uur  first  observation  of  this  class 
of  men  was  in  one  of  the  larger  southern  towns*     There  were  about 
one  hundred  and  fifty  in  the  place,  mostly  trim,  well-dressed  fellows, 
some  wearing  embroidered  vestsand  checked  cravats,  with  rings  and 
jewelry  to  match,  and  others  in  the  plain  broad-cloth  garb  of  a  cler- 
gyman*    After  dinner  you  could  see  them  in  groups  upon  tbe 
walks  ;  or  if  the  weather  was  sunny,  lounging  at  the  front  window 
of  a  hot».d  or  confectionary,  watching  the  passers-by  from  their  safe 
and  luxurious  ambushment.     There  were  among  them  a  few  gray- 
headed  men,  and  now  and  then  a  beardless  youth,  but  the  majority 
were  in  the  prime  of  life.     They  were  usually  retired  and   uneom- 
munti  ihw  ifj  their  deportment ;  and  perhaps  our  imagination  led 
us  to  think  that  their  faces  wore  an  anxious,  ifll-at-ease  expression. 
Aside  from  its  immorality,  one  would   infer  that  the  vicissitudes  of 
such  a  life,  its  liability  to  he  reduced  to  the  extremities  of  want  and 
suffering,  would  occasion  its  votaries  much  inquietude.     It  is  said 
that  even  the  most  successful,  in  their  reflecting  moments,  deprecate 
their  course  of  life,  and  in  bitter  tones  lament  the  hour  they  yielded 
to  temptation.     If  there  be  no  want  of  sincerity  in  these  men,  there 
is  at  least  of  moral  energy.     We  are  aware  that  there  are  those 
who  attempt  to  throw  a  sort  of  heroic  interest  around  this  class  of 
free-booters,  and  who  would  fain  have  us  believe  that  their  other- 
wise spotless  characters  are  only  tarnished  by  a  habit  into  which  they 
nave  fallen  from  the  uncontrollable  force  of  circumstances.     There 
niay  be  those  among  them  who  have  been  '  more  sinned  against  than 
sinning;*  yet  it  is  nonsense  to  urge  the  plea  of  necessity  as  an 
apology  for  the  gambler,  in  a  country  where  there  is  a  continual  de- 
mand for  labor,  and  where  any  one  can  secure  a  comfortable  liveli- 
hood by  the  cultivation  of  the  soil.     A  dislike  of  manual  labor,  false 
pride,  and  a  love  of  the  excitement  of  a  crowd,  are  the  real  en 
which  make  men  gamblers.     To  be  convinced  of  this,  you  have  only 
to  trace  them  back  to  their  early  history.     A  large  proportion  of 
them  are  from  families  of  reputable  standing,  and  who  are  *  well  to 
do'  in  the  world;  but  from  a  not  unfrequent  error  of  parents,  the 
sons  have  been  raised  to  no  habits  of  industry,  and  are  under  no 
salutary  restrictions.     Tbey  have  grown  up  to  manhood  with  strong 
ungovernable  passions,  a  love  of  show  and  pleasure,  and  an  utter 
aversion  to  toil  and  systematic  effort.     At  length  their  patrimony 
fails,  and  they  are  thrown  upon  society  for  a  livelihood.     With  no 
discipline  of  mind  to  enable  them  to  engage  in  professional  life, 
and  having  no  qualifications  for  business,  where  shall  they  go  ? 
They  are  already  familiar  with  the  haunts  of  dissipation,  and  if  not 
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incipient '  sportsmen/  it  requires  few  if  any  allurements  to  make 
them  such. 

Let  us  not  be  understood  as  regarding  the  gambler  beyond  the 
pale  of  human  sympathy.  No  man,  but  One,  has  ever  yet  trod 
the  earth,  who  did  not  need  charity  more  than  justice,  in  the  judg- 
ments of  his  fellow  men  upon  him  and  his  actions.  It  is  our  duty 
to  judge  men,  when  we  venture  to  judge  them  at  all,  with  reference  to 
the  influences  and  associations  by  which  they  have  been  surrounded. 
Without  carrying  this  rule  to  the  false  length  which  would  find  an 
excuse  for  all  wrong  by  transferring  its  responsibility  to  others,  the 
most  rigid  moralist  will  not  refuse  to  soften  the  severity  of  the  cen- 
sure with  which  he  would  otherwise  visit  the  authors  of  human 
offences.  To  the  gambler  life  is  a  questionable  boon.  He  at  times 
must  be  conscious  that  he  is  suffering  a  brutal  debasement  of  the 
intellect  and  heart.  He  is  deprived  of  those  consolations  which 
sustain  others  amid  griefs  and  misfortunes.  Even  the  few  joys  he 
does  anticipate,  in  the  hour  of  their  fruition  become 

'Like  Dead  Sea  fruits  that  tempt  the  eye, 
But  turn  to  ashes  on  the  lip.'  Monadnock. 


FALLEN    BRAVE, 


feT    ■      CORT188    BINS. 


Afar,  the  stern  and  fallen  Brave 
Sleep  shroudless  in  the  gory  grave  ; 
The  rose  that  blushed  so  warm  and  red 
Upon  the  warrior's  cheek,  is  dead ; 
But  with  a  star-beam  many  a  name 
Is  graven  on  the  scroll  of  Fame  ! 

Where  grim  San  Juan  towers  on  high, 

And  Cerra  Gordo  flouts  the  sky, 

On  Palo- Alto's  gory  field, 

Where  Ringgold's  loud  artillery  pealed  ; 

They  braved  the  battle's  fiery  breath, 

And  sleep  the  dreamless  sleep  of  death  ! 

Toll,  toll  the  solemn  funeral  bell, 
Awake  the  echoes  with  their  knell, 
And  to  the  bending,  listening  sky 
Proclaim  how  Valor's  children  die, 
Amid  the  battle's  crash  and  din 
Bright  glory  for  their  land  to  win  ! 

Peace  to  their  bones,  that  crumbling  lie 
Beneath  a  burning  tropic  6ky ! 
They  cannot  hear  the  plaintive  wail 
Of  thousands  on  each  passing  gale, 
But  may  their  memories  brightly  rest 
Like  sunbeams  on  their  country's  breast ! 


Boston,  August,  1847. 
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And  the  people  round  him  pressing 
Brought  their  gifts  of  love  unsought ;    . 

And  the  stern  priest  gave  his  blessing 
For  the  good  thing  he  had  wrought 

Past  the  twilight ;  stars  were  burning 

O'er  them  in  the  azure  dome, 
When  they  led  him,  slowly  turning 

Toward  bis  far-off,  sunny  home. 

Fade  from  ears  those  numbers  slowly ; 

Ring  in  hearts  their  echoes  yet, 
As  the  pale  stars,  peaceful,  holy, 

Linger  when  the  sun  has  set  ,.  *.  ,. 

Cambridge,  Sept.,  1847. 


HUMAN     DESTINY, 

UPON     THE     THEATRE     OP      THE     AMERICAN     CONTINENT. 

Bl      R.     W.     BABKIXB,     A.     M. 


Recent  events,  by  reminding  our  nation  of  what  it  now  is,  seem 
well  calculated  to  invite  attention  to  what  it  is  hereafter  to  become ; 
in  other  words,  to  the  probable  destiny  which  awaits  us  as  a  people. 
As  that  destiny,  be  it  what  it  may,  is  to  be  wrought  out  by  our- 
selves, the  problem  is  thereby  rendered  one  of  far  higher  interest 
than  it  could  otherwise  become  ;  and  that  interest,  of  course,  is  all 
naturally  enough  directed  to  seeking  out  and  identifying  those  ele- 
ments which  are  at  once  to  fashion  that  destiny  and  to  determine  its 
direction.  The  anomalies  which  surround  various  groups  of  the 
human  family  upon  this  continent,  and  every  where  mingle  in  their 
history,  are  such,  that  no  progress  seems  attainable  in  the  research 
proposed,  without  going  back  in  the  history  of  our  race  for  a  start- 
ing-point that  shall  rid  us  of  these  difficulties.  This  point  is  readily 
indicated  to  us  by  the  relative  positions  which  the  various  races  of 
the  human  family  are  found  to  have  ever  maintained  in  regard  to 
each  other.  Though  differing  widely  one  from  another,  in  various 
respects,  both  mentally  and  physically,  yet  one  alone — namely,  the 
Caucasian  race — has  ever  risen,  intellectually,  far  above  each  and 
all  the  others,  and  has  constantly  led  the  way  in  all  that  is  truly 
great  of  human  production. 

We  are  aware  that  the  people  of  China  and  the  Hindoos,  who  do 
not  belong  to  this  race,  have  by  some  been  deemed  exceptions  to 
this  rule  ;  and  that  their  acquirements,  such  as  they  are,  have  been 
supposed  to  justify  this  distinction  in  their  favor.  The  supposition 
upon  its  face  is  a  plausible  one ;  but  it  fails  to  receive  support  from 
investigation.  The  total  want  of  progress  and  of  new  methods  in 
both  these  people  is  an  inexplicable  fact,  if  we  are  to  suppose  them 
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the  authors  of  what  they  now  possess  and  practice.  Mental  crea- 
tion is  not  a  unlly  so  characterised  ;  but  on  the  contrary,  whenever 
this  has  been  sufficient  To  carry  it  a  possessors  beyond  the  mere  pro- 
visions for  the  simple  necessities  of  a  rude  existence,  it  bat  been 
marked  by  p:  id  by  new  production.     When  therefore  we 

DOtfi  the  mental  and  mi  I  candid  oil  of  the  Chinese,  both  ad- 

vanced quite  beyond  the  rude  and  oral  we  have  indi- 

lT  or  consider  knowledge  which  has 

been  manifested   h\  fur  into  the  region  of 

modern  refined  as  1  then  n  t  neither  of  these  has 

evinced  the  least  progress  from   the  day  of  out  earliest   knowh 
of  them  ;  and  that  in  the  ease  of  the  Hindoos  many  of  their  mathe- 
i  nl  and  astronomical  methods  are  now  practised  arbitrarily,  and 
with  no  pretention  to  a  knowledge  of  the  principles  upon  which 
they  rest,  we  are  re  drawn  to  the  conclusion  that  both  these 

people  are  indented  to  sources  beyond  themselves  for  what  they 
thus  enjoy,  but  have  never  been  able  to  extend  or  improve. 

Half  a  century  since,  when  the  astronomical  tables  of  the  Hin- 
doos were  brought  to  Europe  by  the  French  missionaries,  and  pub- 
lished by  Bailly,  the  French  astronomer,  some  good  men  v. 
startled  lest  the  high  antiquity  claimed  for  these  should  infringe 
upon  established  beliefs,  Since  that  period,  however,  the  historical 
discoveries  of  the  Champnllton  school,  in  regard  to  ancient  Egypt, 
have  quieted  all  such  alarms  by  demonstratively  falsifying  the  chro- 
nological data  upon  which  they  were  founded,  and  extending  the 
reign  of  the  arts,  sciences  and  civilization  back  through  a  period  of 
time  so  vast  as  greatly  to  anticipate  the  epoch  claimed  for  the  tables 
in  question  ;  and  all  this  so  fortified  by  the  nature  of  the  discove- 
ries themselves,  as  to  silence  cavil  and  force  perfect  conviction. 

We  have  spoken  of  the  Caucasian  variety  of  the  human  family; 
and  wnatever  may  have  been  thought  or  believed  formerly  of  the 
origin   or  character  of  the  ann  ptians,  we  now  know  that 

they  belonged  to  this  race  ;  and  we  know  too  that  their  standard  of 
civilization  and  of  mental  culture  approached  much  nearer  to  our 
own  than  those  of  any  other  ancient  people  of  whom  we  are  so  in- 
structed as  to  speak.  We  canrmr  indeed  aver  that  civilization  and 
high  mental  en  lime  began  with  the  Iv/yptians;  but  since  the  dia- 
ries to  which  we  have  referred,  we  find  that  by  far  the  oldest 
of  both  these  of  which  we  have  obtained  any  knowledge,  belong  to 
Egyptians  and  to  Egypt*  Far  back,  in  the  distant  and  shadowy 
ages  of  the  past,  we  find  thia  people  in  the  use  of  a  language  I 
ing  no  resemblance  to  any  other  of  either  Asia  or  Africa.  In  the 
midst  of  all  these  Hie  Egyptian  language  stood  isolated  and  alone, 
without  origin  and  without  de  exhibiting  upon  imm 

monuments  the  high  antiquity  of  its  existence  throughout  the  whole 
valley  of  the  Nile,  It  was  there  in  use  throughout  all  the  duration 
of  the  Egjptian  empire  j  and  that  too  in  despite  of  the  successive 
and  violent  Invasions  of  r],  is,  the  Greeks  and  the  Unmans; 

not  to  mention  'the  JEthioplai  he  monuments  erected 

by  the  .'Ethiopian  princes,  both  in  Egypt  and  their  own  country, 


show  by  the  inscription*  which  cover  them  that  the  Egyptian  lan- 
guage, like  the  other  institutions  of  Egypt,  was  common  to  both 
countries.  The  inscribed  monuments  so  I  listing  from  two  hundred 
leagues  south  of  the  frontier*  of  Egypt  to  the  very  ruins  of  Alex- 
andria, all  bear  this  language  ;  and  all  those  who  have  profoundly 
studied  it,  concur  in  the  opinion  that  it  is  a  parent  language,  having 
bo  relations  with  any  other.  The  ancient  intercourse  of  the  He- 
brews, the  Assyrians,  and  the  Araks  with  Egypt,  readily  explains 
why  some  words  of  the  languages  of  these  people  should  be  found 
in  the  Egyptian,  and  also  why  Egyptian  words  have  in  some  in- 
stances been  introduced  into  the  idioms  of  these  several  people 
But  in  this,  as  in  all  similar  rases,  it  is  to  be  observed  that  the  most 
civilized  people  necessarily  exercise  the  greatest  influence,  and  that 
consequently  those  words  which  are  found  alike  in  the  Egyptian 
and  the  Hebrew  —  and  we  may  add,  in  the  Syriae,  the  Chaldean, 
and  the  Samaritan,  all  dialects  of  the  rich  Arab  family  —  were  pro- 
bably introduced  into  the  Hebrew  through  the  intercourse  between 
the  Israelites  and  the  Egyptians,  and  the  institutions  of  Moses, 
which  were  borrowed  from  the  Egyptian  sciences. 

The  Egyptian  language  is  an  exc.  ediugly  curious  and  peculiar 
one,  yet  it  was  regular  in  its  construction  and  powerful  in  a  high 
degree.  It  wai  written  essentially  different  From  modern  writing, 
since  it  employed  at  the  same  time,  in  the  same  text,  in  the  same 
phrase,  and  sometimes  in  the  same  word,  three  sorts  of  characters, 
namely,  figurative,  symbolic  and  phonetic  ;  while  the  present  usage 
of  the  civilized  world  is  confined  to  the  last,  or  alphabetic.  If  this 
should  at  first  sight  seem  a  cumbrous  defect,  we  must  not  forget 
that  it  had  its  advantages  too;  giving  powers  to  the  language,  and 
optional  diversity  in  the  employment  of  these  powers,  to  which 
purely  alphabetic  writing  can  never  attain.  The  date  of  its  origin 
of  course  we  cannot  know  ;  that  point  is  lost  in  the  shades  of  anti- 
quity;  hut  it  was  maintained  in  constant  use  some  four  thousand 
years  from  where  we  first  find  it;  and  it  was  at  that  first,  a  regular 
language,  of  which  Champollion  has  given  us  a  grammar  !  We 
may  add,  that  no  people  of  autujuiiy  made  so  constant  and  so 
varied  use  of  writing  as  these;  their  public  edifices  were  covered 
with  it,  and  their  ruins  are  still  daily  restoring  to  us  written  frag- 
ments of  the  public  customs  and  the  private  transactions  of  this 
highly  cultivated  people.  Nor  do  these  evidences  belong  to  the 
age  of  the  Greeks  or  the  Romans  ;  periods  that  we  are  accustomed 
to  consider  ancient*  At  Thebes,  portions  «>f  various  ruined  edifices 
are  recognizable  by  their  inscriptions  as  being  themselves  fragments 
of  anterior  erections,  and  they  have  been  employed  in  the  construc- 
tion of  the  edifices  of  which  they  now  form  part,  and  have  already 
occupied  their  present  secondary  position,  three  thousand  six  hun- 
dred years  1 

Where,  then,  in  the  annals  of  time,  is  the  true  source  of  these 
successive  generations  of  ruins  to  be  placed  ?  Coeval  with  this  an- 
tique and  profound  knowledge  of  regular  language,  and  partaking 
largely  of  the  same  mental  impulse,  was  the  high  development  of 
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the  arts,  sciences  anil  social  organization  for  which  these  Cauca- 
sians of  the  primitive  ages  were  so  remarkable.  The  art  of  pro- 
ducing glass  and  enamelled  works  in  all  their  variety  and  beauty, 
and  of  working  metals,  and  indeed  all  substances  employed  in 
these  and  the  other  useful  arts,  was  early  carried  to  great  perfection 
in  Egypt;  and  chemistry,  which  has  been  so  highly  perfected  at 
the  present  day  with  us,  was  not  only  practically  theirs  in  a  refined 
degree,  but  its  very  name,  as  we  now  employ  it,  has  come  to  us 
from  that  people,  being  derived  directly  from  the  ancient  name  of 
Egypt  itself,  which  was  ChimL  A  bare  inspection  of  what  time 
and  barbarism  have  left  us  of  the  labors  of  the  really  ancient 
Egyptians,  furnishes  an  extended  idea  of  the  astonishing  perfection 
of  Egyptian  industry,  which  so  well  knew  the  most  useful  as  the 
most  rare  inventions  of  the  arts,  numerous  centuries  prior  to  the 
times  to  which  present  Europe  assigns,  with  so  much  confidence, 
their  first  discovery.  The  construction  of  the  zodiac  and  the  divi- 
sion of  time  into  weeks  of  seven  days  each,  was  in  practice  by  this 
people  four  thousand  three  hundred  and  fifty  years  since,  at  which 
time  both  had  already  attained  the  sanction  of  time-honored  usages. 
This  division  of  time  into  weeks  is  one  of  the  most  ancient  ves- 
tiges of  civilization,  and  is  a  period  of  unequalled  certainty  ;  since, 
having  the  day  for  its  unit,  it  furnishes  data  for  all  computations  of 
time,  without  either  error  or  confusion.  The  national  calendar  of 
the  Egyptians,  though  defective,  was  so  from  design,  and  not  igno- 
rance. Their  civil  or  vague  year  was  of  three  hundred  and  sixty- 
five  days,  which  was  known  by  them  to  be  less  than  the  length  of 
the  true  solar  year ;  but  this  was  consecrated  by  their  religion* 
The  names  of  the  twelve  months  were  those  of  twelve  deii 
each  day,  and  each  part  of  the  day,  was  equally  under  especial 
protection.  This  fact  explains  the  long  use  of  a  civil  calendar  so 
imperfect;  for  the  use  of  this  vague  year  was  religiously  preser 
by  the  Egyptians,  because,  by  the  effeat  of  the  annual  retrograda- 
tion,  the  commencement  of  the  year  would  fall  nearly  one  day  later 
every  four  years  ;  and  thus,  in  a  known  series  of  years,  would  have 
occurred  upon  each  day  of  the  vague  year;  and  each  of  the  reli- 
gious festivals,  etc.,  attached  to  specific  days  of  this  vague  or  move- 
able year,  would  thus  fall  in  succession  during  the  same  series  upon 
each  day  also;  thus  consecrating  in  turn  all  the  days  of  the  year. 
But  this  people  well  knew  the  true  length  of  the  solar  year;  a  pe- 
riod which  the  moderns  had  such  vast  trouble  to  determine  ;  since 
they  knew  and  taught  that  fourteen  hundred  and  sixty. one  of  their 
vague  years  were  just  equal  to  fourteen  hundred  and  sixty  solar 
years.  In  that  period  of  time  they  knew  that  the  true  and  their 
Vague  year  always  began  together,  and  at  the  same  moment  of  ab- 
eolute  time.  This  period  they  named  Sot/iic,  from  their  name  of 
the  dog-star,  and  it  is  still  familiarly  known  to  all  astronomers. 
That  they  are  the  authors  of  this  period  is  shown  by  the  fact  that 
it  has  no  existence  except  in  connection  with  and  reference  to  their 
defective  year;  an  institution  which  every  Pharaoh  waB  upon  his 
coronation  especially  sworn  to  maintain ;  and  which,  from  proofs 


found  in  the  tombs  of  the  old  kings  of  Thebes,  we  know  to  have 
existed  in  Egypt  as  a  regular  institution  three  thousand  two  hun- 
dred and  eighty-five  years  before  the  Christian  era  ;  or  more  than 
five  thousand  one  hundred  years  prior  to  the  present  time. 

Inseparable  from  the  high  state  of  the  arts  and  sciences  of  the 
Egyptians  was  a  refined  and  extended  cultivation  of  letters.  In 
ages  which  elapsed  almost  before  we  are  accustomed  to  assume 
that  *  antiquity  began/  vast  libraries  were  theirs,  of  their  own  pro- 
duction, and  music  and  poetry  were  successfully  cultivated.  One 
entire  epic  poem  of  theirs  is  now  extant,  whose  present  age  ex- 
ceeds three  thousand  four  hundred  years. 

The  domestic  position  and  internal  relations  of  the  Egyptian 
people  were  such  as  comport  in  all  respects  with  the  culture  and 
the  intelligence  we  have  indicated.  The  government  was  a  monar- 
chy, but  distinctly  a  limited  one.  The  king  was  literally  the  first 
subject  of  the  law  ;  bis  will  was  subject  to  it,  controlled  by  it ; 
and  at  his  death,  each  Pharaoh  was  solemnly,  and  by  legal  provi- 
sion, adjudged  by  the  people,  before  his  entombment.  Not  was 
this  an  idle  ceremony  ;  there  still  exist  monuments  in  Egypt,  raised 
by  her  kings  during  their  reigns,  from  which  their  own  names  have 
since  been  obliterated,  in  pursuance  of  these  judgments  of  the  peo- 
ple. The  country  was  governed  by  fixed  and  written  laws,  and  its 
lands  were  held  by  written  deeds,  as  ours  now  are  ;  and  originals 
of  both  these  are  still  preserved  to  us,  Person  and  property  were 
fully  protected ;  all  knowledge  deemed  most  useful  and  necessary 
to  the  public  prosperity  was  carefully  sought  and  encouraged ;  po- 
lice regulations  were  carefully  and  successfully  perfected,  as  were 
all  the  civil  institutions.  That  which  modem  nations  have  disco- 
vered by  long  efforts,  Egypt  had  discovered  ages  before,  and  had 
made  of  such  discoveries  the  most  judicious  applications  for  her 
own  security  and  happiness. 

In  fact,  all  that  has  come  to  us  of  this  people  reveals  to  us  an 
almost  ever-varied  study  of  the  productions  of  nature,  and  a  re- 
markable advance  in  human  industry  ;  which,  at  periods  of  the  most 
remote  antiquity,  they  had  rendered  capahle  of  satisfying,  by  skill 
in  the  arts,  all  the  demands  of  a  civilization  and  a  social  condition 
very  analogous  to  our  own  at  the  present  day ;  and  these  affecting 
the  same  taste  for  the  same  enjoyments,  and  satisfied  by  the  same 
means ;  namely,  the  precious  metals,  rare  or  useful  animals,  the 
pomp  of  public  ceremonies;  eujoyments  rendered  noble  by  their 
means  and  their  object,  and  by  the  effect  of  that  conviction,  more 
noble  still,  which  exalts  prodigies  of  the  arts  in  the  general  estima- 
tion above  all  the  productions  of  nature,  We  may,  then,  without 
danger  of  well-founded  contradiction,  consider  Egypt,  in  its  civil, 
agricultural  and  industrial  splendor,  the  antique  type  of  the  civiliza- 
tion created,  enlarged  and  perfected  by  the  cultivation  of  intelli- 
gence, the  love  of  order,  the  respect  of  the  gods,  the  wisdom  of 
political  institutions,  the  power  of  the  laws,  the  sciences  and  of  all 
the  varied  knowledge  which  reflects  honor  upon  the  human  mind. 

The  direct  connection  of  the  foregoing  details  with  our  immediate 
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subject,  and  their  paramount  importance  to  its  elucidation,  will  at 
once  be  apprehended  when  it  is  considered  how  fully  and  entirely 
they  demonstrate  the  perfectly  marked  mental  distinctions  which 
separated  the  various  classes  of  the  human  family  in  ages  so  remote 
from  the  present  as  to  leave  no  room  for  question  that  these  are 
part  of  man's  nature,  and  not  the  result  of  modern  accident  or  cir- 
cumstance. The  Egyptians  well  knew  various  races  of  men,  and 
they  have  painted  and  sculptured  them  as  they  knew  them*  in  timet 
more  remote  than  are  reached  by  any  other  historical  evidence  iu 
our  possession.  Then,  again,  the  same  races  are  also  well  known 
to  us  now;  and  simple  comparison  is  sufficient  to  show  us  that  they 
are  severally  still  the  same  in  mental  peculiarity  and  condition,  and 
that  therefore  they  are  now,  in  these  respects,  to  the  world  just  what 
they  were  in  the  days  of  the  earliest  Pharaohs,  The  tombs  of  the 
kings  near  Thebes  have  furnished  us  with  the  representations  of 
different  races  of  men  who  were  known  BO  the  Egyptians. 

From  the  exactness  of  these  representations,  which  date  cer- 
tainly more  than  sixteen  hundred  years  before  the  Christian  era,  it 
is  demonstrated  that  at  that  epoch  the  Egyptians  well  knew  the  old 
continent,  the  different  races  which  inhabited  Europe,  Africa  and 
Asia,  and  particularly  the  principal  people  of  the  last  two  coun- 
tries. Protracted  wars  had  brought  Egypt  in  contact  with  much  of 
Africa  j  and  we  readily  distinguish  upon  the  Egyptian  monuments 
several  varieties  of  Negroes,  differing  from  each  other  by  the  same 
principal  traits  which  modern  travellers  have  also  pointed  out  as 
distinguishing  them,  either  in  regard  to  color,  or  other  differences 
no  leas  characteristic.  The  wars  of  Egypt  having  also  carried  her 
armies  into  Arabia,  and  against  the  great  empire  of  Assyria,  we 
should  thence  quite  naturally  expect  to  find  the  Arabs,  the  Assy- 
rians and  the  Medes  figured  upon  the  monuments  of  the  Egyptians  ; 
and  we  do  so  find  them  figured,  each  in  his  distinctive  character. 
The  Indians  too  appear  there,  no  less  perfectly ;  and  for  the  reason 
that  both  the  wars  and  the  commerce  of  Egypt  extended  to  the  land 
of  these  people.  They  knew  too  the  tonians,  and  consequently  the 
Greek  race,  whom  they  also  pictured  ;  and  finally  the  blonde  race 
of  Europe  was  also  known  to  and  figured  by  the  Egyptians  of  the 
times  anterior  to  the  wars  of  Troy  \  though  little  to  the  credit  of 
these  early  Europeans,  for  they  are  exhibited  on  the  monuments 
clothed  in  the  skins  of  wild  beasts,  with  the  hair  still  upon  them. 

The  Egyptians,  then,  in  the  most  remote  ages  of  antiquity,  knew 
these  various  people  well  \  and  with  the  exception  of  the  Cauca- 
sians, they  knew  them  just  as  we  now  know  them,  after  the  suc- 
cession of  so  many  ages.  They  were  than,  both  socially  and  men- 
tally, just  what  they  are  now  ;  nor  have  they,  through  all  these 
intervening  centuries,  produced  any  thing,  either  for  themselves  or 
for  the  world,  which  they  did  not  equally  produce  then.  The 
Egyptians,  too,  vanquished  and  dominated  these  various  races,  just 
as  the  Caucasians  of  the  present  day  do,  and  as  the  same  race  ever 
has.  To  the  ancient  Caucasian-Egyptian  belonged  arts,  sciences, 
refinement,  wealth,  luxury  and  power ;    and  these  he  created  for 


himself.  Succeeding  ages  mixed  his  blood  with  others  j  and  with 
successive  mental  deteriorations  TC^ypt  fell,  and  was  trodden  under 
foot  by  the  'impure  foreigner/  while  the  seat  of  civilization  and 
of  empire  passed  to  other  climes.  But — and  this  u  the  lesson  hy 
which  we  should  never  cease  to  profit — though  all  these  thus  passed 
to  others,  yet  they  did  not  pass  to,  or  fix  their  abode  with,  any  of  the 
inferior  races,  but  remained,  and  still  do  remain,  with  the  Caucasian 
alone. 

Having  seen,  then,  that  the  various  races  of  the  human  family 
were  as  distinct  in  their  characters  and  capabilities  from  four  to  five 
thousand  years  ago  as  they  are  at  present,  and  that  one  of  these 
races  has  always  exhibited  great  mental  superiority,  and  conse- 
quently control,  over  each  and  every  of  the  other,  we  are  prepared 
with  reliable  data  upon  which  to  base  rational  foresight  of  the  des- 
tiny of  humanity  upon  the  American  continent. 

We  have  seen  the  Caucasian-European,  in  his  rude  habit  of 
skins,  gazing  with  wonder  upon  the  riches  and  the  splendor  of 
Egyptian  civilization  ;  and  we  have  seen  him  in  the  course  of  ages 
emerge  from  this  barbarism,  reject  his  covering  of  skins,  and  as- 
sume that  position  in  tire  world  which  the  refined  Egyptian  so  long 
maintained.  From  Europe  the  Caucasian  made  his  way  to  this 
continent ;  first  to  discover,  and  then  to  people  it.  Almost  every 
where  the  land  was  found  occupied  by  men  ;  and  these  were  of 
different  races,  varying  in  their  degrees  of  capability  from  those 
who  had  made  considerable  approaches  to  civilization,  properly  so 
called,  downward  to  the  miserable  Carib,  who  lacked  the  capacity 
to  provide  himself  with  even  a  rude  hut  to  shelter  his  person  from 
the  elements.  Farther  research  llao  showed  that  in  parts  of  this 
continent  were  remaining  the  works  of  other  and  unknown  men, 
who  had  disappeared,  and  whose  successors  could  give  no  intima- 
tion either  of  their  origin  or  their  fate.  But  neither  any  of  the  then 
existing  occupants,  nor,  so  far  as  can  be  known,  any  of  those  whose 
remaining  works  attested  their  former  presence,  were  Caucasians ; 
and  consequently  no  evidences  of  such  civilization  as  belongs  to 
that  race  were  met  with  hi 

Europe  having  discovered  the  new  world,  resolved  to  people  it ; 
and  colonies  or  settlements  from  three  different  European  powers  al- 
ly commenced  the  Caucasian  rule  of  the  Western 
hemisphere.  All  these  were  virtually  Caucasians,  and  alt  brought  with 
them  the  predominant  characteristics  of  that  race.  The  Spaniards 
entered  npon  the  South,  and  the  French  came  into  Canada  on  the 
North,  while  our  immediate  ancestor!  peopled  various  portions  of 
the  original  'thirteen'  of  these  United  States,  Here  as  everywhere, 
before  the  superiority  of  the  Caucasian  race  was  manifest,  at  first 
interview,  and  the  domination  inseparable  from  that  superiority 
necessarily  and  quickly  followed.  The  policy  adopted  and  pursued 
by  these  colonies  was  different  ;  and  perhaps  little  or  nothing  was 
then  thought  of  the  momentous  Consequence!  which  were  to  rlow 
iiom  a  circumstance  apparently  so  slight ;  or  more  probably  it  may 
have  been  want  of  knowledge,  rather  than  of  thought,  which  then 
vol.  xxx-  53 
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caused  to  he  neglected  the  all-important  contingent  which  really  in- 
volved the  ultimate  fate  of  this  continent.  The  policy  to  which  we 
have  adverted  was,  with  the  Spanish  and  the  French,  the  same. 
They  had  not  to  deal  with  the  same  races  ;  but  disregarding  the  les- 
bous  of  all  past  experience,  they  both  sought  to  mix  their  blood  with 
that  of  the  natives,  and  thus  to  absorb  those  people  into  the  new 
society  they  were  about  to  institute. 

With  our  fathers,  on  the  contrary,  the  opposite  policy  obtained. 
*  The  Goths,  the  common  ancestors  of  the  inhabitants  of  North- 
western Europe,  are  the  noblest  branch  of  the  Caucasian  race.  We 
are  their  children,  It  was  the  spirit  of  the  Goth  that  guided  the 
May  Flower  across  the  trackless  ocean  ;  the  blood  of  the  Goth  that 
flowed  at  Bunker's  Hill/*  Sternly  did  these  men  put  far  from  them 
all  thoughts  of  such  mingling  of  the  races  :  they  saw  and  felt  the 
native's  inferiority,  and  they  spurned  that  alliance  by  which,  though 
the  posterity  of  the  Indians  would  be  partially  exalted  in  the  human 
scale,  yet  their  own  must  be  equally  abased.  These  opposite  poli- 
cies have  now  begun,  each  to  produce  its  legitimate  results.  The 
mixed  race,  the  *Boi$  Bruk*  which  has  sprung  from  the  connexion 
of  the  French  with  the  Northern  Indians,  is  represented  in  all  its 
nothingness,  by  the  thriftless  packmen  of  the  Fur  Companies; 
while  the  Spanish  experiment  with  a  different  race  has  inflicted 
upon  the  world  the  miserable  Mexican,  and  still  farther  south  other 
hybrids,  in  no  respect  more  promising.  Contrasted  with  the  result 
of  these  human  adulterations,  the  proud  and  glorious  experiment  of 
our  fathers  stands  nobly  forth  in  bold  and  imposing  reality.  The 
descendants  of  those  fathers  are  Goths  still ;  and  by  maintaining 
the  distinctive  features  of  that  branch  of  the  Caucasian  family,  what 
may  they  not  yet  accomplish  1  In  a  brief  half  century  these 
descendants  have  risen  from  dependent  colonies  to  the  rank  and 
position  of  one  of  the  first  powers  of  the  civilized  world ;  and  yet 
their  career  is  but  just  now  commenced.  They  have  done  this,  not 
from  fortuitous  circumstances,  but  through  that  active  and  predomi- 
nant energy  which  gives  prompt  reality  to  their  sound  and  constantly 
matured  resolves.  This  practice  of  resolves,  and  this  predominent 
energy,  are  still  as  active  and  efficient  as  ever  i  their  very  essence 
is  that  progress  which  knows  no  cessation  and  brooks  no  delay. 

Nothing  is  more  certain  than  that  we  owe  all  we  are  as  a  nation, 
and  all  we  can  ever  rationally  hope  to  be,  to  the  preservation  of  our 
race  from  that  commingling  with  others  which  has  multiplied  degene- 
rate thousands  upon  the  earth,  who  can  only  live  ignobly  and  inglo- 
riously  pass  away.  Before  this  policy  of  ours  the  inferior  native 
will  eventually  disappear  from  the  earth  :  and  yet  the  French  and 
Spanish  result  is  no  better,  but  mther  worse*  The  hybrid  fruits  of 
that  policy  may  prolong  the  blood  of  the  weak  side  of  their  ancestry 
more  years  upon  the  earth  ;  but  these  are  doomed,  like  all  of  their 
kind,  to  live  without  just  renown;  and,  in  the  economy  of  Nature, 
they  must  no  less  succumb  at  last  to  that  Caucasian  superiority 
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which  they  can  never  even  strive  to  equal;  and  so  must  finally  pass 
away,  leaving  no  memorial  of  greatness  ;  no  useful  bequests  to  those 
who  shall  come  after  them.  In  either  case  then,  the  result  must  be 
the  same  :  in  either  the  Caucasian  Goth  will  find  his  energies  con- 
stantly carrying  him  forward,  steadily  overcoming  resistance  in  all 
the  forms  in  which  it  may  present;  displacing  tribe  after  tribe  of 
each  and  all  the  inferior  races,  and  substituting  his  own  more  per- 
fectly organized  society  for  that  which  he  has  caused  to  disappear, 
until  he  finally  crowns  his  efforts  in  the  universal  possession  and 
political  dominion  of  the  entire  continent  which  he  inhabits. 
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Fair  Scotia's  mountains,  wild  and  blue, 
That  whisper  to  the  listening  skies, 

And  through  their  veil  with  rapture  view 
The  domes  of  heaven  beyond  them  rite : 

Fair  land,  that  long  hath  lain  at  rest, 
Like  bark  becalmed  upon  the  sea, 

With  sunbeams  sleeping  on  thy  breast, 
Awake  !  I  strike  the  lyre  for  thee ! 

Unhappy  Mary  !  how  thy  sun 
Was  ever  clouded  o'er  with  gloom  ; 

Thou  wert  a  fated,  stricken  one, 
From  cradle  to  the  tomb. 

Like  withered  leaves,  when  storms  are  rife, 
The  few  whose  hearts  were  all  thine  own 

Fell  blasted  from  the  tree  of  life, 
And  left  thee  in  the  world  alone. 

Each  fragrant  rose  of  flowery  June 
For  mirror  to  thy  cheek  did  fly, 

But  quickly  held  with  grief  commune, 
And  waned  like  tints  from  morning  sky. 

And  he,  the  young,  the  fair  and  brave, 

Who  shared  life's  early  joys  with  thee, 
Was  swept  beneath  Fate's  rolling  wave, 
.  Like  vessel  'neath  a  wintry  sea. 

'T  was  evening,  and  the  rising  moon 
Was  peering  through  the  silver'd  trees, 

And  on  the  gorgeous  lowers  of  June, 
That  bowed  to  greet  the  passing  breeze : 
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The  nightingale  with  joyous  song 
Soared  gaily  through  the  fragrant  air, 

And  seraphs,  as  they  passed  nloug, 
Oft  paused  to  gaze  on  scene  so  fair. 

Within  a  castle,  worn  and  gray, 

Sat  Scotia's  fair  and  peerless  Queen, 

And  turned  her  eye  wbere  sleeping  lay 
The  landscape  'neath  its  mantle  green. 

Her  thoughts  were  distant,  far  away, 
Upon  the  vine-wreathed  hills  of  France, 

Where  blue  the  winding  waters  stray, 
And  in  the  sunlight  leap  and  dance. 

Ami  then  she  thought  of  him  who  came 

Willi  her  athwart  the  furrowed  main, 
Within  whose  breast  a  quenchless  flame 

Her  glance  had  lit,  that  ne'er  could  wane- 
Then  kneeling  down,  she  prayed  that  He 

Whoso  smile  can  soothe  the  tortured  heart 
Might  set  the  weary  captive  freo, 

And  bid  his  every  grief  depart. 

O,  never  do  the  angels  gaie 
On  earth,  aud  sing  eo  sweet  a  strain, 

As  when  a  beauteous  woman  prays 
For  one  who  loves  and  loves  in  vain  ! 


She  paused  ;  her  tears  fell  fast  and  warm, 
Like  rain-drops  from  the  drooping  dower, 

That  trembles  in  the  summer  storm 
Which  clouds  the  golden  noon-tide  hour. 

She  heard  a  rustling  by  her  side, 
Her  lover  through  the  curtains  crept, 

And  though  with  firmness  oft  denied, 
Thus  urged  his  suit,  while  Mary  wept : 

'  Sweet  Queen  !  sweel  M*nv  !  hy  the  day* 
We  spent  beside  the  winding  Seine, 

By  every  food  endearing  gaze 

Of  thine  my  memory  love 8  to  glean: 

When  hand  in  hand  we  used  to  stray 
At  eve,  and  through  the  western  sky 

Behold  the  colors  bright  and  gay 
Of  angel's  pinions  soaring  by : 

By  all  the  memories  treasured  up 
In  joyous  youth's  impassioned  day. 

Like  flowers  to  wreath  life's  bitter  cup, 
I  pray  thee  spurn  me  not  away  !* 

She  rose,  majestic,  firm  and  tall ; 

The  Woman  was  no  longer  there; 
The  moon -beams  cost  upou  the  wall 

Her  queenly  form  and  features  fair. 
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Sternly  she  spoke  :  '  I  spurn  thee  hence, 

Thou  vile  and  craveu-hearted  thing! 
Has  Mary  Stuart  no  defence 

To  shield  her  from  the  adder's  sting? 

*  Intruder  on  my  sacred  hours, 

Durst  thou  insult  thy  country's  Queen  ? 
Help  !  help !  my  guards !  dishonor  lowers ! 
Haste !  save  me  from  yon  dastard  mean !' 

Instant  the  hall  was  filled  with  light, 
And  hosts  came  thronging  at  the  call ; 

Tall  mailed  forms,  with  weapous  bright, 
The  hapless  lover  held  in  thrall : 

Who,  undismayed,  returned  the  glance 

Of  scorn  and  anger  on  him  cast, 
And  then,  like  one  in  slumb'rous  trance, 

On  Mart  Stuart  gazed  his  last. 

•  Mart,  farewell !  a  long  adieu ; 

My  fondest  wish  on  earth  is  crowned : 
'T  is  sweet  to  die,  condemned  by  you, 
And  sleep  within  the  mouldering  ground. 

When  Autumn  pales  the  summer  flower, 

One  boon  from  thee  alone  I  crave : 
Come  thou  at  sunset's  yellow  hour, 

And  gaze  upon  my  lonely  grave !' 

As  broke  the  mists  of  morn  away, 

A  hundred  bells  rang  loud  aud  clear 
From  out  their  turrets  old  and  gray, 

The  death-peal  of  De  Chastelaer. 

He  died  as  brave  men  ever  die, 

And  like  a  lover  fond  and  true, 
His  latest  words  were,  with  a  sigh, 

'  'T  is  sweet,  fair  Queen,  to  die  for  you !' 

He  perished,  and  the  thirsty  earth 

Was  by  his  ebbing  life-blood  stained ; 
And  Mart  knew  and  prized  his  worth, 

For  he  within  her  heart  had  reigned. 

He  was  her  first,  her  only  love, 

The  only  star  in  all  her  sky, 
And  bleeding  fell  like  stricken  dove, 

By  erring  marksman  doomed  to  die  ! 

And  she  —  misguided,  fated  one  !  — 

In  sorrow's  bleak  and  sombre  night 
Wept  o'er  the  deed  so  rashly  done, 

Till  dim  that  glance  so  wild  and  bright. 

Yes,  though  the  Queen  might  net  forget, 

The  wretched  Woman  did  forgive, 
And  many  a  lonely  hour  regret 

De  Chastelaer  had  ceased  to  live.  E,  cubtw.  a»i. 
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CRIB  BIN  US     OF     LAURENCE     STERNE. 


MT     *M      ifiDTLI     TO    TBI    X6ITOB, 


Dear  Knick  :  A  few  days  ago,  I  secured  a  prize  in  the  book  way; 
a  copy  of  a  work  of  which  the  title  proceeds  in  this  wise  :  '  Illus- 
trations of  Sterne,  and  other  Essays  and  Verses ;  by  John  Ferriar, 
M.  IV  It  is  comprised  in  two  duodecimo  volumes  ;  and  I  never 
be  tore  had  the  good  fortune  to  fall  in  with  it  Its  existence  how- 
ever was  known  to  me,  and  I  had  formed  an  estimate  of  its  value 
from  the  allusion  made  to  it  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  in  his  sketch  of 
the  life  of  Sterne  : 

■J*  *a  proceed  to  Look  mora  closelj  into  the  manner  af  composition  which  STKAKX  thought 
proper  to  adopt,  we  find  a  *ura  guide  in  the  ingenious  Doctor  FciUMAH>of  Manchester,  who  witb  the 
most  ■iueulnr  potioace  has  traced  our  author  through  the  hidden  sources  wheuce  be  borrowed 
most  of  Diet  learning,  and  nmpy  of  hit  more  striking  and  peculiar  expressions/ 

Surprised  and  gratified  in  the  perusal,  and  anxious  that  others 
should  participate  in  my  enjoyment,  I  determined  to  make  a  few 
extracts  for  the  Knickerbocker  ;  but  upon  turning  to  Scott's  essay, 
I  found  that  in  his  own  masterly  way  he  had  judiciously  selected  the 
more  interesting  and  striking  parts  from  these  volumes  ;  and  recol- 
lecting the  universal  familarity  with  Scott's  writings,  it  seemed  to 
me  useless  to  bring  them  to  your  notice.  Still  I  could  not  forbear 
gleaning  here  and  there  a  something  which  had  been  omitted,  per- 
haps wisely,  and  having  done  this,  you  are  now  presented  with  an 
account  of  these  volumes,  and  a  tew  extracts  from  them. 

The  first  edition  of  the  work,  of  which  the  second  is  now  before 
me,  was  published  in  1798,  and  from  the  remarks  of  the  author  on 
the  effect  produced  in  the  public  mind  by  the  successive  volumes  of 
1  Tristram  Shandy/  published  from  1758  to  '67,  and  by  the  *  Senti- 
mental Journey/  published  in  1768,  it  is  to  be  presumed  that  he  was 
their  contemporary.  In  his  advertisement  to  the  first  edition,  the 
author  says  :  *  A  part  of  the  comments  on  Sterne,  which  were  pub- 
lished some  years  ago,  has  been  incorporated  with  these  Illustra- 
tions ;'  and  in  his  first  chapter  he  mentions  f  having  published  some 
desultory  remarks  on  the  writings  of  Sterne  many  years  ago.1  Our 
author  speaks  understanding^,  when  he  tells  us  of  the  *  perplexity* 
and  '  admiration'  which  invaded  the  public  on  the  appearance  of  the 
earlier  volumes  of  '  Tristram  Shandy/  singular  as  they  were  in  style, 
quaint  in  humor,  erudite  as  they  proved  their  author,  and  indulging 
in  allusions,  which  though  not  gross,  were  not  usually  found  in 
writings  intended  to  be  perused  by  educated  and  refined  persons. 

The  models  from  which  Sterne  had  copied  and  the  sources  of 
much  that  he  so  successfully  passed  off  as  original,  had  been  long 
neglected,  and  by  the  world  at  large  forgotten ;  and  with  this  ad- 
vantage he  enjoyed  a  reputation  for  originality  to  which  he  was  by 
no  means  entitled.     He  had  become  Familiar  with  the  work*  of 


Rabelais,  then  but  slightly  known  to  English  readers,  and  even  now, 
says  Scott,  *  much  less  read  than  spoken  of';*  and  this  example  is 
doubtless  the  proximate  cruise  of  •Tristram  Shandy.' 

But  Doctor  Ferriar  was  not  content  with  this  discovery*  Having 
once  commenced  the  investigation,  materials  increased  on  his  hands  j 
and  a  book  entitled  *Moytn  de  Parvewir*  written  by  Beroalde,  Sieur 
de  Verville,  a  canon  of  the  Cathedral  of  Tours,  published  in  1599t 
on  examination,  was  found  to  have  contributed  largely;  la  book 
disgusting  by  its  grossness  but  extremely  curious  from  the  striking 
pictures  which  it  offers  of  the  manners  nm]  knowledge  of  the  age/ 

To  this  author  Doctor  Ferriar  traces  Mr*  Shandy's  repartee  to 
Gbadiah,  when  the  mule  was  the  subject  of  conversation,  and  finds 
*  all  the  abruptness  and  quickness  of  transition  which  Sterne  was 
so  fond  of  assuming;'  yet  the  critic  hesitates*  and  still  perhaps  in- 
clined not  to  judge  harshly  in  a  doubtful  case,  he  fails  to  assert 
what  was  soon  proved  by  conclusive  evidence.  It  is  interesting  to 
perceive,  that  while  he  thus  paused  in  his  first  edition,  on  the  publi- 
cation of  the  second  he  had  attained  a  certainty  in  place  of  hesita- 
ting conjecture.  He  now  says  :  *  This  doubt  is  now  completely 
removed  by  a  copy  of  '  Moyen  de  Parvenir*,  which  I  received  from 
Mr.  Heber.  The  blank  leaf  contains  Sterne's  autograph,  *L,  Sterne, 
a  Paris :  8  Licres  ;'  and  the  book,  as  Mr.  Heher  observed,  bears  evi- 
dent marks  of  having  been  frequently  turned  over.' 

Theodore  Agrippa  D'Aubigne,  an  historian  and  a  satirist,  who 
chronicled  the  events  of  his  time,  and  with  unsparing  wit  ridiculed 
the  frivolities,  the  vices  and  the  hypocrisy  of  the  day,  also  furnished 
a  part.  There  maybe  found  the  origin  of  the  scene  with  the  Pied- 
montese  Lady  in  the  '  Sentimental  Journey/  and  of  the  singular 
mode  in  which  Sterne  commenced  many  of  fail  sermons.  In  illus- 
tration of  this,  the  following  instance  is  presented  of  a  clergyman 
who  began  a  sermon  thus:  'Par  la  vertu   m  rt  de 

Dieu,  par  la  chair  de  Dieu,  par  le  sang  de  Dieu ;  and  added, 
after  a  long  pause,  lnous  sommes  saurez  ft  dtlivrez  de  Fenfer.*  In 
passing,  our  author  vindicates  Sterne  from  ■  charge  of  plagiarising 
from  the  History  of  Friar  Gerund,  a  book  intended  to  ridicule  the 
absurdities  of  the  itinerant  Spanish  preachers,  but  which  k  appears 
was  published  in  Spain  simultaneously  with  the  first  two  volumes 
of  Shandy  in  England* 

It  is  somewhat  remarkable  that  Sterne,  in  earring  on  so  extensive 
a  deception,  should  have  so  far  forgotten  himself  as  to  have  afforded 
in  the  pages  of  his  work  any  clue  to  the  authors  to  whom  he  was  so 
largely  indebted.  Yet  our  indefatigable  investigator  was  induced, 
by  the  information  that  *  Bouchet's  Evening  Conferences*  were  found 
in  the  Shandean  library,  to  endeavor  to  find  this  *  extremely  scarce 
volume.1  It  seema  loQg  to  have  eluded  the  researches  of  himself 
and  friends.  Bo6k~co) lectors  and  antiquarians  were  ignorant  of  its 
existence.  At  length  a  friend  discovered  and  procured  an  odd  vo- 
lume for  his  use;  and  what  is  still  m  uhir.  there  was  'great 
reason  to  believe  that  it  was  in  the  Smltqn  library  some  years  ago/ 
This  doubtless  was  a  volume  over  which  Sterne  liimself  had  pored, 
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as  that  library  hud  been  the  property  of  (Sterne's  Eugenius)  John 
Hall  Stevenson ,  Esq.,  of  Skelton  Castle, 

1  The  Serees  of  Bouchet  consist  of  a  set  of  regular  conversations, 
held,  as  the  title  implies,  in  the  evening,  generally  during  supper, 
and  may  be  regarded  as  teaiHMSripta  of  the  prttt  soupers  of  thai  agfe. 
A  subject  of  discussion  is  proposed  each  evening,  generally  by  the 
host,  and  it  is  treated  characteristically,  with  a  mixture  of  great 
knowledge  and  light  humor.'  Here  our  author  thinks  may  be  found 
the  prototypes  of  the  characters  whose  thoughts  and  actions  are 
recorded  on  the  pages  of  '  Tristram/  Here  is  found  the  man  of 
ancient  theory  and  musty  learning,  (the  elder  Shandy  ;)  here  the  sol- 
dier '  who  shouldered  his  crutch  and  shott  fields  were  w 
antl  the  physician,  whose  *  little  learning  was  a  dangerous  thing.'  In 
fact,  Sterne  seems  to  have  made  this  book  his  study  and  to  have 
drawn  freely  from  its  amusing  pages,  trusting  to  memory  even,  for 
his  extracts.  In  one  of  the  Serth^  the  question  is  asked  why 
negroes  are  flat-nosed,  and  here  is  the  foundation  of  the  subject  of 
in  Tristram. 

But  to  leave  a  work  which  is  clearly  the  foundation  on  which  Sterne 
has  built,  we  find  still  more  behind. 

1 '  Thk re  arc  nut  three  Rrue-Hcuiubillea  in  Christendom,*  said  tho  stall- man,  '  except  what  *n 
chanted  up  iu  the  libraries  of  ih«  curiouj." 

doWfl  lha  DM  k  a<a  liphtEiiftpr;   took  Bru«cnmhille  into  nil  bosom; 

hied  heme  Tram  PicadiMy  lo  Colt-rum -street  with  it  e«  he  would  tmvo  hied  humn  with  *  treasure, 
without  taking  hi»  hand  ofl   oucfl  from  Brutcatabdl®  all  tho  way.' 

Long  before  Mr.  Shandy  added  this  treasure  to  his  library,  it  had 
doubtless  rested  on  the  Skelton  shelves,  This  writer  and  another, 
Tabarin  by  twnef  had  given  their  lucubrations  to  the  world  during 
the  reign  t>f  Louis  the  Thirteenth  ;  and  Dr  Ferriar  finds  that  they 
paid  large  tribute  to  Sterne  ;  a  just  recompense,  perhaps,  for  filch* 
ing  with  no  moderate  hand  from  *  Moyen  de  Parvenir** 

Accidentally  it  was  discovered  that  another  humorist,  Scarron, 
had  furnished  a  story  for  the  '  Sentimental  Journey;1  and  the  chap* 
the  Dwarf — improved  iu  the  transplanting,  it  is  true,  but  still 
;ime  —  is  drawn  from  his  pages.     Sterne  had  a  taste  sup* 
to  hi*  original  j  and  where  that  was  weak  and  faulty,  he  added,  im- 
proved and  strengthened. 

There  is  some  doubt  whether  Sterne  is  indebted  to  *  An  E* 
tmp&rd  thi  Thettrij  of  the  Jktdligibfo  World,  A/y  Gabriel  John,"  for 
any  j>:>  rt  of  bit  productions,  although  a  great  similarity  is  found  to 
between  them.  It  is  perhaps  however  tbe  better  opinion  that 
Sterne  and  Gabriel  John  both  stole  from  the  same  source,  Swift** 
*  Tale  of  a  Tub/ and  that  their  resemblance  arises  from  this  cause. 
But  we  may  concede  to  Gabriel  the  merit  of  surprising  originality 
in   covering   pages   with   dashes;   and   hence  the  marbled    | 

bene  Dr.  Ferriar  m  disposed  to  be  the  champion  of 

te,  and  to  deny  his  obligation  to  so  unworthy  a  source.     He 

eondooet  this  imitation  to  be  doubtful,  premising  that  *  Sterne  may 

Hawed   to  have  possessed  .sufficient   genitn  to  extend   oue  of 

Swift'i  hiatus  over  a  whole  leaf,  without  the  aid  of  our  anonymous 

writer.1 


Leaving,  however,  these  now  almost  forgotten  writers,  whose  wit 
and  whose  philosophy  are  alike  tinned  with  a  sombre  hue,  whose 
volumes  have  already  or  are  destined  soon  to  pass  into  oblivion  ; 
and,  if  we  except  Rabelais,  interesting  to  none  except  those  who 
are  smitten  with  an  antiquarian  regard  for  that  which  is  old  and 
valueless;  we  find  that  Sterne  has  drawn  no  small  supplies  from  a 
volume  with  which  we  are  more  familiar:  '  Burton's  Anatomy  of 
Melancholy.'  This  furnished  him  with  his  quotations,  and  enabled 
him  to  pass  off  his  volumes  as  an  evidence  of  laborious  erudition. 

It  is  worthy  of  notice,  on  the  authority  of  9cott,  that  '  Dr,  Fer- 
riar's  essay  instantly  raised  this  book  to  double  price  in  the  book- 
market.' 

There  is  perhaps  no  book  existing  more  remarkable  than  *  The 
Anatomy  of  Melancholy.1  The  author  seems  too  diffident  to  hazard 
an  opinion  on  his  subject  unless  fortified  by  authority  ;  and  no  law- 
yer could  more  elaborately  support  his  case  by  quoting  from  those 
•learned  in  the  law*  than  does  Burton,  to  prove  his  simplest  propo- 
sition. Quotation  is  heaped  on  quotation,  while  the  author  himself 
sayB  nothing.  All  the  literature  of  antiquity  seems  to  lie  before 
him  like  an  opened  volume j  and  he  selects  here  and  there  an  appo- 
site passage,  until  we  wonder  at  the  magnitude  of  his  labors  who 
could  peruse  so  many  authors  and  collect  their  opinions  into  one 
harmonious  whole.  Yet  he  is  not  without  ability  of  his  own  ;  and 
what  he  has  given  us  in  his  own  languRge,  as  the  indication  of  his 
own  reflections,  makes  us  wish  that  he  had  trusted  more  to  himself 
and  paid  less  attention  to  the  opinions  of  others. 

Returning  to  Sterne  :  There  is  one  passage  in  which  he  takes 
occasion  to  censure  plagiarists  ;  and  in  this,  one  would  suppose,  we 
might  at  least  expect  to  find  him  giving  us  something  original ;  that 
we  should  not  find  him  condemning  the  crime  of  stealing  in  lan- 
guage which  itself  was  stolen.  Sterne  says  :  4  Shall  we  forever 
make  new  books,  as  apothecaries  make  new  raixturest  by  pouring 
only  out  of  one  vessel  into  another  1  Are  we  forever  to  be  twist- 
ing and  untwisting  the  same  rope  1  forever  in  the  same  track  1  for- 
ever at  the  same  pace  V 

Listen  we  now  to  old  Burton  :  *  As  apothecaries,  we  make  new  mix~ 
tures  every  day  ;  we  pour  out  of  one  vessel  into  another  ;  and  as  those 
old  llomans  robbed  all  the  cities  of  the  world  to  set  out  their  bad-sited 
Rome,  we  skim  off  the  cream  of  other  men's  Witt,  pick  choice  flowers 
of  their  idled  gardens  t  to  set  out  our  own  sterile  plots*  And  again  : 
'  We  weave  the  same  web  still  /  twist  the  same  rope  again  and  again.* 

Is  not  the  gravity  of  the  pilferer,  as  he  assumes  to  be  the  owner 
of  the  article  purloined,  truly  arousing  1  How  he  must  have 
chuckled  as  he  transcribed  the  passage  !  and  how  he  muBt  have 
counted  on  the  unsuspecting  innocence  of  the  world,  who  would 
never  draw  the  ancient  folio  of  Burton  from  its  imagined  final  rest- 
ing-place, garnished  with  cobwebs  and  buried  under  dust,  into 
which  it  was  fast  turn-in \»  !  l'rissage  after  passage  of  Burton  shared 
the  same  fate  ;  and  ingeniously  extracted  from  their  former  posi- 
tion, they  are  curiously  inlaid  into  the  pages  of  Sterne,  challenging 
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admiration  for  their  apposite  neas,  and  to  be  deemed,  if  no  Ferriar 
had  arisen  to  detect  the  fraud,  as  his  legitimate  ornaments. 

Though  it  would  be  entertaining  to  extract  more  largely  from 
this  book,  yet  we  have  doubtless  given  enough  to  satisfy  the  reader. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  Bacon,  Burnet,  Blount,  Montaigne  and  Bishop 
Hall,  have  in  like  manner  given  supplies.  Many,  very  many  of  the 
passages  in  Sterne  which  are  most  to  be  admired,  and  which  form 
no  small  part  of  the  attractions  of  his  works,  either  by  their  quaint- 
ness  or  their  beauty,  may  be  found  in  a  form  slightly  different,  with 
a  word  misplaced  or  a  sentence  transposed,  in  the  pages  of  the  au- 
thors nameiL 

Tlie  book  of  Dr.  Ferriar  discusses  the  subject  of  Sterne"*  style 
and  story  with  great  ability  and  fairness,  and  leaves  us  impressed 
with  the  conviction  that  the  Doctor  was  a  gentleman  of  extensive 
and  varied  reading,  and  of  elegant  accomplishments. 

The  Illustrations  of  Sterne  are  the  fruits  of  leisure  hours  devoted 
to  literary  pursuits;  of  *  idle  hours  not  idly  spent ;'  and  he  has  here 
accumulated  overwhelming  proof  to  disabuse  the  world  of  the  error 
of  attributing  entire  originality  60  Sterne.  But  he  does  not  desire, 
while  exposing  this  fallacy,  to  detract  wholly  from  him  that  credit 
to  which  he  is  justly  entitled.  Our  author  contends  not  for  victory, 
I  ii1  for  truth  ;  and  though  ideas,  words  and  sentences  are  borrowed, 
yet  they  are  set  auew,  and  shine  with  augmented  lustre.  The  ten- 
der pathos  which  adorns  Sterne's  pages,  ever  fresh,  and  which  will 
ever  claim  the  tear  of  sympathy,  was  the  outpouring  of  his  own 
spirit,  gushing  from  '  that  slender  vein  of  goodness  which  surround- 
ing gloom  concealed/ 

His  are  ■  Maria,1  '  The  Captive/  *  The  Starling,'  aud  the  others, 
bo  known,  so  loved  ;  his  is  that  sentiment,  so  sweetly  bidding  us  to 
rely  upon  our  heavenly  Father  :  *  God  temper*  the  wind  to  the  shorn 
lamb:  _  D. 
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Farewell!  — all  is  sadness; 

The  Summer  i«  flown, 
The  music  of  Spring 

And  its  rainbow  are  gone  j 
A  low  moan  is  sighing 

OVr  hill  and  through  dell, 
The  dirge  of  Hope  blighted, 

A  mournful  Farewell  ! 

The  flowers  too  are  faded, 

Clouds  darken  the  sky, 
The  voice  of  the  wild  wind 

Ib  echoing  by  : 
Of  sephyr  and  dew-drop 

'T  lb  sounding  liie  knell  j 
Ah  !  this  loo  is  sighing 

A  mournful  Farewell ! 


Like  Summer's  bright  flower*, 
My  day -drey,  n  is  are  fled, 

Hope  that  hung  o'er  me 
Is  blighted  and  dead  ; 

.tinliuw  that  sparkled 
Each  sunbeam  that  fell, 
Is  whispering  to  me, 
A  mournful  Farewell ! 

Farewell  to  the  loved  one, 

A  last,  longT  Farewell ; 
In  the  sunshine  of  gladness, 

Long,  long  may  you  dwell ; 
May  the  bright  wreath  of  friendship 

And  Hope's  Fairy  spell 
N*er  breathe  o'er  your  pathway 

A  mournful  Farewell! 
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'  Th>8c  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  of  the  world.'—  Ctm»«li*«. 

Where  a  wild  mountain  torrent  rush'd  down  to  the  vale, 
While  the  moon  on  its  waters  shone  troubled  and  pale, 
And  the  dark  stones  beside  it  were  wet  with  the  spray, 
Which  flash'd  from  the  waves  as  they  hurried  away : 

There  bending  in  silence,  the  Tear  Plant  displayed 
Its  blossoms  with  emblems  of  sorrow  array'd, 
And  seem'd,  as  the  source  of  its  being  swept  past, 
To  weep  that  its  fountain  was  wasting  so  fast 

AH  clammy  its  leaves  with  the  cold  evening  mist, 

As  lips  in  a  lasting  adieu  which  are  kissed, 

And  its  pendants  that  sadly  and  motionless  hung 

Were  like  drops  which  are  shed  when  the  spirit  is  wrung. 

I  gazed  on  the  billows  that  danced  in  the  light, 
Then  murmuring  vanish'd  in  distance  and  night ; 
And  musing  on  pleasures  as  brilliant  and  brief, 
Thought  that  tear-plant  at  least  not  alone  in  its  grief. 

Niobe  of  streamlets  !  the  current  of  life 

For  me  has  been  mingled  with  anguish  and  strife ; 

Its  gaudiest  bubbles  the  soonest  were  o'er, 

And  a  mourner  I  stand  on  its  desolate  shore. 

Return,  thou  swift  waters !  and  yield  me  again 

The  brow  and  the  spirit  unchasten'd  by  pain ! 

Restore  from  thy  vortex  one  promise  or  joy, 

Which  I  've  cast  on  thy  breakers,  and  seen  thee  destroy ! 

Where  now  are  the  friendships,  unsought  and  sincere, 
And  the  loves  unrepress'd  by  the  spectre  of  fear  ? 
Where  the  glimpses  of  fortune,  the  visions  of  fame, 
That  like  gleams  from  the  arbors  of  revelry  came  ? 

I  Ve  turned  from  the  altar  where  trembled  the  bride, 
Of  the  fair  and  the  gallant  the  envy  and  pride  ; 
And  saw  on  thy  surges,  relentlessly  tossed, 
The  garlands  we  gave  her,  all  scattered  and  lost 

I  've  trod  the  saloon  where  the  chandelier  flung 
The  glory  of  noon  o'er  the  happy  and  young ; 
But  its  blaze  was  extinguished,  the  music  no  more, 
And  the  tracks  of  the  dancers  were  gone  from  the  floor. 
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A  pinnace  was  launched  on  thy  bo&om  as  gay 

As  ever  did  glow  with  tho  gilding  of  day  ; 

"T  wa»  ribbed  with  tho  rain -bow,  mirth  gave  it  a  gale, 

And  Hope  her  blue  mantle  exposed  for  a  sail. 

Is  that  the  proud  cruiser  ?  — that  wind-beaten  bark 
Now  floundering  on  with  her  binnacle  dark  7 
Is  that  the  blithe  voyager,  who  sullenly  braves 
By  his  half  broken  tiller,  the  perilous  waves? 

Stern  rapids  dash  onward,  and  waft  from  our  sight 
These  relics  of  all  that  is  pleasing  and  bright ; 
Thy  glittering  trophies  but  waken  regret, 
Away  with  thy  ruins,  and  let  us  forget. 
Utm.Hattn,  OcL,  IS47. 
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ax    a     ttxvt    coKTiuaOTOft. 


What  is  a  manly  education  1  How  may  it  be  acquired  ?  And 
for  what  ends  1     These  are  the  points  now  to  be  discussed. 

First.  What  is  a  manly  education  1  Milton  said  :  4 1  call  a  com- 
plete and  generous  education  that  which  fits  a  man  to  perform  justly, 
skilfully  and  magnanimously,  all  the  offices  both  private  and  public, 
of  peace  and  war.'  This  is  comprehensive,  and  as  a  general  defini- 
tion, is  as  good  as  any  that  can  be  given. 

To  educate  is  to  develope  ;  not  to  make  one  man  all  Latin,  another 
all  Mathematics  ;  it  is  to  unfold  a  man  indeed,  himself  all  developed. 
A  pupil  is  educated  when  he  is  made  a  hero  in  his  own  individua 
a  soul  powerful  in  acts,  fruitful  in  grand  results  ;   an  adult  in  intel- 
lect, a  rational  creature  well  trained,  wko  will,  icfto  can>  who  doe*. 

One  of  the  renowned  philosophers  of  antiquity  beautifully  said  of 
the  intellectual  faculties,  '  I  call  them  not  mine  but  me.  It  is  these 
which  make  the  man  ;  which  are  the  man/  Now  that  system  of 
education  which  most  effectually  reaches  the  latent  powers  of  man* 
kind,  and  brings  them  out  in  vigorous  discipline,  is  the  most  manly 
and  the  best.  Men  are  valuable,  not  in  proportion  to  what  they  know 
but  to  what  they  can  do.  Every  youth  has  a  can  do  in  him.  It  is 
the  office  of  education  to  reach  that,  and  impart  to  it  the  potency  of 
practical  exercise.  The  versatile  pen,  the  delicate  pencil,  the  crea- 
tive chisel,  and  the  eloquent  tongue  seem  wonderful  to  one  contem- 
plating their  facility  and  power.  But  every  thing  about  them  is  per- 
fectly simple  and  easy  to  him  who  possesses  and  has  cultivated  his 
own  cu7i  do. 

Secondly.  Let  us  inquire  more  minutely  into  the  process  by  which 
a  manly  education  is  to  be  attained,  'How  many  young  men,' 
said  Coleridge,  '  are  anxiously  and  expensively  be-schoolmaatered, 
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be-tutored,be-lectured,  any  thing  but  educated  ;  who  have  received 
arms  and  ammunition,  instead  of  skill,  strength  and  courage;  var- 
nished rather  than  polished  ;  perilously  over-civilized,  and  most 
pitiably  uncultivated.  And  all  from  inattention  to  the  method  die* 
la  ted  by  nature  herself,  to  the  simple  truth,  that  as  the  forms  of  all 
organized  existence,  so  must  all  true  and  living  knowledge,  proceed 
from  within  ;  that  it  may  be  trained,  supported,  fed,  excited,  but  can 
never  be  infused  nor  impressed/ 

This  is  a  luminous  statement  of  what  we  should  never  forget. 
We  are  not  to  shape  the  mind  by  external  pressure,  paint  it  i 
witb  artificial  hues,  or  mechanize  its  powers  ;  but  to  start  its  germs 
by  genial  teaching,  and  prompt  its  natural  and  majestic  growth  from 
the  centre  outward,  as  the  acorn  expands  into  an  oak.  The  main 
thing  is  to  awaken  the  principle  and  method  of  self-development, 
not  so  much  by  conveying  information  into  the  mind  as  to  invigo- 
rate in  it  the  power  of  sending  thought  out,  The  human  soul  is 
not  a  mere  depot,  a  passive  receptacle  for  all  sorts  of  trumpery  that 
may  therein  be  stowed  by  the  arbitrary  will  of  some  mental  baggage- 
master  ;  but  it  is  a  living  and  sell-producing  agent,  which  is  to  be 
carefully  placed  in  such  relations  to  appropriate  aliment  as  to  excite 
the  latent  original  power  that  craves  only  such  knowledge  aB  it  can 
appropriate  to  itself,  and  can  re-produce  in  shapes  and  excellence 
all  its  own.  Now  to  attain  this  end,  due  attention  must  be  paid  to 
our  physical,  mental  and  moral  culture. 

Pint  of  all,  good  heed  must  be  given  to  the  education  of  the  body  j 
a  kind  of  cultivation  as  imperious  as  any  other,  since  the  body  is  as 
susceptible  of  improvement  as  the  mind.  Our  person,  with  all  its  com- 
plicated and  diversified  faculties,  physical  and  mental,  is  an  unit, 
and  does  not  admit  of  being  developed  in  fragments.  Man  must 
grow  up  harmoniously,  if  be  would  rise  to  usefulness,  witb  simulta- 
neous expansion  in  trunk,  branch  and  foliage,  as  grows  a  tree  j  the 
sap  of  immortal  energy  must  circulate  without  hindrance  in  every 
fibre,  maturing  fruits  perennial  and  divine. 

Two  laws  are  manifest  in  the  constitution  of  our  nature,  a  due 
regard  to  which  cannot  but  conduce  to  our  welfare  and  elevate  our 
conceptions  of  the  Supreme  Bbuw,  In  the  first  place,  in  proportion 
as  the  physical  nature  of  a  man  is  healthfully  developed  by  suitable 
discipline,  winning  the  greatest  vigor  of  limb,  and  the  greatest  acute- 
ness  of  sense,  he  will  derive  important  aids  to  the  intellect  and  moral 
powers  from  the  perfections  of  his  outwTard  frame.  Moreover,  by  a 
delightful  reaction,  the  rnind,  in  proportion  as  it  is  invigorated  and 
boaulified,  gives  strength  and  elegance  to  the  bodyf  and  enlarges  the 
sphere  of  action  and  enjoyment.  These  laws  have  been  recognized 
and  observed  by  the  best  educators  of  the  world.  At  Athens,  the 
gymnasia  became  temples  of  the  Graces.  They  were  not  merely 
places  of  exercise  for  the  young,  but  drew  to  their  halls,  porticoes, 
baths,  and  groves,  the  most  distinguished  votaries  of  every  art  and 
science.  The  scenes  of  this  kind  most  celebrated,  were  the  Academy 
where  Plato  taught,  the  Lyceum  where  Aristotle  lectured,  and  the 
Kynosargy.     In  these  the  refined  Greek  could  gratify  his  fondness 


418 


Thoughts  on  Manly  Education.  [November, 


for  the  beautiful,  by  the  sight  of  the  finest  figures,  in  the  prime  of 
youth,  exercising  amidst  objects  and  associations  of  the  greatest  ele- 
gance. Surrounded  on  every  hand  by  the  combined  charms  of 
nature  and  art,  the  young  men  were  seen  exhilarated  with  athletic 
sports;  and  the  old  imparting  wisdom  in  the  presence  of  the  most 
splendid  ideal  forms.  Then  and  there  physical  education  began 
with  life  and  constantly  augmented  its  force.  Every  festival  of  child- 
hood was  made  enchanting  with  flowers  and  music  ;  the  barge,  as  it 
was  pushed  in  boyish  sport  on  the  lake,  was  crowned  with  garlands; 
the  oars  were  moved  lo  the  sound  of  *  sweet  recorders,'  and  the 
patriotic  mother  at  borne  sang  an  inspiring  lullaby,  as  she  rocked 
her  infant  to  sleep  in  the  broad  elm- hi  of  its  father.  There  were 
wrestlings  in  the  open  palaestra,- as  well  as  races  and  heroic  games; 
there  were  gay  revels  on  the  mountain  sides,  and  moonlight  dia 
in  the  groves. 

The  field  of  Olympia  was  to  the  Greeks  the  most  sacred  enclo- 
sure of  the  gods.  The  games  thereon  practiced,  among  other  uses, 
promoted  manly  education,  by  teaching  that  the  body  has  its  honors 
as  well  as  the  intellect.  They  felt  that  vast  importance  belongs  to 
physical  agility  and  strength,  not  only  that  the  mind  may  be  thus 
aided  in  energetic  action,  but  that  a  firm  basis  may  be  laid  in  a  sound 
body  for  the  exercise  of  manly  virtues.  Without  physical  vigor,  the 
feeble  fliekerings  of  the  mind  are  only  *  a  gilded  halo  hovering  round 
decay.' 

The  national  games  described  in  the  twenty-fourth  book  of  the 
Iliad,  the  eighth  of  the  Odyssey,  and  by  Virgil  in  the  fifth  hook  of  the 
iEneid,  all  relate  to  important  elements  in  a  manly  education,  Those 
ancient  festivals  had  the  finest  influence  upon  the  inhabitants  of  the 
metropolis,  and  upon  those  who  dwelt  the  most  remote.  Every  pil- 
grim through  such  lands,  to  such  shrines,  became  Briareus-handed 
and  Argus-eyed  :  the  beautiful  scenes,  full  of  patriotic  and  refined 
associations  which  every  where  arrested  his  attention,  gave  him  the 
traveller's  'thirsty  eye/  filled  his  mind  with  thrilling  reminiscences,  and 
caused  him  to  return  to  his  home  glowing  with  brilliant  descriptions 
and  burdened  with  exalted  thoughts.  It  was  thus  that  the  youth- 
ful Greek  mingled  with  his  studies  pedestrian  exercise  and  acute 
oh-icrwiriun,  Km  tned  his  body  to  fatigue,  while  he  stored  his  mind 
with  lofty  ideas,  and  became  equally  skilled  in  handling  a  sword, 
building  a  temple,  or  subduing  a  horse. 

In  the  festival  of  the  Panathenrea,  as  the  name  imports,  all  the 
people  of  Attica  engaged  in  the  celebration,  wearing  their  chaplets 
of  flowers.  The  sports  began  early  in  the  morning  with  races  on 
the  banks  of  the  Illissus,  in  which  the  sons  of  the  most  distinguished 
citizens  contended  for  the  palm.  Next  came  the  wrestling  and  gym- 
nastic contests  in  the  Stadium,  succeeded  by  still  more  refined  com- 
petitions in  the  Odeum, where  the  most  exquisite  musicians  executed 
rival  pieces  on  the  flute  or  cithara,  while  others  sang  and  accom- 
panied their  voices  with  the  sweetest  instruments.  The  theme  pre- 
sented to  the  competitors  was  the  eulogy  of  Hermodtus,  Aristogeiton, 
and  Thrasybulust  who  had  rescued  the  republic  from  the  yoke  of 


tyranny.  Thus  the  popular  pastimes  of  the  Athenians  tended  tu 
commemorate  the  patriots  who  had  served  their  country,  as  well  as 
to  excite  the  spectators  to  an  emulation  of  their  virtues*  Painters 
exhibited  the  fruits  of  their  skill  ;  sculptors  adorned  the  mad-side, 
the  groves,  and  the  temples  of  the  gods ;  poets  contended  for  the 
dramatic  prize,  each  being  allowed  to  produce  four  pieces;  and 
the  eloquence  of  history  fired  with  rapture  thousands  of  exulting 
hearts. 

The  procession  to  the  temple  of  Pythian  Apollo,  which  closed  the 
day  with  religious  rites,  was  composed  of  different  classes  of  citi- 
zens, adorned  with  garlands,  among  whom  were  seen  old  men  of 
majestic  mien,  bearing  branches  of  olive ;  others  of  middle-age, 
armed  with  lances  and  bucklers  as  if  ready  to  engage  in  war ;  youths, 
who  sang  hymns  in  honor  of  Minerva  ;  beautiful  boys,  clad  in  B 
graceful  tunic;  and  lastly  girls  selected  from  the  first  families  in 
Athens,  attracting  every  eye  by  their  unequalled  charms* 

At  night  there  was  a  torch-race  of  the  most  agile  youth,  stationed 
at  equal  distances,  the  first  of  whom,  on  a  signal  given  by  the  shout 
of  the  multitude,  lighted  Ms  flambeau  at  the  altar  of  Prometheus, 
and  at  the  top  of  his  speed  handed  it  to  the  second,  who  transmitted 
it  in  the  same  manner  to  the  third,  and  so  on  in  rapid  succession  to 
the  last,  He  who  suffered  his  torch  to  be  extinguished  was  excluded 
from  the  lists,  and  they  who  slackened  tu  their  pace  were  exposed 
to  the  railleries  and  blows  of  the  populace.  It  was  necessary  to 
pass  through  all  the  stations  with  success  in  order  to  gain  the  prize. 
How  hard  it  is  to  over-estimate  the  amount  of  vigor,  bodily  and 
mental,  which  was  won  from  such  chaste  and  inspiring  recreations! 

The  ludicrous  remark  of  Frederic  the  Great,  that  man  'seems 
more  adapted  by  nature  for  a  postillion  than  a  philosopher/  is  not 
without  foundation;  but  there  is  no  necessary  incompatibility  bet  ween 
great  mental  activity  and  habitual  good  health,  provided  proper  at- 
tention is  paid  to  physical  culture.  The  old  maxim  that  *  all  work 
and  no  play  makes  Jack  a  dull  boy,'  is  quite  true.  There  is  health 
of  mind  in  innocent  hilarity.  There  is  health  in  bodily  sports  which 
combine  animated  exercise  with  amusement.  There  is  health  of 
soul  in  the  contemplation  of  nature,  when  he  who  contemplates, 
adores,  and  early  learns  to  '  look  through  nature  up  to  nature  s  GodV 
The  benefit  of  moderate  excitement  is  often  very  great  on  the  moral 
constitution  and  physical  frame,  and  should  be  temperately  indulged 
in  by  all,  according  to  the  predispositions  of  each.  Some  inherit  a 
passion  for  the  gun  and  others  for  the  angle  j  some  are  fond  of  eques- 
trian excursions,  while  others  love  to  foot  it  along  the  quiet  shores 
of  lakes  and  on  sublime  mountain-tops.  Shakspeare  gave  us  a 
maxim  of  wisdom  in  literary  pursuits,  when  he  said  '  Study  what  you 
most  affect ;}  and  in  our  recreations  wre  should  pursue  what  is  most 
congenial  to  native  tastes.  Hard  study  should  be  succeeded  by 
hardy  exercise  in  some  appropriate  form.  The  foot-ball  at  Rugby t 
and  the  regatta  at  Eaton,  bowling  at  Harrow,  and  cricket  at  West* 
minster,  succeeded  by  all  these  invigorating  exercises  in  constant 
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practice  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  give  to  England  the  most  elegant 

and  able-bodied  scholars  in  the  worM. 

But  vigorous  mental  development  is  a  prime  quality  in  a  manly 
education.  Man  is  not  all  soul,  therefore  be  is  not  conditioned  as 
an  angel;  neither  ia  he  all  body,  and  for  this  reason  he  cannot  with 
impunity  live  as  a  brute.  We  have  sensibilities  as  well  as  senses; 
spirit  as  well  as  flenh.  We  are  a  compound  of  earth  and  heaven  ; 
dust  tempered  with  tears,  and  quickened  with  a  spark  unquencha- 
ble ;  a  spirit  exiled  in  a  prison  of  clay,  and  both  tenant  and  taber- 
nacle must  he  cared  for.  It  is  ignoble  to  be,  like  a  wild  hunter,  all 
exercise  and  no  thought;  it  is  equally  suicidal  to  dignified  excel- 
lence to  be,  like  too  many  votaries  of  science,  all  thought  and  no 
exercise,  A  sound  mind  in  a  sound  body  was  long  since  deemed 
the  great  desideratum  ;  and  this  we  should  he  most  strenuous  to 
attain.  To  be  successful  we  must  *be  in  eye  of  every  exercise.' 
We  must  feel  that  it  is  better  to  have  a  reed  that  will  do  us  some 
service  than  a  pike  that  we  have  neither  the  strength  nor  skill  to 
heave : 

1  Ouji  remedifla  oft  ia  our*ehreis  do  lift, 
W  In.  h  we  ascribe  to  hcn>.  1  sky 

U  free  *<ope  ;  only  doth  hjukward  pull 
Out  alow  dcfeigus  when  wo  ourtolvt*  arc  du.IL" 

One  must  not  only  be  a  zealous  worshipper  of  knowledge,  but 
he  must  learn  to  pluck  the  fruit  fresh  from  the  tree  with  a  vigorous 
hand.  He  must  be  a  devout  and  active  student  in  the  great  univer- 
sity of  nature,  where  one  can  gather  materials  such  as  dogmatism 
and  *  dried  preparations'  never  afford.  Careful  scrutiny  of  the 
world  and  profound  meditation,  constitute  the  most  ancient  and  in- 
fallible road  to  the  soundest  learning  :  he  who  pursues  his  manly 
career  therein  will  not  be  of  that  feeble  class  whose  listless  hand 
"hangs  like  dead  bone  within  its  withered  skin/  but  vigorously  will 
be  grow,  refreshed  by  the  purest  fountains,  and  enriched  with  the 
meet  valuable  stores.  Deep  and  passionate  love  of  knowledge  for 
its  own  sake  indicates  the  soul  of  true  scholarship.  This  is  the  sun 
of  the  heaven  within  us,  around  which  the  elements  of  our  im 
being  gather  in  delightful  harmony  and  concentrate  their  force. 
Warmed  into  action  by  this  luminary,  and  transfigured  by  its  beams, 
the  mind  goes  forth  in  action  like  the  son  of  Tydeus,  with  glory 
blazing  round  it,  kindling  astonishment  and  emulous  delight.  The 
grand  object  of  schooling  is  never  attained  until  all  the  prin 
powers  of  our  nature  are  quickened  and  fortified  by  the  true,  the 
beautiful,  the  good  and  the  grand  ;  until  each  faculty,  in  its  own 
place  and  proportion,  is  thoroughly  trained,  and  our  physical  and 
mental  energies  are  moulded  to  a  symmetrical  whole,  of  the  purest, 
holiest  and  most  enchanting  harmony. 

Education  is  soul-excitement,  and  that  is  the  best  discipline  for 
spiritual  faculties  which  most  effectually  stimulates  their  growth, 
ED  Oft  Ida  their  awakening  energies,  elicits  and  augments  their 
strength*  The  main  question  is  not  what  will  make  youth  pedants, 
or  bigots,  or  partisans,  but  what  will  make  them  men  t     This  will 


demand  concentration  of  purpose  and  liberality  of  feeling.  Con- 
centration is  essential  to  profitable  acquisition*  The  stream,  di- 
vided into  many  channels,  ceases  to  flow  either  deep  or  strong.  To 
waste  one's  strength  in  frivolous  endeavors  is  to  covet  the  transient 
dazzle  of  an  exploded  rocket,  rather  than  the  perpetual  blaze  of 
the  unquenchable  sun,  Many  men  of  great  natural  capacities,  for 
want  of  persevering  fixedness  of  purpose,  are  utterly  lost  m  rbe 
world  ;  men  whose  intellect  is  eminently  original  and  creative,  com- 
petent tinder  suitable  discipline  to  upraise 

1  A  wilderness  of  building,  sinking  fur, 
A ud  »« If- with  drawn  into  n  wono>roua  dopthK 
Far  •inking  into  splendor,  without  end/ 

Unfortunately,  however,  for  themselves  and  the  world,  too  many 
neglect  wholesome  training,  and  supinely  waste  their  fine  energies 
in  'one  long  day  of  summer  indolence.'  But  mental  action  cannot 
be  intense  unless  all  the  faculties  are  made  to  play  within  a  narrow 
range.  The  electric  fluid  is  as  impotent  as  the  unbounded  air  it 
sleeps  in,  until  concentrated  in  the  thundercloud.  Nature  has 
closely  confined  the  muscles  in  our  frame,  in  order  to  give  them  the 
highest  degree  of  power  in  combined  action  ;  and  in  the  same  way 
our  spiritual  capacities,  to  attain  their  full  force,  must  be  brought 
to  bear  on  a  single  point,  and  work  within  exclusive  limits.  It  is 
necessary  that  even  solar  heat  should  be  conveyed  to  a  focus  of  ten 
thousand  beams  ere  it  will  burn. 

Education  is  not  an  abstract  theory,  a  lifeless  creed,  stored  away 
in  the  torpid  brain  like  obsolete  relics  deposited  on  musty  shelves; 
it  is  concrete  power,  generated  by  the  collision  of  great  truths  and 
vital  principles,  as  lightning  is  elicited  by  the  contact  of  opposing 
clouds,  and  must  be  brought  to  bear  with  instantaneous  ant] 
aistible  ful ruinations  on  the  intellect  and  heart  of  mankind.  Now 
the  source  and  secret  of  this  master  endowment  is  generosity  of 
feeling.  Its  possessor  will  seek  knowledge  and  influence,  not  for 
personal  aggrandizement,  but  for  the  public  good.  He  is  not  of 
that  dry,  phlegmatic  and  miserable  class  of  professed  scholars, 
'plunged  to  the  hilt  in  musty  tomes,  and  rusted  in,'  who  industri- 
ously accumulate  their  petty  stores,  and  are  forever  *  bristling  up 
with  small  facts/  but  who  labor  only  for  self,  and  consequently  win 
only  contempt.  An  old  author  has  said  that  '  we  fatten  a  sheep 
with  grass,  not  in  order  to  obtain  a  crop  of  hay  from  his  back,  but 
in  the  hope  lie  will  feed  us  with  mutton,  and  clothe  us  with  wool.* 
We  should  replenish  the  mind  with  sound  principles,  and  seek  the 
discipline  of  severe  study,  in  order  more  successfully  to  conquer  the 
chicanery  of  the  bar,  the  sophistry  of  the  senate,  the  stupidity  of  the 
pulpit,  and  the  sinfulness  of  the  world.  Education  is  the  armor  of 
the  mind  ;  but  that  armor  will  be  worse  than  none  if  it  be  inflexible 
from  rust,  or  too  ponderous  for  the  wearer's  use. 

The  professed  man  of  letters,  who  constantly  acquires  and  yet 
never  has  the  force  or  genius  to  produce,  acts  the  ridiculous  part  of 
an  architect  who  never  executes  a  plan,  or  a  sculptor  who  m 
clips  a  stone*     Of  all  idlers  he  is  most  contemptible  who  fritters 
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away  talent  and  existence  under  iqeti  professions.     What  use  i§  it 

to  be  forever  familiarizing  one's  self  with  books,  those  'monuments 
of  vanished  minds/  as  D"  Avon  ant  admirably  termed  them,  and  yet 
never  be  vivified  with  an  original  thought  ?  This  is  to  resemble 
Pharaoh's  lean  kino,  constantly  eating  and  yet  constantly  poor, 
rather  than  tlie  more  useful  worm  that  spins  from  its  own  bowels 
the  robes  of  monarchs,  transforming  every  leaf  it  eats  into  resplen- 
dent silk.  In  national  armories  we  sometimes  see  large  quantities 
of  martial  arms  curiously  arranged  on  the  walls  in  fantastic  forms. 
How  much  more  impressive  they  would  be  if  seen  glittering  from 
afar,  and  how  much  more  potent  would  be  their  use  when  grasped 
by  well-disciplined  legions  rushing  to  the  fight.  A  single  weapon, 
Wielded  by  a  chivalrous  and  renowned  hero,  would  be  more  impres- 
sive than  the  holiday  show  of  all  the  martial  implements  on  earth. 
This  generosity  of  feeling  and  nobleness  of  purpose,  of  whicb 
we  have  not  time  at  present  to  say  more,  conduce  to  healtbfulness 
of  mind  and  corresponding  nobleness  of  style.  The  world  has  been 
sufficiently  cursed  with  the  -fnpid  plodding*  of  unproductive  pe- 
dants, who.  to  use  a  simile,  which  Di\  Young  applied  to  Ben  Jon- 
son,  '  pulled  down,  like  Samson,  the  temple  of  antiquity  on  their 
shoulders,  and  buried  themselves  under  its  ruins. '  They  are  the 
terrier-gifted  hunters  of  small  game ;  the 

—  "  Lcarn'd  philolojuTHtti,  who  cha*o 
A  pa  a  tine  syllable  tnrovgll  tima  and  *pace, 
Start,  it  at  home,  and  hum  it  m  the  dark 
To  Gaul,  to  Greece,  and  ioto  No  All's  ark,' 

There  are  many  persons  who  set  themselves  up  as  teachers  and 
critics,  whose  intellectual  claims  to  the  guardianship  of  the  Muse* 
seem,  as  Coleridge  suggested,  'analogous  to  the  physical  qualifica- 
tions which  adapt  their  oriental  brethren  for  the  superintendence  of 
the  harem.'  Of  what  pith  and  bone  are  the  productions  of  such 
minds?  How  strikingly  they  resemble  *  the  tinsel  that  shines  on 
the  dark  coffin-lid,1  the  type  and  record  of  defunct  powers  only: 

'  Knowlzdor  and  wi»>)om,  far  from  being  one, 
Hbtu  »rt-(imr>  m  oottHMUMi.    Knowledge  dwell* 
In  batik  roplatn  witb  thought*  of  other  inoo  ; 
Wisdom  in  mind*  altriitH     10  ihffe  MTA.a 

The  unchivalrnus  literature  of  our  land  and  times  abounds  in 
1  sentimental  episode  and  milk-and-water  ditty  ;'  manhood  clothed 
in  other  garments  than  pantaloons,  and  puling  in  accents  far  from 
masculine,  There  has  come  to  be  a  strange  inversion  of  the  sezaal 
poles;  feminine  timidity,  feminine  vanity  and  devotion  to  fine  dis- 
play, feminine  lassitude  and  love  of  morbid  excitement*  instead  of 
the  vigorous,  noble,  magnanimous  and  ueroical  minds  of  literature's 
golden  age.  Our  students,  it  would  seem,  emulate  those  young 
(ti-i  man  ladies  described  by  the  historian  of  the  sorrowful  age  of 
Werteritin  letters,  who,  when  pale  and  languishing  sentimentality 
became  the  fashion,  '  painted  themselves  white,  starved  themselves 
thin,  and  drank  vinegar,  in  order  to  get  up  the  genuine  invalid 
look.' 


Contemplate  the  hopeful  denizens  of  many  of  the  college  dormi- 
tories of  our  land.     See  them  with  their  heels  on  the  mantle,  a 

*  chaw  of 'bacca*  m  their  month*,  and  their  chins  in  close  proximity 
to  the  lowest  button  on  their  jacket.  When  they  emerge  from 
classic  halls  with  sheep-skin  honors,  what  (pialitica  linns  will  they 
bring  for  the  great  struggles  of  life  I  A  few  Latin  and  Greek  roots 
in  their  cadaverous  skulls,  a  pair  of  green  spectacles  athwart  their 
pimpled  noses,  and  the  dyspepsia  in  their  bowels  ;  these  constitute 
the  gTand  enginery  for  achieving  usefulness  and  honor  !  Ay,  look 
at  our  hero : 

*  In  hi»  brain, 
Which  it  a*  dry  a*  tha  remainder  l»i*cuit 
After  y  voyage,  he  hath  ftlruntfe  pluco*  crainm'd 
Wttfi  QbauwNttem,  Hie  which  ho  vent* 
In  mangled  forma.'' 

So  far  as  mental  or  moral  excellence  is  concerned,  it  would  be 
quite  safe  to  declare  of  such,  as  Sir  Toby  did  of  the  redoubtable 
Andrew:  'If  he  were  opened,  and  you  find  so  much  blood  in  his 
liver  as  will  clog  the  foot  of  H  Heft,  I  Jll  eat  the  rest  of  the  anatomy  !' 
And  with  Holofernes  in  '  Love's  Labor  Lost/  we  may  righteously 
syy  of  such  an  effeminate  abortion,  who  '  draweth  out  the  thread  of 
his  verbosity  finer  than  the  shape  of  his  argument/  *  I  abhor  such 
fanatical  fantasms,  such  unsociable  and  point-device  companions, 
such  rackers  of  orthography/  Pedantic  ostentation  has  been  finely 
ridiculed  by  that  veritable  historian,  Jack  Downing.  When  Gene- 
ral Jackson  and  the  Major  were  at  the  village  of  Downingville, 
soon  after  the  degree  of  LL.  D.  had  been  conferred,  the  President 
made  a  speech  to  the  people,  which  was  duly  reported  by  the  great 
man's  satellite.  *  Here/  says  he,  *  the  G-ineral  was  goin'  to  stop  » 
but  says  I  in  his  ear,  *  You  must  give  'em  a  little  Latin,  Doctor.1 
Here  he  otf  hat  again  :  *  E  Pitttibm  ays  he  ;  •  Sme  qua  non.' 

*  That  *\l  do,  GineraV  says  1/  Quotations  from  the  ancient  classics, 
even  when  understood  by  the  hearers,  which  is  seldom  or  never  the 
case,  are  about  as  appropriate  to  the  topic  in  hand  as  *01d  Hicko- 
ry's1 Latin  to  the  speech  he  had  been  making". 

Nothing  but  severe  and  protracted  discipline  in  the  stern  realities 
of  life  can  impart  vigor  to  body  or  mind.  The  Romans  were  in- 
vincible so  long  as  their  patriotic  leaders  ate  simple  food  from 
wooden  vessels,  and  contemptuously  ordered  their  effeminate  cap- 
tives to  be  served  with  dainties  upon  silver.  Men  fail,  not  so  much 
from  an  original  want  of  strength  as  from  the  bad  husbandry  of  the 
powers  they  possess.  Unity  of  purpose,  aided  by  rigorous  and 
fixed  principles,  is  essential  to  success,  and  when  properly  exercised 
is  sure  to  win  it;  but  energies  of  the  finest  scope  and  largest  mea- 
sure, when  dissipated  in  futile  plans  and  spasmodic  efforts,  are  more 
impotent  than  powder  exploded  on  die  surface  of  a  rock.  The 
mind  cannot  long  revel  without  deterioration  amid  the  relaxations 
of  imbecile  delights  any  more  than  the  body  ''an  subsist  rigorously 
on  the  aroma  of  floral  distillations.  The  aimless  dupe,  emasculated 
of  all  noble  strength,  who  attempts  to  protract  a  worthy  existence 
on  such  food  will  soon  have  his  epitaph  written  in  Pope's  line : 


*  Died  of  a  rote,  in  aromiiic  pain.* 

The  mightiest  hero  must  perish  in  ignominy  as  soon  as  he  allows 
himself  to  be  thus  inglorimisly  reduced.  The  net  of  disgrace  and 
destruction  will  be  instantly  and  inevitably  cast  over  the  recumbent 
form  of  Mars  the  moment  he  shall  consent  to  lie  enervated  in  the 
bower  of  Venus.  On  the  contrary,  Achilles,  in  thu  hands  of  the 
centaur,  trained  to  arms  and  tint  course,  and  soothing  his  mind  after 
impetuous  toil  by  the  mild  influence  of  melody,  was  but  the  type 
of  manly  dignity  and  national  strength*  The  rugged  and  the  ele- 
gant are  always  blended  in  the  persons  of  the  truly  great.  Scin- 
tillations of  fancy,  intermingled  with  masses  of  logic,  adorn  the 
nakedness  of  prose,  as  stars  embellish  sombre  night;  imagination 
clothes  adamantine  argument  with  the  blossoms  and  fruit  of  in- 
spired eloquence,  as  a  Tuscan  vine  wreathes  its  rich  festoons  round 
sculptured  granite. 

But,  like  Aniens  in  the  struggle,  we  must  derive  our  strength 
iigh  direct  contact  with  the  world.  There  is  a  certain  health- 
fulness  of  mind,  as  of  body,  produced  by  constant  converse  with 
nature ;  a  perpetual  mental  living,  as  it  were,  out  of  doors.  Gre- 
cian literature  is  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  elastic  air  and  land- 
scape beauty  in  the  midst  of  which  it  was  formed.  The  sky  of  that 
glorious  land  surpasses  all  other  climates  in  brightness  and  purity  ; 
cenery  is  richly  diversified,  and  nature  deals  lovingly  with  her 
familiar  and  fond  devotees.  The  Greeks  spent  much  of  their  time 
in  the  open  air,  in  athletic  and  cheerful  exercise.  Through  their 
whole  being  there  reigned  a  quick  sensibility,  out  of  which  sprang 
a  gladsome  temper  and  a  keen  enjoyment  of  life  \  acute  senses  and 
vivid  apprehensions,  a  tender  and  child-like  feeling,  full  of  hope  and 
enthusiasm,  combined  in  their  composition  with  reason  and  fore- 
thought. These  influences  of  climate  and  custom,  these  traits  of 
national  character,  like  an  Hellenic  signet,  are  stamped  on  all  their 
masterly  productions.  It  was  this  spirit  of  animal  and  intellectual 
health  that  Akenside  invoked  in  the  l  Pleasures  of  Imagination  :* 

*  tte  pre&ettt,  nil  ye  pnnii,  who  com!  lit  I 
The  wtuutariug  fpotitapi  of  the  WBadcriog  bard 
New  to  your  ■pfUft  MM  *hmie*  |  wIhj  loueh  hif  ••T 
With  liurr  «oond&  ;  who  heighten  to  hi*  eye 
The  bloom  of  urn  ure  him  turn 

The  gayest,  happiest  attitutli?.  of  things/ 

These  are  the  healthy  minds  who  love  the  green  earth  with  her 
streams  and  forests,  fruitful  fields  and  bending  skies  ;  spirits  that 
luxuriate  in  infinite  grandeur  and  eternal  charms,  cheerful  and  fra- 
grant as  the  sublime  beauties  they  adore.  Vastly  different  are  the 
Rosseaus,  the  Zimmermans,  the  Kotzebues,  and  their  like,  full  of 
diseased  sensibility,  a  pale  host  of  wo-begone  ranters  of  lugubrious 
libels  on  nature  and  nature's  God,  whose  wailings  of  morbid  pee- 
vishness and  misanthropic  sentimentalism  are  loathsome  to  all  pure 
and  aspiring  minds. 

The  writers  who  with  humble  scrutiny  livo  in  closest  alliance 
with  nature  are  always  the  most  happy,     Take  that  group  of  Scot- 


tish  poets,  Bums,  Bloom  field,  Clare,  Hogg,  Cunningham,  Wilson 
and  Scott;  those  vigorous  sons  of  earth,  pa  tiling  with  the  throb- 
bin  gs  of  God's  breath  in  their  souls  ;  a  magnificent  cluster  in  the 
literary  heavens,  which  we  may  well  call  the  '  Constellation  of  the 
Plough. '  They  were  cradled  on  the  bosom  of  the  Infinite;  the 
universe  was  laid  and  or  contribution  to  develops  their  strength  ; 
they  grew  up  whole-length  men  in  the  effulgence  of  ten  thousand 
educational  rays  coming  from  the  remotest  luminaries  of  creation 
to  warm  their  hearts  and  fire  their  eyes.  Scott  in  particular  was  a 
noble  instance  of  healthful  energy.  In  youth  it  triumphed  over 
physical  impediments,  and  in  spite  of  his  lameness,  made  him  con- 
spicuous in  every  sort  of  aihlctic  exercise;  climbing  dizzy  preci- 
pices, wading  treacherous  streams,  and  performing  pedestrian  feats 
that  make  one's  bones  acho  to  read  of.  With  what  Herculean 
drudgery  did  he  urge  his  way  through  all  sorts  of  literary  toil  ! 
Lockhart,  referring  to  the  almost  superhuman  efforts  which  the 
1  Wizzard  of  the  North'  made  to  supply  the  insatiable  demands  of 
Ballantyne's  press,  compared  him  to  a  steam-engine  with  a  train  of 
coal-wagons  attached.  'Yes,'  said  Scott,  laughing]  and  making  a 
crashing  cut  with  his  axe,  (for  they  were  felling  larches,)  '  and  there 
was  a  cursed  lot  of  dung-carts  too!* 

The  final  remark  to  be  enforced  under  this  head  is,  that  moral 
culture  should  occupy  a  prominent  place  in  a  manly  education. 
This  language  is  not  designed  to  embody  cant  or  inculcate  a  creed, 
but  simply  to  insist  on  what  human  weal  demands.  We  should 
omit  nothing  that  tends  to  fortify  the  body,  polish  the  mind,  and  en- 
noble the  heart.  Vigorous  health,  a  robust  constitution  and  viva* 
clous  spirits  are  valuable  possessions,  hut  we  must  have  something 
more  to  resist  the  frailties  and  moral  poison.1?  incident  to  depraved 
beings  in  a  world  of  sin.  We  are  put  into  a  tabernacle  of  clay,  not 
to  be  buried  in  it,  but  to  be  carried  about  by  it,  as  fire  is  transported 
in  a  vessel  of  earth ;  and  our  salvation  depends  upon  the  care  with 
which  the  sacred  flame  is  preserved.     It  was  Martins  who  said  : 

*  Wisely  did  the  poets  determine,  when  they  had  subjected  all  the 
other  gods  to  the  empire  of  Venus,  that  neither  she  nor  Cupid 
should  have  any  jurisdiction  over  Minerva  or  the  Muses.'  Beauty, 
under  the  fascinating  shape  of  Calypso,  for  a  long  time  enthralled 
the  brave  son  of  Ulysses,  and  by  the  might  of  her  blandishments 
held  him  captive  in  her  island.  He  vainly  imagined  that  he  was 
adoring  a  divinity,  while  he  lay  inglorious!  y  in  the  arms  of  volup- 
tuousness; but  an  exalted  influence  invaded  him  suddenly  under 
the  venerable  shape  of  Mentor;  he  is  reminded  of  his  better  des- 
tiny, throws  himself  into  the  waves,  and  is  free.  To  preserve  our 
persons  from  disgraceful  stains,  self* violence  is  frequently  required. 

•  A  pure  conscience  is  a  perpetual  feast ;'  and  it  is  only  while  we 
are  frugal,  temperate  and  chaste  that  we  may  expect 


•Good  digeftltan  to  wait  c 
And  health  on  both.' 


i  appetite, 


At  Sparta,  as  soon  as  a  child  had  outgrown  the  supervision  of  the 
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nurse,  he  was  led  by  matured  teachers  constantly  toward  a  moral 
goal.  To  reach  the  sublime  standard  of  what  man  should  be,  the 
glorious  ideal  of  perfection,  demands  constant  application  ;  the  un- 
weared  task  of  one's  whole  existence.  *  He  who  would  do  some 
great  thing  in  this  short  life,1  said  John  Foster,  '  must  apply  himself 
to  the  work  with  such  a  concentration  of  his  forces  as,  to  idle  spec- 
tators, who  live  only  to  amuse  themselves,  looks  like  insanity/ 
Nothing  good  is  attained  without  steady,  strong,  protracted  effort. 
The  bird  that  flutters  least  flies  highest  and  is  longest  on  the  wing. 
This  kind  of  manly  character  was  exemplified  in  Howard's  perpe- 
tual fire  of  benevolence  :  '  The  calmness  of  an  intensity  kept  uni- 
form by  the  nature  of  the  human  mind  forbidding  it  to  be  more, 
and  by  the  character  of  the  individual  forbidding  it  to  be  less/ 

Moral  culture  that  is  wise  regulates  human  faculties,  but  does  not 
mutilate  them.  There  is  more  hope  of  a  rogue  than  of  a  fool. 
Better  have  an  exuberance  of  inbred  vigor  than  the  suppleness  of 
sterility.  A  current  of  overflowing  fulness  may  be  rendered  use- 
ful without  being  evaporated  ;  excess  of  spirits  may  be  curbed,  but 
should  never  be  crippled.  True  education  is  not  a  decoration  of 
the  surface,  but  a  central  soul  and  substance  ;  it  is  the  food  of  our 
spiritual  nature,  the  arterial  blood,  inform  in  g  every  limb  and  quick- 
ening every  muscle  with  life,  beauty  and  strength.  Progression  is 
the  law  of  the  universe  ;  all  things,  animate  and  inanimate,  are  full 
of  it»  Every  thing  in  the  vegetable  world  grows  from  its  centre 
outward  s  *  First  the  blade,  then  the  ear,  then  the  full  corn  in  the 
ear/  Every  thing  has  its  process  of  education  ;  dew,  sunshine  and 
gentle  showers  for  the  flowerets  of  the  parterre,  frosts,  storm-winds 
and  thunder-gusts  for  majestic  forests.  Man,  too,  enters  the  world 
a  mere  bud  of  being  ;  a  germ  containing  within  himself  a  stupen- 
dous power  of  expansion,  as  a  seed  contains  a  tree.  His  blossoms 
must  unfold,  his  leaves  must  spread,  and  his  branches  must  shoot 
forth ,  nourished  by  free  gales  and  genial  sunshine,  or  rich  fruits 
will  never  descend  therefrom,  The  artificial  appliances  of  the  bat- 
house  are  not  adapted  to  this  sort  of  cultivation,  but  natural  ele- 
ments rather,  as  they  come  dowu  from  the  open  heavens  in  a" 
nate  summer  and  winter,  gentle  zephyrs  and  whirlwinds  dire, 
who  have  not  studied  long  and  devoutly  with  unprotected  brow 
under  the  dark  clouds  of  adversity,  will  be  slow  to  appreciate  tbo 
value  of  time,  and  unskilful  in  the  use  of  resources  the  most  pro- 
lific. Rich  stores  of  mental  wealth  will  lie  around  such,  like  the 
plunder  of  a  sacked  city;  like  this,  too,  it  will  be  squandered  in 
the  pursuit  of  casual  objects  and  ignoble  ends. 

The  solemn  games  of  ancient  Olympia  had  a  moral  aim  and  an 
useful  tendency;  they  cherished  a  popular  respect  for  voluntary 
efforts  of  manly  strength  and  the  sacrifice  of  selfish  gains.  They 
taught  aspiring  youth  to  pass  joyfully  through  peril  and  toil  to  a 
goal  where  a  speedily- withering  crown  was  the  reward,  or  rather 
the  symbol  of  the  reward,  of  victory.  All  the  competitors  were 
carefully  examined  as  to  their  personal  worth*  Conducted  to  the 
foot  of  the  statue  of  Jupiter,  where  was  a  plate  of  brass  containing 


terrible  denunciations  against  the  perjured,  they  solemnly  vowed 
that  they  were  clear  from  all  infamous  and  immoral  stains,  and  that 
they  would  employ  no  unfair  means  in  trials  of  skill.  After  this 
tbey  returned  to  the  stadium,  and  took  their  stations  by  lot,  and 
then  the  herald  publicly  demanded  :  '  Can  any  one  reproach  these 
athlaetae  with  having  been  in  bonds,  or  with  leading  an  irregular 
life  V  This  was  in  times  of  Paganism  :  bow  would  Christian  stu- 
dents pass  the  test? 

Would  to  Gor»  we  had  more  healthy  and  holy  spirits  in  the  lite- 
rary circles  of  our  land  !  We  have  quite  too  much  of  whining  sen- 
timentalism  in  the  composition  of  our  writers  ;  men  whose  pressure 
of  misfortune  produces  nothing  hut  pain,  because  they  spend  more 
time  in  multiplying  and  bemoaning  their  miseries  than  in  providing 
a  relief  for  them.  But  there  are  others  of  a  nobler  class,  who  che- 
rish the  loftiest  thoughts  even  while  oppressed  by  the  meanest  wants. 
They  are  men  who  have  imbibed  moral  lessons  amid  actual  con- 
flicts with  disasters  and  distress,  and  have  added  fresh  endurance 
and  flexibility  to  their  spirit  from  elements  agitated  ami  purified  by 
storms.  *  He  who  would  write  heroic  poems,  should  make  his 
whole  life  an  heroic  poem,1  said  Milton  ;  and  like  that  prince  of 
authors,  the  true  literary  man  will  be  inspired  with  a  lofty  emula- 
tion, cheering  his  solitary  meditations  with  hope,  prompting  him  to 
struggle,  to  endure,  to  conquer  difficulties  ;  or  if  defeated,  to 

- — *  AfcM  tne  obdurnte  breast 
With  stubborn  patience  «t  with  triple  steel.' 

Thirdly,  it  remains  to  inquire,  in  a  few  words,  'For  what  end 
should  a  manly  education  be  sought  I'  Such  cultivation  as  we  have 
described  should  be  promoted,  because  it  tends  to  produce  profound 
scholars,  useful  patriots  and  virtuous  citizens. 

It  is  well  for  men  of  rare  endowments  that  they  are  generally 
compelled  to  serve  a  rough  apprenticeship  in  that  great  work-shop, 
the  world  ;  it  acquaints  them,  as  Mikon  desired,  with  seemly  arts 
and  affairs,  instructs  them  in  the  ways  of  men,  and  points  out  ifae 
true  path  to  fame,  if  not  to  fortune.  Feeble  minds  may  not  be  able 
to  endure  the  yoke  ;  but  to  those  who  have  mettle  enough  to  make 
one  efficient,  the  discipline  is  wholesome  and  good.  For  want  of 
this,  too  often  has  been  seen 

•  A  FrMT  will  thai  working  out  iu  way 
Fretted  the  pigtuy  budy  to  dm 
And  o'erinlWmed  the  tenement  of  clay.* 

Of  faultless  monsters,  tinsel  decoration,  sickly  refinement  and  de- 
clamatory inanity,  we  have  enough.  We  need  energy  of  concep- 
tion more  than  elegance  of  execution  ;  Titantic  power  more  than 
Pygmaean  polish.  But  thoughts  are  not  necessarily  enfeebled  by 
being  gracefully  draped.  Hercules,  with  brawny  arm  and  invincible 
club,  maybe  equally  grand  in  the  employment  of  his  strength,  while 
clad  in  garments  appropriate  to  civilized  life.  The  temple  most 
admirably  proportioned  and  delicately  adorned  has  a  rough  and 


massive  foundation  to  rest  upon.  The  finest  spirits  generally  taber- 
nacle in  the  firmest  bodies*  Intellect  and  imagination  are  ever  in 
the  closest  alliance  in  the  most  rugged  men*  Luther,  Galileo,  Lord 
Bacon,  Sfaakspeare,  and  Spenser;  Jeremy  Taylor,  Mitton*  Barrow. 
Howe*  Donne  and  Cowley,  blended  immense  subtrlty  and  vigor  of 
thought  with  great  copiousness  and  fervor  of  imagery.  The  abun- 
dance  of  their  animal  spirits  fed  the  fires  of  their  genius.  They 
carefully  read  life,  books  and  men  ;  but  with  equal  zeal  and  constant 
habit,  they  communed  with  Bowers,  trees,  gardens,  running  streams, 
soaring  mountains,  the  deep-meaning  sky  of  day,  and  night's  vast 
congregation  of  stars.  They  loved  nature,  and,  Acta*an-like,  saw 
her  virgin  beauty  in  secluded  haunts,  but  were  not,  Acta?an-like,  de- 
voured by  their  own  remorseful  thoughts*  as  by  ravening  dogs.  They 
were  too  manly  in  their  constitution  and  culture  to  succumb  to  ef- 
feminate indulgence  ;  too  healthy  in  the  tone  of  iheir  spirits  to  pant 
away  life  in  aimless  toils.  Tholuck,  one  of  the  greatest  and  best 
scholars  of  Germany,  recently  assigned  throe  reasons  for  uot  visit- 
ing the  United  States  :  '  First,  the  rifeness  of  our  mob  spirit,  which 
might  endanger  his  life  ;  secondly,  the  prevalence  of  dyspepsia,  so 
peculiar  to  our  students;  and  thirdly,  the  want  of  promenades  in 
our  villages  and  towns,'  He  recognizes  the  want  of  innocent  recrea- 
tion among  us,  the  source  of  many  evils  which  all  wise  men  have 
occasion  to  dreatL 

Again,  manly  education  will  insure  to  the  country  useful  patriots. 
Men  educated  in  the  abstract  only,  like  elegantly-made  sun-dials  in 
the  shade,  may  always  be  fitted  for  use,  but  are  always  useless. 
Knowledge  that  is  real  is  practical  and  useful.  It  invigorates  the 
mind,  and  stores  it  with  a  profusion  of  apt  allusions  and  striking 
illustrations;  it  exalts  the  sense  of  duty,  refines  affection  and  enno- 
bles the  whole  man.  Erudite  dullness  may  make  a  learned  orator, 
but  it  is  the  prerogative  of  animated  wisdom  to  inspire  a  speaker 
of  consummate  power  and  skill.  Draco  was  smothered  by  the  gar- 
ments thrown  in  honor  of  him  ;  and  so  the  mere  book-worm,  as 
Robert  Hall  has  said,  may  '  lay  so  many  books  on  his  brains  that  he 
cannot  think.1  Philological  pursuits  are  of  great  importance,  but 
Sir  William  Jones  has  declared  that  '  Languages  are  the  mere  in- 
struments of  learning,  and  should  not  he  confounded  with  learning 
itself.' 

We  estimate  the  value  of  a  machine  not  by  the  glitter  of  its  ma- 
terial or  the  elegance  of  its  finish,  but  by  its  utility  in  a  working 
state.  A  man  is  valuable  not  on  account  of  what  he  has  acquired 
but  for  what  he  can  perform.  We  are  not  in  the  least  disposed  to 
undervalue  universities,  and  other  associations  of  learned  nun  ;  but 
it  is  hard  to  forget  that  for  nearly  all  the  ripe  scholarship  and  p 
otic  eloquence  of  the  day,  we  are  seldom  indebted  to  the  cloisters 
for  the  principle,  and  never  for  powerful  execution.  One  must  be 
forcible  in  order  to  be  influential;  he  must  gain  an  ascendency  over 
men  by  penetrating  their  views,  modifying  their  wishes,  and  impell- 
ing their  minds.     Eloquence,  fresh  from  the  fount  of  feeling  and  full 
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of  practical  wisdom,  must  fill  the  soul  of  the  speaker,  revealing  her 
presence  in  the  purity,  power  and  grandeur  or  his  thoughts  : 

'She  clothes  him  with  authority  and  awe, 
Speaks  from  bis  lips,  and  in  his  looks  gives  law : 
His  speech,  bis  form,  his  action  full  of  grace, 
And  ull  his  country  beaming  in  his  face.' 

Delicate  exotics  may  flourish  best  in  the  close  air  of  secluded  con- 
servatories ;  but  the  saplings  that  are  to  become  cedars  of  Lebanon 
and  oaks  of  Bashan,  require  free  space,  sunshine,  and  copious  rains. 
It  is  impossible  to  know  the  world  through  the  medium  of  books 
alone.  The  theories  of  a  recluse  may  be  the  profound  disquisitions 
of  a  philosopher,  while  his  practical  conduct  is  that  of  a  fooL  It 
was  said  that  Luther  '  awoke  all  Europe  from  the  sleep  of  the  li- 
braries.,  How  did  he  do  this  1  Not  by  calling  around  him  in  solemn 
seclusion  the  masters  of  scholastic  subtleties  and  defunct  erudition, 
but  by  plunging  into  the  great  heart  of  his  country  through  the  living 
tones  of  their  homely  vernacular.  He  might  have  debated  in  Latin 
till  the  day  of  doom,  and  been  triumphantly  answered  by  accom- 
plished champions  at  Rome  in  Latin  better  than  his  own.  But  he 
moved  to  his  great  work,  not 

'  to  the  Dorian  mood 

Of  flutes  and  soft  recorders  :' 

He  took  not  the  oaten  pipe  of  the  classic  muse  to  arouse  the  world 
from  superstitions  and  ignorance  worse  than  death ;  he  grasped  the 
iron  trumpet  of  his  mother  tongue,  and  in  clear,  familiar,  but  start- 
ling tones,  blew  a  blast  of  thunder  that  shook  the  nations  from  Par- 
thenope  to  the  Orkneys.  Such  men  are  demanded  by  the  emergencies 
of  our  own  day.  The  airy  refinement  of  Pope's  verse,  and  the  ex- 
quisite but  humid  beauty  of  Addison's  prose,  will  not  impress  the 
obtuse  nerve  of  modern  mind.  We  need  a  style  formed  by  the 
aggregate  of  higher  qualities  ;  the  epigrammatic  force  of  Young, 
the  lucid  majesty  of  Chatham,  and  the  gorgeous  effulgence  of 
Burke;  a  style  in  which  the  most  vivid  poetry  shall  animate  ponde- 
rous prose,  as  momentum  gives  cannon  balls  their  efficacy ;  a  style 
formed  and  employed  by  healthy,  liberally-educated  men,  whose 
teeming  stores  of  knowledge  are  patriotically  rendered  conservative 
of  the  public  weal. 

Finally,  we  must  foster  manly  education  that  we  may  have  virtu- 
ous citizens.  The  pursuit  of  physical  energy  in  agricultural  avo- 
cations, or  otherwise,  contributes  to  the  general  perfection  of  our 
complex  being  as  much  as  a  problem  in  Euclid  or  a  page  in  Homer. 
Agriculture  was  ever  highly  esteemed  by  the  ancients  in  general, 
and  by  the  Romans  in  particular ;  indeed,  it  was  almost  the  only 
science  among  them  which  produced  writers  truly  original.  It  is 
remarkable  that  the  names  of  many  of  their  mdst  distinguished 
families,  such  as  Fabius,  Lentulus,  Piso,  Cicero,  and  many  others, 
were  taken  from  agriculture  and  from  vegetables.  It  was  while 
they  remained  a  robust,  bucolic  people,  that  they  were  eminently 
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fitted  for  all  sorts  of  stupendous  enterprise.  In  vigor  and  constancy 
under  privatum  their  legions  surpassed  all  military  bodies  that  were 
ever  organized.  One  of  the  finest  scholars  of  modern  tiroes,  the 
late  William  Roscoe,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,  spoke  as  follows  of  the 
relation  of  agriculture  to  persona!  happiness:  *  This  mode  of  life 
gave  health  and  vigor  to  my  body,  anil  amusement  and  instruction 
to  my  mind;  and  to  this  day,  I  well  remember  the  delicious  sleep 
which  succeeded  my  labors,  and  from  which  I  was  again  called  at  an 
early  hour.  If  I  were  now  asked  whom  I  considered  to  be  happiest 
of  the  human  race,  I  should  answer  those  who  cultivate  the  earth 
by  their  own  hands/  Let  me  here  subjoin  a  beautiful  epitaph  on 
an  old  farmer,  written  by  a  renowned  Greek  poet : 

1  Earth  to  thy  flowery  boiom  Uko  in  love 
Thy  undent  irorstt|>p«H     H>  led  the  rrove 
Of  fihve*  down  yon  vall«y*a  gentle  mlIo  ; 
'T  ***  he  who  taught  the  crystal  ttrf  am  to  glide 
With  its  law  murmur  round  thu  bownry  vina. 
And  wreathed  it*  tno^y  fa  mil  with  e* bullae . 
*T  wa*  hi*  pale  hand  t&al  crowned  the  hill  with  corn, 
And  planted  yon  peuch  orchard  ;  where  at  morn 
The?  wm«Ji  grew  namat  I    Strew  thy  earliest  bloom, 
And  hallow  thy  old  lover  Ln  tbo  tomb.' 

The  improvement  of  mind  and  muscle  is  an  imperative  duty,  and 
the  source  of  pleasures  of  a  high  order;  hut  all  that  is  deathless  in 
the  nature,  and  sublime  in  the  destiny  of  the  soul,  proclaims  the  in- 
finite importance  of  moral  education.  Industry  is  a  duty  and  so  is 
devotion,  and  both  in  their  place  and  proportion, equally  reflect  honor 
on  the  name  and  creation  of  God. 

We  especially  need  men  of  manly  force  and  principle  who  shall 
be  the  proprietors  and  cultivators  of  our  national  domain.  The 
period  is  not  very  remote  since  those  who  cultivated  the  soil  of 
England  were  slaves,  bought  and  sold  with  the  cattle  which  they 
tended.  Sir  Walter  Scott,  in  his  graphic  description  of  one  of  this 
class,  after  depicting  the  other  peculiarities  of  his  costume,  adds  a 
trait  which  speaks  volumes  as  to  their  condition :  *  One  part  of  his 
dress  only  remains,  but  it  is  too  remarkable  to  be  suppressed  ;  it 
was  a  brass  ring,  resembling  a  dug's  collar,  but  without  any  opening 
and  soldered  fast  round  his  neck;  so  loose  as  to  form  no  impedi- 
ment to  his  breathing;  yet  so  tight  as  to  be  incapable  of  being  re- 
moved, excepting  by  the  use  Of  the  file.  On  this  singular  gorgit 
was  engraved  in  Saxon  characters:  *  G-urth,  the  son  of  Beauvulph 
is  the  born  thrall  of  Cedric.'  '  We  want  no  '  born  thralls'  in  Ame- 
rica, and  to  prevent  it  we  must  have  every  where  men  of  masculine 
bodies  and  minds;  men  acting  under  the  highest  motives  for  the 
holiest  ends. 

Labor,  severe  and  wholesome  labor,  is  the  great  primary  law  of 
our  being;  and  the   ft!  'fit  is  a  blessing  only  so  far  as  the 

fruits  of  a  high  state  of  civilization  are  snatched  from  voluptuous  ap- 
petites, and  become  consecrated  to  moral  improvement.    Every  1 1 
connected   with  wealth,  leisure,  and  refinement  should  tend  to  the 
development  and  manly  cultivation  of  mankind.     The  glory  of  a 
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state  consists  not  in  its  effeminate  luxuries  but  in  its  hardy  sons ; 
not  in  its  decorated  monuments,  but  in  its  disciplined  men. 

1  What  constitutes  a  state  t 
Not  high-raised  battlements,  and  labored  mound, 

Thick  wall, or  moated  gate; 
Not  cities  proud,  with  spires  and  turrets  crowned; 

Not  bays  and  broad-armed  ports, 
Where,  laughing  at  the  storm,  proud  navies  ride ; 

Not  starred  and  »pangled  courts, 
Where  low-browed  baseness  wafts  perfumes  to  pride; 

No!  m*n !  high  minded  men, 

Men  who  their  duties  know, 
But  know  their  rights ;  and  knowing,  dare  maintain ; 

Prevent  the  long-aimed  blow. 
And  crush  the  tyrants,  while  they  rend  the  chain; 

These  constitute  a  state, 
And  sovereign  law,  that  state's  collected  will. 

O'er  thrones  and  globes  elate. 
Sits  empress,  crowning  good,  repressing  ill.'  Elm. 

Cincinnati,  Sept.,  1847. 


OCTOBER     AT     *  D  O  B  B  ,      HIS      FERRY.' 


ON     TBI    HUDSON    RZYCR. 


'  Tbiri  is  an  emblem  in  this  peaceful  scene  : 
8oon  rainbow  colors  on  the  woods  will  fall. 

And  autumn  gusts  bereare  the  hills  of  green. 
As  sinks  the  year  beneath  lta  oloudy  pall.' 

'  I'll  gire  to  thee  a  sUrer  pound 
To  row  as  o'er  the  ferry.' 


W.  G.   Clark. 


With  what  a  holy  quietude  the  days 

Of  autumn  fill  these  lovely  solitudes ; 

So  peaceful  are  they,  and  so  deeply  hid 

From  the  intrusion  of  the  busy  world, 

Mid  the  religious  gloom  of  rocks  and  trees, 

Which  to  the  soul  impart  a  kindred  awe : 

That  thou  may'st  here  forget  the  cares  of  life. 

And  in  the  inmost  silence  of  thy  heart 

Approach  the  throne  of  The  Invisible, 

Who  dwelleth  not  in  temples  made  with  hands, 

But  chooseth  rather  his  abiding  place 

In  the  gray  forests,  through  whose  many  roofe 

The  tempests  roll  their  anthems.     Thou  may'st  sit 

Upon  this  bank  of  moss,  and  while  thine  eye 

Hath  many  a  glimpse  of  stream  and  snow-white  sail, 

No  ruder  sound  shall  break  upon  thine  ear 

Than  the  sweet  voice  of  waves  that  lose  themselves 

In  their  own  music  on  the  pebbly  beach, 

Or  the  low  murmur  of  the  wind  that  stirs 

Amid  the  boughs  above  thee.    Thou  shalt  look 

O'er  waters  gaudy  with  inverted  trees, 

Beneath  whose  spreading  screens  of  twinkling  gold 

Lies  the  blue  image  of  the  hollowed  sky 

Amid  the  silver  currents  ;  trooping  clouds, 

Ol  dazzling  whiteness,  and  a  fairy  mass 
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Or  dancing  leaves  painting  the  glassy  stream 

With  gold  and  crimson.     Nooks,  through  which  the  light 

Streams  with  a  yellow  radiance  from  above, 

Shall  woo  thee  to  look  orer  their  mossy  banks 

Upon  the  silent  picture  ;  but  when  he 

Who  keeps  the  ferry  hath  unmoored  his  boat, 

T'i"  scene  below  shall  change  into  a  mass 

Of  rocking  silver.     Then  tho  mimic  waves, 

Clapping  their  little  hands  in  glee,  shall  chase 

Each  other  swifter  in  the  mossy  coves, 

And  fall  with  softer  music  on  the  ear ; 

A  music  mingled  with  the  plunge  of  wheels, 

And  with  the  red  sleeved  boatman's  barcarole, 

(A  strange  wild  mixture  of  old  songs  and  psalms) 

Half-sung,  half- whistled,  as  he  steers  across 

The  glittering  river. 

With  how  soft  a  light 
The  golden  sunshine,  glimmering  through  the  haze 
And  misty  softness  of  the  noontide,  bathes 
The  blood-red  leaves  that  strew  without  a  sound 
The  bier  of  Autumn  !     It  is  like  the  sad 
Sweet  memory  of  those  who  now  are  saints, 
Redeemed  and  blessed,  in  holy  Paradise  ; 
A  memory  which  is  the  almoin  r 
Of  thoughts  more  sweet  than  music,  and  more  bright 
Than  moonlight  when  il  rocks  upon  !he  breast 
Of  the  lulled  ocean.     Thou  shall  conjure  up 
Amid  the  depths  of  these  hushed  solitudes 
Bright  visions  titled  with  faces  of  old  friends 
Long  since  departed  to  the  silent  land  ; 
And  tender  recollections  of  the  past, 
That  fill  the  eye  with  tears  ;  yet  not  less  sweet 
Shall  be  the  sound  of  breezes  in  the  beech, 
Or  quiet  chirp  of  birds  upon  the  shore  ; 
Nor  less  serene  the  glassy  sky  that  bends 
Above  the  glassy  river. 

Haply,  then, 
When  thou  hast  felt  the  beauty  of  the  scene, 
And  bo  hast  grown  in  love  with  tho  red  woods 
That  redden  tho  still  waters,  thou  shall  turn 
In  after  time,  to  bless  the  memory 
Of  these  secluded  haunts,  well  loved  of  Kniok., 
Who  beareth  through  the  busy  thoroughfares, 
And  mid  the  uproar  of  the  marts  of  men, 
Bright  recollections  of  serenest  days 
Passed  in  the  company  of  rocks  and  woods ; 
Tho  talk  of  friends  ;  the  moon's  wave-broken  track, 
The  sloop-lights  gleaming  o'er  the  Tnppaan  Zee ; 
The  laugh  of  children,  faces  of  fair  girls, 
Hade  ruddy  by  the  dance  on  summer  nights 
And  all  that  constitutes  the  joy  of  life, 
With  that  which  Nature  gives  in  stainless  skies, 
The  pnmp  of  colored  woods,  and  in  the  calm 
Religious  stillness  of  her  holy  fanes, 
Where  she  doth  preach  unto  the  heart  of  man, 
With  every  season,  some  monthly, 
Some  truth  made  evident  in  all  her  works. 
Of  the  Divinity  which  uuinuites, 
And  lives  and  moves  in  all  created  tlunga. 


H.  W,  Bocxiriti 


INGLES1DR      CHIT.CIIAT. 
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■Hens'*  the  ffift,  but  ivberu'a  ibe  Testament  /*  —  Captmk 


'  Jl  will  be  recollected '     Here  the  Parson  left  off  reading 

from  the  *  Tatifatcm  Gazette*  in  my  last  chapter. 

1  I  wish  people  would  n't  have  spasms  V  said  Mrs.  Otis,  the  next 
morning,  at  table,  when  I  told  her  why  the  Doctor  left  so  early  ;  '  I 
wish  people  would  n't  have  spasms  ;  they  look  so  disagreeable  !' 

Mrs.  Otis  is  a  notable  philosopher,  as  well  as  a  good  house- 
keeper, and  I  assented  quite  cordially  as  she  handed  me  a  rich  cup 
of  Mocha;  my  nod  of  assent  answering  both  for  the  remark  and 
the  coffee  too*  Happening  to  glance  at  Martha,  who  sits  always  on 
my  right*  I  noticed  a  slight  twitching  in  the  corners  of  her  He  bean 
month  ;  but  she  instantly  controlled  it,  and  looked  as  meek,  demure 
and  gentle  as  ever, 

The  fact  is,  Martha  is  almost  a  woman  ;  being  fully  sixteen  ;  and 
ever  since  the  reflection  of  the  Lieutenant,  I  have  come  to  remark 
that  she  is  surprisingly  pretty.  Sixteen  /  Well,  Time  plies  his 
Bcythe  rather  swiftly  for  one  so  old  as  he  is  represented.  Lately 
I  have  been  thinking  that  he  is  quite  a  young  roysterer  yet.  Yea, 
Saturnus  hath  a  nimble  gait  for  an  old  boy  of  six  thousand  years 
and  better  !  Noah,  when  he  went  into  his  floating  zoological  Be- 
thel, imagined  him  on  his  last  legs,  no  doubt.  Last  legs,  indeed  ! 
why,  he  is  now  as  lusty  as  ever.  '  The  lean  and  slippered  panta- 
loon* doth  not  appear  on  him.  He  weareth  tights;  and  the  round 
plumpness  of  his  nether  limbs  betokeneth  stalwart  youngness, 

And  so  this  damsel  is  sixteen  1  How  sixteen  years  have  sped  I 
Yes,  thou  art  grown  up,  sweet  Martha,  almost  to  womanhood. 
Who  wouM  have  thought  it,  when,  sixteen  years  ago  this  blessed 
night,  I  stumbled  over  the  snug  little  basket  which  was  thy  earliest 
cradle  !  Yes,  to-night,  sixteen  years  agone,  thou  wert  sleeping  on 
the  front  door-stone  of  Ingleside,  heedless  of  the  snow-wreath 
which  helped  to  blanket  thee.  Poor  Mrs.  Otis!  how  she  fidgetted 
about,  and  cried,  and  hinted  of  the  poor-house, -and  told  me  folks 
would  say  1  was  thy  father,  and  declared  she  would  have  nothing  to 
do  with  thee ;  and  ended  with  kissing  thy  little  cheeks,  and  took 
thee  into  her  own  room  for  her  bed-fellow,  and  called  thee  *  siveet 
baby*  in  the  morning!  Just  such  a  twitching  of  the  mouth  as 
affected  thee  did  I  experience  when  at  breakfast  she  wished  that 
folks  would  n't  have  babies  in  riurh  a  queer  way,  right  in  the  dead 
of  winter.  If  it  was  in  the  summer  it  would  n't  be  half  so  bad  ; 
but  this  leaving  the  little  innocent  creatures  out  in  the  snow,  all 
alone  by  themselves,  was  real  cruel  —  that  it  was !     And  such  a 
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pretty  one,  too  !  It  was  real  shameful !  *  And  yet,  who  knows,* 
she  added,  '  who  knows  but  what  its  parents  would  n't  have  left  it 
any  where  else  such  a  night,  but  depended  on  our  kindness,  and 
felt  sure  that  the  little  thing  would  n't  be  out  there  long?*  and  then 
how  the  tears  jumped  into  her  eyes  ;  and  she  put  her  spotless  band- 
kerchief  to  her  handsome  face  (she  was  only  twenty-six  then,  and 
four  years  a  widow,)  and  declared  she  would  adopt  it,  if  T  would 
let  her, 

Ah  !  but  it  was  too  bad,  though!  How  Bhe  started,  and  turned 
all  sorts  of  colors,  with  almost  every  emotion  struggling  together 
in  her  countenance,  when  I  quietly  Baid  :  *  May  be,  it's  part  blank  ; 
who  knows?'  *  Oh  F  she  gasped  out,  and  darted  up  and  ran  to 
her  room  to  see  ;  and  then  came  back  crying  with  delighl,  satisfied 
that  thou  wert  of  Caucasian  blood,  and  hadst  in  thy  veins  no  Ethio- 
pian tincture. 

Thou  wouldst  have  loved  ber  even  more  than  thou  dost  now, 
couldst  thou  have  seen  ber  happiness  as  she  sat  down  again  and 
called  me  a  ■  Real  Ugly*  for  frightening  her  so. 

Jack  Ingle  was  rather  good-looking  or  so,  at  twenty-four;  so  of 
course  she  referred  simply  to  my  disposition.  Nay,  I  ought  not  to 
have  trifled  with  ber  feelings,  the  tender  soul !  She  has  been  a  kind 
mother  to  thee  ever  since  ;  kinder  than  thy  own.  Perchance — and 
it  is  but  perchance— perchance  thy  own  mother,  and  tby  father  too, 
may  yet  reclaim  thee,  sweet,  gentle  girl !  What  if  that  letter,  which 
came  this  day  twelvemonth,  should  be  followed  by  another  ?  Thou 
art  ignorant  of  my  hopes.  Indeed,  it  were  cruel  to  let  the*  also 
hope,  and  be  disappointed.  How  I  have  longed  to  read  it  to  Mrs. 
Otis  —  the  kind  soul  1  —  and  dare  not,  lest  she  dream  of  it  and  tell 
thee  in  her  sleep  !  Even  awake,  too,  she  might  tell  thee;  for  with 
a  woman's  heart  she  must  have  also  a  woman's  tongue!  And  if 
she  told  thee  not,  would  reveal  it  in  her  smile,  her  eye,  her  footstep 
even.  Ah,  woman  I  well  art  thou  termed  '  the  weaker  vessel !' 
But  of  no  vulgar  clay  art  thou  fashioned.  Thou  art  a  vase  of  thin* 
nest  poreelain  rather;  through  whose  delicate  fabric  the  light  steal- 
eth  tremulously,  discovering,  in  soft  shadow,  whatever  is  within  ! 

*  It  will  be  recollected'  that  the  'Squire  is  a  bachelor.  If  he  were 
a  married  man  —  Heaven  save  the  mark  —  he  would  not  discourse 
on  this  wise,  by  a  league  or  twain,  *  It  will  be  recollected/  most 
courteous,  gentle  and  ludificated  reader,  that  the  Parson,  the  other 
evening*  was  just  at  this  reminiscent  phrase,  when  the  door-bell 
rang  for  the  Doctor.  The  day  after,  every  eye  in  Tattleton  had 
read  the  *  Gazette's  '  report  of  *  The  Tattleton  Dinner.'  Every  body 
was  pleased,  and  every  body  had  talked  of  it.  It  was  settled  that 
Tattleton  had  distinguished  itself  far  beyond  its  most  sanguine 
hopes.  The  Doctor  had  beard  it  the  subject  of  conversation  in  his 
visits.  His  spasmodic  patient  even  shared  in  the  general  enthusi- 
asm, and  was  reading  the  paper  early  in  the  morning  when  he  called. 
The  Parson  had  witnessed  the  general  excitement  in  his  parochial 
rounds;  and  instead  of  talking  on  more  serious  matters;  had  been 
obliged  to  talk  of  the  dinner.     The  Lieutenant  had  been  besieged 


in  the  arsenal  and  at  the  '  Stone-House'  by  whole  regiments  of  the 
'Blues,'  who  thronged  upon  His  Bachelorship  daring  the  forenoon 
to  get  his  opinion  of  the  editor's  style  ;  which,  as  fur  as  they  *  might 
be  allowed  to  judge,  was  equal  to  that  of  Bosvvell  V  They  had  all 
along  set  Mr.  Penfillan  down  as  a  young  man  of  promising  abilities  ; 
but  this  effort  was  perfectly  superb;  it  was  so  graphic  and  Kit 
Norflush  and  life-like.  In  fine,  it  was  a  Daguerreotype,  and  Mr.  Pen- 
fillan a  literary  Vandyke.  This  last  comparison  was  probably  being 
suggested  by  the  desire  they  all  felt  to  have  him  about  their  sweet 
necks,  the  sentimental  dears  !  The  Lieutenant  thought  it  would  nft 
have  ruffled  them  at  alb  The  epidemic  had  spread  even  to  the  bar- 
racks  ;  and  the  Lieutenant  had  surprised  the  chief-gunner  sitting 
astride  his  piece  full  half  a  minute  after  the  sun  was  set,  reading 
1  The  Gazette/  when  he  should  have  been  blazing  away  for  *  sun- 
down/ 

When  we  were  ensconced  about  the  fire  in  our  accustomed  seats 
and  postures,  the  Doctor,  after  apologizing  for  his  hasty  retreat  of 
the  evening  before,  suggested  the  farther  reading  of  the  article  in 
question,  since  we  had  all  held  our  appetites  in  abeyance. 

Disappointed  reader,  ynur  curiosity  shall  now  be  satisfied,  as  ours 
was.  Imagine  tbfi  'Squire,  after  a  glass  of  Lachrymse  Christi  and 
a  wkitf  or  two  of  fail  cigar,  slowly  rising  from  the  recesses  of  bis 
easy-chair  and  handing  the  Parson*  as  be  sat  down,  a  paper  from 
the  top  of  the  side-hoard.  The  Parson  leisurely  opens  it,  and  fold- 
ing it  inside  out,  poises  his  cigar  between  the  first  two  fingers  of  his 
dexter  hand ;  and  then  running  his  eye  down  the  third  column  of 
the  second  page,  commences  reading. 

*  It  will  he  recollected/  by  all  present,  that  the  Parson  began,  in  a 
full  and  steady  voice, 4  It  will  be  recollected/  Certainly,  it  was  re- 
collected, for  the  Parson  drew  on  his  memory  for  the  phrase,  and 
then  came  to  a  dead  pause.  He  rarely  smiles,  but  a  smile  actually 
crept  out  from  the  corners  of  bis  eyes,  and  so  spread  over  his  whole 
countenance.     We  were  not  a  little  surprised  ;  it  was  so  unusual* 

4  What  's  the  matter  !'  exclaimed  the  Lieutenant,  the  Doctor  and 
the  'Squire,  all  in  one  breath.     '  What  *s  the  matter?' 

'  I  cai/t  find  the  place  /  said  the  Parson.  *  The  place  is  n't  here  ; 
you  've  given  me  the  wrong  paper,  Jack/ 

And  so,  in  fact,  the  'Squire  had  :  and  could  n't  find  the  fight  oue 
the  whole  evening :  although  he  searched  the  4  library/  from  the 
side -board  to  the  book- case,  and  from  the  book-case  to  the  chair- 
cushion,  every  nook  and  cranny  of  it :  and  called  in  Martha  into  the 
bargain,  who  was  afraid  she  had  *  kindled  the  fire  with  it,  Sir/ 

Thus  most  patient  and  long-forbearing  reader,  ■  your  curiosity  is 
now  satisfied  as  ours  was ;'  as  the  'Squire  told  you  it  would  be» 
About  the  middle  of  next  week,  we  MI  the  Parson  reading  the  right 
paper,  the  'Squire  having  sent  down  to  the  office  for  a  second  copy. 
be  patient,  as  we  were,  and  you  shall  have  it  all.  Job  was  pa- 
tient, the  good  old  man  ;  and  his  afflictions  were  much  more  grievous 
and  sore  than  yours  are.  He  boiled  all  over  at  the  wicked  desire 
of  the  Evil  One,     If  you  find  your  bad  humors  breaking  out,  just 
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arrange  the  pillows  of  your  sofa*  and  bring  matters  to  a  bead.  It 
will  relieve  you  wonderfully  I  Never  worry  over  little  vexations. 
Let  by-gones  be  by-gones.  The  'Squire  can  tell  you  a  soothing 
story,  thereau cut.     He  had  it  from  the  Parson. 

Some  years  ago,  when  the  Rt,  Rev.  Dr. was  minister  over  a 

country  parish,  he  went  to  the  Springs  for  a  couple  of  weeks  ;  during 
which  time  one  of  his  deacons,  a  thriving,  middle-aged  farmer  in 
the  neighborhood,  had  sickened,  died,  and  was  buried.  The  Doctor 
got  home  on  Saturday  night, and  preached  a  hastily-revised  funeral 
sermon  the  next  day.  The  loss  to  the  church  was  a  severe  one,  and 
the  whole  audience  shared  the  grief  of  the  widow,  who,  in  her 
weeds,  was  present  during  divine  service.  The  oexl  day  the  Doc- 
tor went  to  see  her;  and  as  the  little  girl  opened  the  frontdoor, 
what  was  bis  astonishment  as  he  saw,  or  thought  he  saw,  through 
the  half-open  passage-way,  the  mourning  and  disconsolate  widow 
mopping  the  kitchen  floor  f 

Pretty  soon  she  appeared  in  her  working-dress  in  the  parlor,  and 
sadly  shook  the  Doctor's  hand.  For  a  half  hour  he  discoursed  to 
her  of  resignation  and  the  consolations  of  religion  ;  she  all  the  while 
hiding  her  tears  behind  her  ample  apron. 

When  he  had  finished,  with  moistened  eyes,  and  sympathetic  heart, 
he  awaited  the  struggle  of  her  grief,  and  she  at  last  broke  the  silence, 
by  saying  in  an  impressible  tone  :  *  Doctor,  /  never  cry  for  gpi/t  m 
He  was  not  remarkably  dilatory  io  bidding  her  good  morning ;  and 
finding  the  morceau  *  too  good  to  keep,1  was  within  a  week  near 
losing  his  whole  congregation. 
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Ik  sadness  cornea  the  blushing  day 
O'er  Buena-Vista's  rocky  way  ; 
On  tented  field  and  mountain  gray 
The  sun's  bright  beams  glance  mournful ty. 

Long  ere  yon  golden  eon  is  low, 
The  grass  with  bloody  dew  shall  glow  ; 
The  air  shall  waft  dread  tones  of  wo 
From  quivering  lips  in  agony. 

For  banners  wave  and  arms  flash  bright, 
And  in  the  dawn's  gray  misty  light 
Warriors  are  rushing  to  the  fight, 
And  the  rattling  drum  beats  heavily. 


Then,  thund'nng  through  the  rocky  vale* 
The  guns  spout  forth  their  iron  had 
In  one  fierce  fiery -sheeted  gale, 
And  suJph'rous  flames  gleam  horribly. 

Warm  life-blood  wets  the  flinty  ground. 
And  the  loud  cannon's  awful  sound 
The  wild  death-cry  can  scarcely  drown  ; 
It  shrieks  Io  Heaven  terribly  I 

On  I  on  !  ye  band  of  gallant  braves  I 
O'er  you  the  starry  banner  waves; 
On  !  on  I  there  's  glory  in  your  graves; 
Charge  I  *  't  is  for  death  or  victory  P 


Dreadful  and  loud  their  voices  rang,  Alas  !  that  night,  stretched  on  the  plain* 

Deadly  and  sharp  their  weapons*  clang,  Many  a  gallant  brave  lay  slain  ; 

As  to  the  strife  they  fiercely  sprang,  At  home  they  'II  wait  them  long  in  vain. 

In  eager,  bloody  rivalry.  For  Death  has  closed  their  misery. 
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Hail  !  mighty  Sovereign  of  a  voiceless  land ! 

Thou  King  tf  Terrors !    At  thy  word  the  soul 

With  trembling  haste  yields  np  to  thy  control 
tts  clay-built  fortress.     No  one  can  withstand 
Thy  dread  approach.    The  infant  hears  thee  call, 

And  sighs  its  soul  to  Heaven ;  youthful  bloom 

Fades  at  thy  breath ;  within  the  silent  tomb 
Strength,  beauty,  virtue,  wit  and  wisdom,  all 
Are  gathered  and  forgotten.    But  thy  sway 

Stops  with  the  dust ;  the  Spirit,  strong  and  free, 

Spreads  her  broad  pinions  at  the  sight  of  thee, 
Defies  thy  power,  spurns  the  dissolving  clay, 

And  from  thy  gloomy  realms  doth  quickly  flee, 
Soaring  triumphant  to  immortal  day.  oumbx.iiv«. 


sfcRMON      OF     THE      QUAKERESS. 


Br     A    NEW    CONTRIBUTOR. 

Once  on  a  time,  but  when,  or  where,  it  matters  hot,  a  female,  be- 
longing to  the  Friends'  society,  arose  in  meeting,  and  uttered  the 
following  impressive  sentence : 

*  I  wonder  what  good  it  does  men  to  kill  their  enemies  ;  if  they  would 
let  them  alone,  they  would  die  themselves* 

When  I  first  heard  of  the  above  discourse,  so  full  of  pith  and 
naivete,  '  That  is  one  sermon/  said  I,  '  that  I  shall  certainly  never 
forget ;  for  if  I  be  not  mistaken,  there  are  other  things  beside  men, 
which  if  let  alone  would  die  of  themselves.  How  often  have  I  seen 
men  and  women  thrown  into  a  paroxysm  of  feeling*  and  involved 
in  the  most  extravagant  proceedings,  in  order  to  pat  down  some  idle 
tale,  or  resent  some  trifling  affront,  which  if  left  to  themselves  would 
have  passed  away  like  a  puff  of  wind,  and  never  rifore  been  thought 
of!  The  sermon  of  the  Quakeress  has  a  thousand  times  been  pro- 
fitable to  myself,  and  a  thousand  times  have  I  preached  it  to  others, 
sometimes  with  and  sometimes  without  effect;  but  I  have  never 
known  an  instance  in  which  it  was  neglected,  and  the  individual  did 
not  smart  for  the  consequence. 

I  shall  extract  from  my  diary  a  few  instances,  out  of  many  re- 
corded there,  in  order  to  show  the  advantage  of  observing,  and  the 
danger  of  violating,  the  doctrine  enunciated  in  our  text. 

'  A  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance  had  received  a  most  gross  and 
insufferable  insult,  and  under  circumstances  which  would  have  ren- 
dered the  slightest  indelicacy  inexcusable;  contrary  to  my  expec- 
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tati  on,  he  bore  it  in  the  first  instance  patiently,  and  simply  rem  on* 
strated,  The  insult  was  repeated,  with  circumstances  of  studied 
aggravation.  Human  nature  could  bear  no  more  ;  ho  caught  up  an 
axe-handle  and  levelled  the  insulter  on  the  spot,  drawing  his  claret 
copiously.  Turning  around,  *  Did  you  ever  see  a  man/  cried  he, 
1  so  insulted  in  your  life  ?' 

1  Never/  said  I. 

1  '  If  there  is  law  in  the  land,  I  '11  have  it!1 

4  *  Stop,  stop ;  you  are  too  late  for  that;  you  have  taken  the  law 
into  your  own  hands;  if  he  says  nothing  about  law,  do  you  hold 
your  tongue  ;  let  the  matter  al&nct  and  it  will  die  itsel/V 

1  He  thought  otherwise.  At  the  next  county  court, he  laid  His  com- 
plaint before  the  grand  jury,  who  on  his  own  statement  indicted 
him  for  a  breach  of  the  peace  ;  and  my  friend  was  obliged  to  go 
before  the  court,  confess  £uilt,  and  pay  a  line;  all  because  he  ne- 
glected the  doctrine  of  the  fair  Quakeress. 

*  A  certain  minister  bad  a  parishioner  who  possessed  that  un- 
happy species  of  wit  which  is  com  nosed  of  promptitude  of  thought 
and  sheer  nonsense,  He  was  one  of  that  class  of  wits  who  serve 
and  are  cherished  as  the  fiddles  of  certain  companies.  One  morn- 
ing this  minister  called  on  a  certain  friend,  and  asked,  '  Were  you 
at  church  last  Sabbath  V 

*  *  Yes/  was  the  reply. 

1  '  Do  you  remember  how  I  closed  my  discourse  I1 

1  '  Certainly  ;  it  would  not  bo  easy  to  forget  it  so  soon.* 

41  Can    you  repeat   my    expressions  V  continued  the    minister, 

eagerly. 

1  *  Perhaps  not  the  very  words,  though  I  think  I  can  very  nearly; 

the  sentiment  I  am  sure  of/ 

1  ■  Say  on/  cried  the  minister,  drawing  his  seat  closer,  and  fixing 

his  glistening  eyes  on  the  lips  of  his  friend. 

'  Your  words  were  these,  or  at  least  to  this  effect : 

*  •  My  hearers,  I  have  been  preaching  to  you  about  the  joys  of 
Heaven,  and  the  character  of  those  who  shall  enter  that  happy 
place  i  conscience  will  testify  to  most  of  you  that  you  are  totally  unfit 
for  such  a  blessed  and  holy  residence,  and  God  only  knows,  whether 
aoy  of  us  is  qualified  to  enter  the  gates  of  the  new  Jerusalem.1 

1  Right !'  exclaimed  the  minister,  *  now  do  you  know  that  Bill  was 
down  at  the  corner  on  Monday,  (you  know  the  company  that  re- 
sorts there,)  and  was  going  on  in  his  usual  way. 

*  ■  Ha  !*  said  one  of  them,  '  you  would  not  talk  so  wildly  if  your 
minister  was  here.' 

1  *  My  minister  V  cried  Bill ;  *I  would  not  keep  his  company.' 

*  '  Oh,  pshaw  1  not  keep  your  minister's  company  V 

1  *  No,'  said  he.  '  He  told  us  yesterday  that  most  of  his  hearers 
were  going  the  wrong  road,  and  he  was  not  sure  but  he  and  the  rest 
would  go  along  with  them.     Now  I  will  keep  no  such  company.' 

* '  Now/  continued  the  abused  man,  *  there  must  be  a  stop  put  to 
•uch  levity  and  profanity  ;  it  has  a  bad  effect  on  society/ 


*  '  And  pray,  Sir,'  said  the  other,  *  by  what  means  will  you  put  a 
stop  to  poor  Bill's  babbling  tongue  V 

*  *  Bring  him  before  the  session,  to  be  sure,  and  censure  him  ;  or 
at  least  appoint  an  elder  to  admonish  him  in  private/ 

*  '  Take  my  advice/  said  his  friend  ;  '  let  this  tale  alone,  and  it  will 
die  itself'  You  must  cure  this  man  in  another  way.  Bill  is  a  fool 
of  his  own  making,  and  the  day  may  come  when  he  will  mend  him- 
self. Get  often  into  Ins  company  in  private,  and  talk  to  him  with 
cheerful  seriousness,  without  letting  him  know  that  you  ever  heard 
any  thing  of  his  levities.  This  may  succeed  ;  but  to  oppose  him  in 
front  is  only  to  put  the  match  to  the  powder.' 

1  '  I  believe  you  are  right,*  said  he;  *  I  shall  use  some  pains  with 
Bill,  for  if  he  would  not  make  himself  a  fool  he  might  be  a  clever 
man/ 

I  I  Jill  and  his  minister  became  familiar.  In  the  company  of  the 
latter  he  improved  insensibly;  and  in  the  end  became  quite  serious. 
He  threw  away  bis  nonsense,  but  retained  his  wit,  which  now  be- 
came the  scourge  of  profanity  and  folly;  and  in  fine,  he  became  a 
respectable  elder  in  the  congregation,  and  one  of  the  minister's 
ablest  coadjutors.  Need  I  add  by  whose  indirect,  though  none  the 
less  efficient,  preaching  the  conversion  was  brought  about? 

I I  had  scarcely  finished  my  breakfast,  when  Graphomanicus  en- 
tered my  room  with  a  huge  bundle  of  pamphlets  under  his  arm  ;  his 
face  flushed,  and  his  eyes  glaring  and  unsteady.  He  threw  himself 
on  a  chair,  looked  at  me,  and  said  nothing. 

*  'Good  morning/  said  I ;  '  you  seem  to  have  been  walking  fast ; 
you  are  quite  in  a  glow.' 

11  Warm  enough!'  said  he;  *  but  more  by  the  exercise  of  the 
mind  than  that  of  the  body.* 

"Ah!  you  are  always  bothering  your  brain  to  set  the  world 
right;  and  for  any  thing  I  can  see,  you  '11  miss  it.1 

11  Miss  it!*  said  he;  *I  should  not  'miss  it'  were  it  not  for  a 
*  generation  of  vipers*  and  charlatans  in  literature,  who,  having  no 
brains  of  their  own,  are  determined  to  knock  the  brains  out  of 
every  body  else.  There,*  said  he?  throwing  them  on  the  table, 
1  there  are  four  reviews  of  my  late  work,  written  by  things  that  call 
themselves  '  We,'  apeing  monarchy;  but  if  there  were  a  million  of 
them,  truth  is  truth,  in  spite  of  their  dictation/ 

* '  I  hope  they  have  done  you  justice/  said  I ;  ■  that  is,  literary 
justice.  I  suppose  that  they  have  pointed  out  your  faults,  (begging 
an  author's  pardon  for  supposing  that  he  has  any,)  but  moreover 
have  given  you  all  due  praise  for  your  unquestionable  merits/ 

'  ■  They  do  justice  V  exclaimed  he,  bitterly.  *  I  doubt  whether 
they  have  read  my  book  ;  and  if  they  have,  I  do  not  know  that  they 
have  sense  enough  to  comprehend  it.  As  to  justice,  that  is  out  of 
the  question  with  these  Goths  and  Vandals,  who  leave  behind  them 
no  other  memorial  of  their  existence  than  the  ruin  of  fames  erected 
by  the  hands  of  genius  and  industry.  Why,  Sir,  they  impute  doc- 
trines to  me  I  never  held  ;  give  garbled  quotations  ;  misrepresent 
my  arguments,  impeach  my  motives,  and  mix  up  their  clumsy  so- 


phistries  with  such  a  sneering  air  of  superiority  !  Why,  Sir,  they 
play  with  me  as  if  I  were  a  mouse,  that ' 

1  Here  I  burst  out  a-laughing.  I  really  could  not  help  it,  though 
it  was  in  my  own  house,  and  the  man  my  friend. 

''What  do  you  laugh  at  V  said  he;  the  smile  intrenching  and 
gaining  on  the  frown  which  had  covered  his  whole  visage. 

1 '  At  the  genus  irrtiabtfe  vafumtf  said  I.  *  Why,  man,  you  grin 
like  the  satyr  Marsyas  when  Apollo  was  flaying  him/ 

*  *  It  is  easy  to  talk  thus,  for  a  man  who  is  a  mere  looker-on  ;  but 
if  you  had  written  a  book  only  to  be  garbled  and  misrepresented 
by  the  contemptible  fraternity  of  WVs,  what  would  you  do  V 

I  '  And  pray  now  what  do  ymi  mean  to  do  V  I  asked, 

*  '  Mean  to  do  P  exclaimed  he  ;  *  what  else  should  I  do,  than  to 
write  against  them,  and  expose  their  ignorance  and  impudence  to 
public  scorn  and  derision.     l  Do  I1  * 

*  '  Now,1  said  I,  *  if  Apollo  and  the  nine  Muses  had  inspired  you 
with  the  quintessential  genius  of  stupidity,  and  made  you  just  fit 
for  a  reviewer,  you  could  not  pursue  a  course  more  worthy  of  such 
a  character  than  to  commence  a  reviewer  of  reviews/ 

*  *  But/  said  the  author,  *  1  have  truth  and  reason  on  my  side/ 

1  *  And  therefore  you  must  come  off  wanted  in  the  scuffle  ;  be- 
cause, I  will  venture,  that  for  every  page  of  sense  you  write  your 
reviewers  will  write  ten  of  nonsense  ;  if  they  have  misunderstood 
your  book  through  ignorance,  they  will  misrepresent  your  reply 
through  malice.  No,  no.  If  the  reviews  be  such  as  you  picture 
them,  lei  them  alone,  and  they  te-iff  dk  themselves.' ' 

Such  and  suchlike  is  the  repeated  testimony  on  the  pages  of  my 
diary.  But  a  thousand  exemplifications  will  present  themselves  to 
the  intelligent  reader  of  the  importance  of  the  doctrine  inculcated 
in  the  sermon  of  the  fair  Friend  and  the  text  of  your  humble  one. 
Suffice  it  to  sayt  that  nothing  is  more  foolish  than  to  kick  trifles  into 
consequence  by  honoring  them  with  opposition  ;  nothing  less  worthy 
of  a  wise  mao  or  woman  than  to  notice  every  slight  they  may  re- 
ceive, or  trifling  injury  they  may  meet  with,  in  the  collisions  of  so- 
ciety. 
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What  can  I  wish  thee,  thou  who  ne'er  hast  known 

In  lifo  one  sad  or  solitary  hour ; 

lis  sweetest  flowers  across  thy  path  are  strewn, 

And  lift  their  heads  within  thy  rosy  bower, 

To  thee  their  queen  ;  of  earth  the  fairest  flower. 

The  so  test  glance  from  that  deep  eye  of  blue, 

Those  pearly  tears  like  drops  of  diamond  dew, 

To  them  is  sunshine  and  soft  summer  shower: 

What  can  I  wish  thee  ?     Mine  is  not  the  power 

To  mark  thy  fate  amid  the  coming  years, 

Or  uot  a  cloud  on  that  fair  brow  should  lower, 

Nor  those  soft  eyes  be  wet  with  sorrow's  tears  ; 

Bright  as  thy  morn  of  life  its  eve  should  be, 

And  Heaven  at  last  should  claim  one  angel  more  in  tl 
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We  resume,  as  we  promised  in  our  last  number,  a  consideration  of  the  intellectual 
character  of  Daniel  Webster,  who  has  been  selected  by  Mr.  Gribwold  as  a  worthy 
representative  of  the  wisdom,  dignity  and  oratory  of  the  present  time.  With  ele- 
ments of  reason,  definite,  absolute  and  emphatic ;  with  principles  settled,  strenuous, 
deep  and  unchangeable  as  his  being ;  his  wisdom  is  yet  exquisitely  practical  :  with 
ubtlest  sagacity  it  apprehends  every  change  in  the  circumstances  in  which  it  is  to 
act,  and  can  accommodate  its  action  without  loss  of  vigor,  or  alteration  of  its  gene- 
ral purpose.  Its  theories  always  *  lean  and  hearken  to  the  actual,  By  a  sympathy 
of  the  mind,  almost  transcendental  in  its  delicacy,  its  speculations  are  attracted  into 
a  parallelism  with  the  logic  of  lire  and  nature.  In  most  men  that  intellectual  sus- 
ceptibility by  which  they  are  capable  of  being  reacted  upon  by  the  outer  world,  and 
having  their  principles  and  views  expanded,  modified  or  quickened,  does  not  outlast 
the  first  period  of  life  ;  from  that  time  they  remain  fixed,  rigid  in  their  policy,  tem- 
per, characteristics;  if  a  new  phase  of  society  is  developed,  it  must  find  its  exponent 
in  other  men.  But  in  Webster  this  fresh  suggestive  sensibdity  of  the  judgment  has 
been  carried  on  into  the  matured  and  determined  wisdom  of  manhood.  His  percep- 
tions, feelings,  reasonings,  tone,  are  always  up  to  the  level  of  the  hour,  or  in  ad- 
vance of  it ;  sometimes  far,  very  far  in  advance,  as  in  the  views  thrown  out  in  bk 
speech  at  Baltimore,  on  an  internal ional  commercial  system,  in  which  he  showed 
that  he  then  foresaw  both  the  fate  of  tiie  tariff  and  the  true  nature  of  free-trade.  No 
man  has  ever  been  able  to  say,  or  now  can  say,  that  he  is  before  Webster*  The 
youngest  men  in  the  nation  look  to  htm,  not  as  representing  tbe  post,  but  as  leading 
in  the  future.  This  practicalness  and  readiness  of  adaptation  are  instinctive,  not 
voluntary  and  designed.  They  are  united  with  the  most  decided  preference  for  cer- 
tain opinions  and  the  moat  earnest  avereeness  to  others.  Nothing  could  be  less  Like 
Talleyrand's  system  of  waiting  for  events.  He  has  never,  in  view  of  a  change 
which  he  saw  to  be  inevitable,  held  himself  in  reserve  and  uncommitted. 

WThat  Webster  is  at  any  time,  that  he  is  strenuously,  entirely,  openly.  He  has 
first  opposed,  with  every  energy  of  his  mind  and  temper,  that  which,  when  it  has 
actually  come,  he  is  ready  to  accept  and  make  the  best  of.  He  never  surrenders  in 
advance  a  position  which  he  knows  will  be  carried  ;  he  takes  his  place,  and  delivers 
battle ;  he  fights  as  one  who  is  lighting  the  last  battle  of  his  country's  hopes ;  he 
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fires  the  last  shot.  When  the  smoke  and  tumult  are  cleared  off,  where  is  Webster? 
Look  around  for  the  nearest  rallying  point  which  the  view  presents  ;  there  he  standi, 
with  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  in  grim  composure  ;  calm,  dignified,  resolute ;  neither 
disheartened  nor  surprised  by  defeat,  *  Leaving  the  things  that  are  behind,'  its  now 
the  trumpet -boo  nd  by  which  he  rallies  his  friends  loa  new  confidence,  and  stimulates 
them  to  fresh  efforts*  It  is  obvious  that  Webster,  when  contending  with  all  his 
force  for  or  against  some  particular  measure,  has  not  been  contemplating  the  proba- 
bility of  being  compelled  to  oppose  or  defend  a  different  policy,  and  so  choosing  his 
words  warily,  in  reference  to  future  possibilities  of  a  personal  kind  ;  yet  when  the 
time  has  come  that  he  has  been  obliged  to  fight  with  his  face  in  another  direction, 
it  has  always  been  found  that  no  one  principle  had  been  asserted,  no  one  sentiment 
displayed,  incompatible  with  his  new  position-  This  union  of  consistency  with  prac- 
ticability has  arisen  naturally  from  the  extent  and  comprehensiveness  of  his  views, 
from  the  breadth  and  generally  with  which  the  analytical  power  of  his  understand' 
ing  has  always  led  him  to  state  his  principles  and  define  his  portions.  From  the 
particular  scheme  or  special  maxim  which  his  party  was  insisting  upon,  his  mind  rose 
to  a  higher  and  more  gen  oral  formulu  of  truth. 

Owing  to  the  same  superior  penetration  and  reach  of  thought)  the  uloom  of  suc- 
cessive repulses  lias  never  been  able  to  paralyze  the  power  which  it  has  saddened. 
The  constitution  has  been  so  often  invaded  and  trampled  upon,  that  to  a  common 
eye  it  might  well  seem  to  have  lost  all  the  resentments  of  vitality,  Bui  Webster 
has  distinguished  between  the  constitution  and  its  administration.  He  has  seen  that 
the  constitution,  though  in  bondage,  it  not  kilted  ;  that  the  channel-  giving 

wisdom  are  stuffed  up  with  rubbish,  but  not  obliterated.  He  has  been  determined 
that  if  the  rulers  of  the  country  will  deny  the  truth,  they  shall  not  debauch  it  ;  if  they 
depart  from  the  constitution,  they  shall  not  deprave  it.  He  has  been  resolved,  that 
when  this  tyranny  of  corruption  shall  be  overcast,  and  the  constitution  draws  again 
its  own  free  breath  of  virtue,  truth  and  wisdom,  it  shall  be  found  perfect  of  limb  and 
feature,  prepared  to  rise  like  a  giant  refreshed  by  sleep, 

Whnt  task  would  seem  more  barren  of  present  encouragemeut  than  that  of  con* 
fut ing  Mr.  Polk's  notion  of  the  unconstitutionality  of  the  *  Harbor  and  River  Bill?' 
But  Mr.  WrusTER,  vividly  alive  to  every  wound  or  even  sting  against  that  sacred 
form,  in  whose  life  lives  all  the  promise  of  the  future,  takes  the  subject  up  with  all 
the  warmth  of  the  dearest  interest  of  his  thoughts,  and  exhausts  the  power  of  his 
logic  in  enlightening  the  honest  shop-keepers  of  Philadelphia  on  a  subject  > 
they  probably  cared  for  as  little  as  they  understood  ;  delivering  with  judicial  empha- 
sis, on  a  subject  of  great  importance,  that  which  posterity  will  receive  as  an  oracle 
of  truth.  What  an  impressive  display  of  public  duty  is  here  given  !  what  inbereut 
dignity  of  nature  is  thus  attested  !  what  a  lesson  to  the  younger  men  of  the  country 
to  persist,  and  to  '  steer  up-hill- word,"  and  never  to  compound  !  But  the  capacity 
thus  to  be  loyal  to  dethroned  Truth  ;  to  feel  this  enthusiasm  of  reverence  for  Right  in 
captivity,  belongs  to  those  spirits  only  which  nature  has  touched  with  her  roost  en- 
nobling influences.  The  mental  ability  to  be  thus  freshly  and  earnestly  interested 
in  each  new  scene  of  a  most  discouraging  strife  ;  to  rise  from  defeat  with  the  (lushed 
energy  of  triumph  ;  shows  a  large  measure  of  the  divine  power  of  genius,  and  s 
spirit,  the  fountains  of  whose  being  are  copiously  refreshed  from  the  eternal  sources 
of  strength  and  hope. 

Mr.  Gribwold,  we  suppose,  is  quite  right  in  suggesting  that  the  only  name  in  mo- 
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deru  times  to  which  reference  can  with  any  fitness  be  made  for  purposes  of  analogy 
or  comparison  with  Webster  is  that  or  Buiikk,  In  many  respects  there  is  a  corres- 
pondence between  their  characters;  in  some  others  they  differ  widely.  As  a  pro- 
phet of  the  truth  of  political  morula,  as  a  revealer  of  those  essential  elements  in  the 
constitution  of  Jife  upon  which  or  of  which  society  is  constructed  and  government 
evolved,  Burke  had  no  peer.  In  that  department  he  rises  into  the  distance  and 
grandeur  of  inspiration  ;  nee  mortalc  MtttfUt.  Nor  do  we  doubt  that  the  Providence 
of  God  had  raised  him  tip  fur  purposes  of  public  safety  and  guidance  any  more  than 
we  doubt  the  mission  of  Jeremiah  or  Ei.isha,  or  any  other  of  the  school  of  the  Lord's 
prophets.  But  leaving  Buhke  unapproached  in  this  region  of  the  nature  and  philoso- 
phy of  government,  and  looking  at  lilm,  in  his  general  career,  aa  a  man  of  intellect 
and  action,  we  might  indicate  an  analogy  of  this  kind,  that  the  character,  temper 
and  reason  of  lii  rke  seem  to  be  almost  an  image  of  the  English  constitution,  and 
Webster's  of  the  American.  To  get  the  key  to  Burke's  somewhat  irregular  and 
Btarlling  career,  it  is  necessary  to  study  the  idea  of  the  old  whig  constitution  of  the 
English  monarchy :  viewing  his  course  from  that  point  of  view,  wo  comprehend 
his  almost  countenancing  and  encouraging  rebellion  in  the  case  of  the  American 
colonies  ;  bis  intense  hostility  to  Warren  Hastings'  imperial  system  ;  his  imchas- 
tized  earnestness  in  opposition  to  French  maxims  in  the  decline  of  his  life.  The 
constitution  of  the  United  States,  that  most  wonderful  of  the  structures  of  human 
wisdom,  seems  to  be  not  only  the  home  of  Webster's  affections  and  seat  of  his 
proudest  hopes,  hut  the  very  type  of  his  understanding  and  fountain  of  his  intellec- 
tual strength : 

Hic« 

The  genius  of  Burke,  like  the  one,  was  inexhaustible  in  resources,  so  composite 
and  so  averse  from  theory  as  to  appear  incongruous,  but  justified  in  the  results  ;  not 
formal,  not  always  entirely  perspicuous*    Webster's  mind,  like  the  other,  is  eminently 

jica!,  reduced  into  principles,  orderly,  distinct,  re-connecting  abstraction  with  con- 
venience, various  in  manifestation,  yet  pervaded  by  an  unity  of  character. 

Mr.  Webster  has  not  merely  illustrated  a  great  range  of  mental  puwers  and  ac- 
complishments, but  has  tilled,  in  the  eye  of  the  nation,  on  a  great  scale,  and  to  the 

ihest  reach  of  their  exigency,  a  diversity  of  intellectual  characters  *  while  the 
nanner  in  which  Burke's  wisdom  displayed  itself  was  usually  the  same.  We  can- 
not suppose  that  Burke  could  have  been  a  great  lawyer.  Webster  possesses  a  con- 
ummate  legal  judgment  uud  prodigious  powers  of  legal  logic,  and  is  fell  to  be  the 
highest  authority  on  a  great  question  of  law  in  this  country.  The  demonstrative 
culty  ;  the  capacity  to  analyze  and  open  any  proposition  so  as  to  identify  its  separ- 
ate elements  with  the  very  consciousness  of  the  reader's  or  hearer's  mind  ;  this, 
vhiob  is  the  lawyer's  peculiar  power,  had  not  been  particularly  developed  in  Burke, 
at  exists  in  Webster  in  greater  expansion  and  force  than  in  any  one  since  Doctor 
Johnson,  who,  it  always  appeared  to  us,  had  he  been  educated  for  to*  bar,  would  have 
aade  the  greatest  lawyer  that  ever  led  the  decisions  of  Westminster-HnJL  We 
hould  hardly  be  justified  in  saying  that  Burke  would  have  been  a  great  First  Lord 

the  Treasury,    Mr.  Webster,  as  Secretary  o(  Mate,  proved  himself  to  be  a  practi- 

1  statesman  of  the  highest,  finest,  promptest  sagacity  and  foresight  that  this  or  any 

ation  ever  witnessed.     Who  now  doubts  the  surpassing  wisdom,  who  now  but  reve- 

i  the  exalted  patriotism,  of  the  advice  and  the  example  which  he  gave,  but  gave 


Mi 


Literary  Notices. 


[November. 


Hi. 


in  vuin,  to  the  Whig  party  at  the  beginning  of  Mr.  Tyler's  administration  ? 
official  correspondence  would  be  towered  by  a  comparison  with  any  elate  papers  since 
the  secretaryship  of  John  Marshall*  Does  the  public  generally  know  what  h&6  be- 
come of  that  portentous  difficulty  about  the  Right  of  Search,  upon  which  England 
and  America,  five  years  ago,  were  on  the  point  of  being  *  lento  collisa  duello  f  Mr. 
Wmwmw  settled  il  by  mere  force  of  mini:  kt  HmkjMnJi  the  1fQB*%km,  h\j  seeing 
through  itf  and  by  compelling  others  to  see  a  fallacy  in  its  terms  which  before  had 
imposed  upon  the  understandings  of  two  nations.  In  the  essential  and  universal 
philosophy  of  politics,  Webster  is  second  only  to  Burke.  After  Burke,  there  is  no 
statesman  whose  writings  might  be  read  with  greater  advantage  by  foreign  nations, 
or  would  have  been  studied  with  so  much  respect  by  antiquity,  as  Webster's. 

In  a  merely  literary  point  of  view,  this  perhaps  may  be  said  of  Mr.  \Vf  sbster,  that 
be  is  the  only  powerful  and  fervid  orator,  since  the  glorious  days  of  Greece,  whose 
style  is  so  disciplined  that  any  of  his  ^reat  public  harangues  might  be  used  as  models 
of  composition.  (Its  language  is  beautifully  pure,  and  his  combinations  of  it  exhibit  more 
knowledge  of  the  genius,  spirit,  and  classic  vigor  of  the  English  tongue,  than  it  has  en- 
tered the  mind  of  any  professor  of  rhetoric  to  apprehend.  As  the  most  impetuous  sweeps 
of  passion  in  him  are  pervaded  and  informed  and  guided  by  intellect,  so  the  most 
earnest  struggles  of  intellect  seem  to  be  calmed  and  made  gentle  in  their  vehemence, 
by  a  more  essential  rationality  of  taste.  That  imperious  mind,  which  seems  fit  to 
defy  the  universe,  is  ever  subordinate,  by  a  kind  of  fascination,  to  the  perfect  law  of 
grace.  In  the  highest  of  his  intellectual  flights  —  and  who  can  follow  the  winged 
rush  of  that  eagle  mind  T —  in  the  widest  of  his  mental  ranges  —  aud  who  shall  mea- 
sure their  extent  f —  he  is  ever  moving  with  the  severest  tone  of  beauty.  No  one 
would  think  of  saying  that  Mr.  Wlbstkr's  speeches  are  thrown  off  with  ease  and 
cost  him  but  little  effort ;  they  are  clearly  the  result  of  the  intensest  stress  of  mental 
energy  ;  yet  the  manner  is  never  discomposed  j  the  decency  and  propriety  of  the  dis- 
play never  interfered  with;  he  is  always  greater  than  his  genius;  you  see  *  the 
depth  but  not  the  tumult'  of  the  mind.  Whether,  with  extended  ami,  he  strangles 
the  ■  ret uctanlesdrac ones'  of  his  adversary,  or  with  every  faculty  called  home,  concen- 
trates the  light  uuil  heat  of  his  being  in  developing  into  principles  those  great  senti- 
ments and  great  instincts  which  are  lus  inspiration;  in  all,  the  orator  stands  forth 
with  the  majesty  and  chastened  grace  of  Pericles  himself  In  the  fiercest  of  en- 
counters with  the  deadliest  of  funs,  the  mind  which  is  enraged  is  never  perturbed; 
the  style  which  leaps  like  the  fire  of  heaven  is  never  disordered.  As  in  Guido's  pic- 
ture q(  Si.  Michael  piercing  the  dragon,  while  the  gnarled  muscles  of  the  arms  and 
hands  attest  the  utmost  strain  of  the  strength,  the  countenance  remains  placid,  se- 
rene, and  undisturbed.  In  this  great  quality  of  mental  dignity,  Mr.  Webster's 
speeches  have  become  more  and  more  eminent.  The  glow  and  lustre  which  set  hit 
earlier  speeches  a- blaze  with  splendor,  is  in  his  later  discourses  rarely  set  forth  ;  but 
they  have  gained  more  in  the  increase  of  dignity  than  they  have  parted  with  in  the 
diminution  of  brilliancy.  We  regard  his  late  speech  before  the  shop-keepers,  calling 
themselves  merchants,  of  Philadelphia,  as  one  of  the  most  weighty  and  admirable  of 
the  intellectual  efforts  of  his  life.  The  range  of  profound  and  piercing  wisdom  ;  the 
exquisite  and  faultless  taste;  but  above  alltthe  august  and  iudi'fectahle  dignity,  that 
are  illustrated  from  the  begin uing  to  the  end  ot  that  great  display  of  matured  and 
finished  strength,  leave  us  in  mingled  wonder  and  reverence.  There  is  one  sentence 
there  which  seems  to  us  almost  to  reach  the  intellectual  sublime  ;  and  while  it  stirs 


within  ii»  the  depths  of  sympathy  and  admiration!  we  could  heartily  wish  that  the 
ycuijff  men  of  America  would  inhale  the  almost  supra-mortal  spirit  which  it  breathes  : 
*  I  would  not  with  any  idolatrous  admiration  regard  the  Constitution  of  the  United 
States,  nor  any  other  work  of  man  ;  hut  this  side  of  idolatry,  I  hold  it  in  profound 
respect.  I  believe  that  no  human  working  on  such  a  subject*  uo  human  ability  ex- 
erted for  such  an  end,  has  ever  produced  so  much  happiness,  or  holds  out  now  to 
so  many  millions  of  people  the  prospect,  through  such  a  succession  of  ages  and  ages, 
of  so  much  happiness,  as  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States,  We  who  are  here 
for  one  generation,  for  a  single  life,  and  yet  in  our  several  stations  and  relations  in 
ciety  intrusted  in  some  degree  with  its  protection  and  support,  what  duty  does  is 
devolve,  what  duty  does  it  nrt  devolve,  upon  us!*  In  the  name  of  distant  ages,  and 
a  remote  posterity,  wo  hail  the  author  of  this  and  elmirar  orations,  as  Webster  the 
Olympian, 

But  we  leave  a  subject  which  we  have  incidentally  touched,  sincerely  disclaiming 
any  attempt  to  estimate  the  character  or  define  the  greatness  of  Webster.  In  refe- 
rence to  him  we  feel,  as  Cicero  said  to  Cjssar,  *JVii!  vulgarc  te  dignum  videri  postit.* 
We  shall  proceed  hereafter  to  take  up  in  order  our  theologians,  those  who  have  been 
emineut  moralists,  our  novelists,  historians  and  essayists. 


Tut  Pzxvistlyanu.  System  of  Pais«N  Diiciflink  Tmiumfhakt  in  Fhakce.  Publiihixi  by 
the  Acting  Committed  of  the  Philadelphia  Society  for  the  Alleviation  of  the  Miseries  of  Public 
Prison*. 

This  pamphlet  contains  first,  a  brief  preface  emanating  from  the  society  whose 
name  appears  on  the  title-page,  introductory  to  an  interesting  and  valuable  letter 
addressed  to  the  mayor  of  Boston,  from  Paris,  by  George  Sumner*  Esq.  Mr.  Si  u- 
ner'b  object  is  to  call  the  attention  of  the  people  of  Boston  to  the  results  obtained  in 
France  from  the  '  Separate  System/  as  it  is  called,  of  prison  discipline,  and  to  urge 
its  great  superiority  over  the  ■  Silent,'  or  Auburn  system,  and  the  necessity  of  its 
adoption  in  Boston.  It  may  be  well  to  state  that  Mr.  Sumner  has  spent  a  number 
of  years  abroad,  engaged  in  literary  pursuits,  and  has  enjoyed  peculiar  advantages 
of  intercourse  with  some  of  the  most  distinguished  philanthropists  and  public  men 
the  continent,  whose  opinions  on  any  question  like  the  present  are  entitled  to  the 
highest  consideration. 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  no  better  terms  have  been  found  to  designate  the  two 
systems  of  prison  discipline  advocated  now-a-days  than  *  separate T  and  *  sileut  ;* 
which  are  so  much  alike  as  hardly  to  convey  the  idea  of  theories  so  very  opposite  as 
the  two  in  question.  *  Auburn  '  and  *  Philadelphia  *  are  perhaps  better  terms  ;  and 
when  we  have  said  that  under  the  Auburn  system,  which  is  still  in  force  there,  and 

many  other  prisons  in  this  country,  the  convicts  work  tugether  by  day,  but  in 
ilence,  and  are  separated  only  at  night,  while  in  the  Philadelphia  plan  each  has  a 
separate  cell,  where  he  is  visited  by  the  chaplain,  teacher  and  keeper,  but  never 
comes  in  contact  in  any  way  with  his  fellow -prisoners,  nor  is  seen  by  them,  we 
have  sufficiently  explained  the  difference  in  the  two  systems;  and  we  think  we  have 
at  the  same  time  sufficiently  indicated  to  a  thinking  mind  on  which  side  is  the  ad- 
antage  in  bringing  about  the  great  end  of  all  punishment —  re  fori  nation. 

It  is  unfortunate  that  a  bitter  war  of  words  and  penwual  attack  should  accompany 
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such  a  -work  of  mercy  as  prison  reform.     Benevolence  should  show  itself  in  word  as 

well  m  in  deed  ;  and  true  charity,  we  are  told  on  high  authority,  not  only  ■  f*n 
not  Itself,*  hut  *  doth  not  behave  itself  unseemly;  is  not  easily  provoked;  thiuketb 
no  evil.*  Yet  on  either  hand,  from  Boston  and  from  Philadelphia,  rises  the  clamor 
of  rival  systems,  in  fierce  attack  and  sturdy  defence  ;  and  in  particular,  some  of  the 
eastern  supporters  of  the  Auburn  plan  have  shown  a  pugnacious  spirit,  which  is  far 
-from  edifying.  If  we  listened  to  state  pride  only,  we  also  ought  to  be  found,  in  this 
war  of  words,  on  the  Auburn  side,  as  the  one  in  force  in  New-York  ;  but  onr  con- 
victions are  the  other  way;  and  beside,  the  Auburn  system,  with  all  its  faults,  dots 
not  seem  likely  to  lack  defenders  so  long  as  its  friends  in  Boston  can  make  fight  for 
it.  Fight  they  do,  most  manfully,  disputing  every  inch  ;  but  a  steady  fire  of  facts 
baa  of  lato  been  directed  against  the  silent  system  from  nearly  every  part  of  Europe, 
and  we  cannot  but  think  it  soon  must  fall,  in  spite  of  the  Saragossa-like  spirit  of  its 
defenders. 

The  greater  expense  of  a  cellular  prison  led  many  States  to  adopt  the  Auburn 
plan  at  first ;  but  in  the  motto  of  the  pamphlet  before  ns  a  high  authority  pronounces 
boldly,  that  *  Every  government  which  in  the  actual  state  of  society,  and  of  the  pro- 
gress of  social  science,  adopts  any  other  than  the  separate  system,  will  expose  itself 
to  the  necessity  of  having  before  long  to  re -construct  its  prisons'  Such  is  the  lan- 
guage of  Count  Gasfartn,  formerly  Minister  of  the  Interior  in  France,  and  one  of 
the  leaders  in  the  prison  reform  movement ;  and  to  this  decision  all  enlightened  go- 
vernments seem  to  have  come,  or  to  be  fast  coming. 

In  the  Auburn  plan,  however  strict  the  watch,  means  of  communication  between 
the  prisoners  do  exist.  Thus  we  find,  in  Mr.  Sumner's  pamphlet,  the  chaplain  of  the 
*  Separate1  prison  at  Tours  urging  Hhe  importance  of  the  general  adoption  of  this 
system,  as  a  means  of  reforming  prisoners,  aud  of  preventing  confederacies  in  crimes.* 
Among  those  now  in  the  prison  at  Tours  he  cites  the  case  of  a  young  man  who  com- 
mitted a  robbery  two  days  after  his  discharge  from  the  Maisons  de  Force  of  Fonte- 
vrault.  This  prison  is  on  the  '  Silent  System  ;'  that  is  to  say,  the  prisoners  are  sup- 
posed never  to  speak  together  ;*  yet  the  robbery  was  concerted  in  the  prison.  This 
is  a  great  evil,  but  there  is  another  still  greater ;  the  bringing  together  of  prisoners, 
even  in  silence,  destroys  in  the  young  offender  all  feeling  of  pride  and  cthame,  one  of 
the  most  powerful  to  bring  about  his  reformation.  His  face  becomes  known  to  his 
companions  in  guilt  and  to  the  (die  crowd  of  visitors  ;  the  brand  of  a  felon  is  on  him. 
It  so  happened  that  a  friend  of  ours  visited  the  Auburn  and  the  Fentonville  model 
prison,  near  London,  within  a  short  time  of  each  other;  and  the  contrast,  we  are 
assured,  was  enough  to  convince  the  most  strongly -prejudiced  advocate  of  the  silent 
system.  Not  that  under  the  Auburn  plan  cleanliness  and  order  may  not  and  do  not 
reign,  and  the  careless  visitor  may  smite  approval  of  all  he  ste&  But  the  machinery, 
though  it  may  bo  well  kept  and  work  smoothly,  is  inefficient,  and  inadequate  to  pro- 
duce reformation. 

As  for  the  objections  brought  against  the  separate  system,  that  of  greater  first  coat, 
it  it,  as  we  have  said,  not  to  be  thought  of  for  a  moment.  Its  discipline  has  been  pro- 
nounced too  horrible  for  human  nature  to  bear,  and  separate  confinement  has  been 
asserted  to  lead  directly  to  insanity.  This  wc  cannot  better  auswer,  so  far  as  Franco 
is  concerned,  than  by  quoting  from  Mr.  Sumner's  letters  : 


•'IK  the  report  of  Deenet?,  upon  the  prinon?  of  tlic  Uniied  StM*\  he  mention*  that  \n  that  of 
SiBg-Sing,  on  thetUeot  ty»ieraPon  thr  t  hi*  vim,  bit  sbjsct  tad  hi*  character  vert 

known  to  neirljf  all  the  pruonen/— WqtE  at  Mr.  Sumnee, 
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*  Fob  answers  to  the  special  charges  which  have  been  brought  against  this  system,  that  it  is  the 
cause  of  insanity  and  if  unfavorable  to  the  health  and  moral  education  of  the  prisoners,  1  invite 
your  attention  to  the  following  extract*  from  private  reports  to  lb*  Minister  of  the  lute  nor.  From 
Bordeaux,  at  which  place  the  separate  prison  of  ooe  hundred  and  aixty-eig ht  cells  hai  been  occupied 
for  four  years,  the  Prefect  write*,  on  the  iral  of  Apnlt  1846;  'It  is  now  fully  established  that  the 
health  of  the  prisoners  is  better  under  the  separata  system  than  under  may  other  ;  that  they  receive 
with  more  fruit  the  consolations  of  religion  ;  sad  dial,  nut  being  excited  by  the  had  example  and 
counsels  of  their  fellows,  many  reform,  while  none  grow  worse/  The  physician  writes  that  he  was 
formerly  disponed  to  consider  this  system  unfavorable  to  health  ;  but  his  opinion  has  oow  changed. 
*  Only  one  original  case  of  insanity,'  he  says,  '  has  occurred  in  the  prison,  mid  this  was  of  a  convict 
oui  receipt  nf  taw  news  of  the  rejection  of  In-*  spjpeal  for  a  new  trial/  The  Visiting  Committee, 
composed  of  some  of  the  most  honorable  and  enlightened  citizens  of  Bordeaux,  write:  'For  our 
own  purt,  most  of  us  having  originally  formed  opinions  unfavorable  to  the  vyptem  of  separation  by 
day  as  well  a*  by  night,  we  deem  it  our  duty  to  dm  Ran  §M  rxperienc*  hot  protitd  that  ice  had  fallen 
into  error;  and  that  we  consider  the  system  of  separate  Imprisonment,  accompanied  by  labor,  read* 
ing,  retigioue  service*  and  daily  walks  — tlie  system,  iu  short,  as  it  is  practised  at  Bordeaux  — as  one 
of  the  reforms  which  reflect  the  greatest  honor  on  our  sge.' 

'  The  •  Separata  S  |  i  Mt  Toura  [ma  one  hundred  and  twelve  colls,  and  has  been  occupied 

for  three  years.  The  prefect  of  the  department  of  which  Tours  is  the  capital,  writes  on  the  four- 
teenth If,  enclosing  tn  the  minister  the  reports  of  the  cbaplaiu,  physician  end  directors 
of  the  prison.  v  These  report*  establish/  says  the  prelect. '  n  tbfl  most  complete  manner,  thai  in  re- 
gard to  the  sanitary  condition  ami  ihr-  moral  education  or  the  prisoners,  the  system  of  total  separa- 
tion, so  violently  and  so  unjustly  attacked,  produces  the  most  remarkable  results.  Of  a  total  number 
of  sixteen  hundred  and  twenty-six  persons  who  hnvo  entered  the  prison  since  its  inauguration, 
sixteen  only  have  been  transferred  to  the  hospital,  and  oue  only  has  died  j  aud  this  single  case  of 
death  was  of  an  oTd  man  of  N  treaty,  wlio  was  laboring  under  a  chronic  affection  of  the  lungs.  If  we 
aeek  for  the  influence  which  it  exercises  on  the  intellectual  faculties  of  the  prisoners,  we  must  re- 
cognize that,  far  from  disturbing  their  reason*  it  produces  on  their  minds  the  most  salutary  results. 
In  proof  of  this,  I  m:iy  mention  that  not  a  single  ease  of  insanity  has  occurred  in  the  prison ;  and 
that  many  who  have  been  condemned  for  a  term  which  requires  their  removal  to  the  matron*  cen- 
trales, solicit  as  a  real  favnr  tlio  ricramsiun  to  complete  their  imprisonment  in  their  cell.  Since  my 
last  report,  of  seventeenth  January.  1845,  1  have  received  thirteen  petitions  to  this  effect/ 

*  The  report  of  tin  | *■  1 1 _>  siciau,  the  enlightened  Br-  UxJttXt  declares  that  there  are  certainly  fewer 
ses  under  the  now  system  than  under  the  old,  and  that  the  contagious  diseases  of  the  town 
r  penetrate  the  prison,    tfe  goes  into  full  details,  and  in  addition  finds  himself  called  upon  to 

a  charge  publicly  made  against  the  prison.  The  facts,  ns  he  explains  them,  are  these:  A 
ir  at  Bordeaux  bod  attacked  the  system  of  separate  imprisonment,  on  the  authority  of  the 
charges  made  in  the  '  Report  of  the  Boston  Prison  Discipline  Society/  against  the  Philadelphia 
prison  ;  and  having  repented  the*e  charges,  had  continued  i  '  At  Senlis,  at  Vannes  and  at  Tours,  the 
tame  results  have  been  found:  constant  attempts,  m  suicide ;  madness ;  frightful  mortality  J'  '  It  ii 
not  my  province/  says  Dr>  JIaimk,  '  to  defend  ihe  Philadelphia  prison  from  the  attacks  of  the '  Au~ 
burnisn  Society'  of  Burton  ;  neither  can  1  speak  of  the  prisons  of  Setilia  and  Vannes  ;  I  have  not 
soen  them.  But  for  that  of  Tours  I  must  declare*  that  this  writer  has  been  led  completely  into  error, 
imposed  upon  by  statements  totally  false,  conceived  in  party  spirit,  end  w  hjch  I  defy  him  to  prove/ 
He  concludes :  '  My  own  experience  of  this  system  serves  to  confirm  the  opinion  twice  solemnly  an- 
nounced by  the  Royal  Academy  of  KesJH  las,  that  far  from  menacing  the  existence,  either  physical 
of  moral,  of  the  prisoners,  it  i\  on  the  contrary,  as  compared  with  former  systems,  eminently  proper 
to  fortify  and  am  eh  orate  both/ 

*  It  need  only  be  prided,  on  this  bend,  that  from  Montpelier  a  diminution  of  one-half,  or  nearly  to, 
io  the  number  of  rheumatic  nnd  pulmonary  case*  had  taken  place  ;  and  that  out  of  six  hundred  and 
JfiAy-eig ht  men  and  one  hundred  and  sixty-one  women,  three  men  and  one  woman  were  put  under 
treatment  for  mental  derangement;  but  each  one  of  them  had  shown  signs  of  insanity  before  com- 
ing to  the  prison  ;  and  experience  shows  that  the  system  of  isolation,  with  its  attendant  visits,  in- 
stead of  increasing,  has  a  tendency  to  moderate  aud  quiet  the  predisposition  to  mental  derangement,' 

When  wo  peruse  these  results,  and  when  we  read  Mr.  Sumner's  description  of 
the  separate  prisons  lately  built  in  France,  of  which  there  are  now  twenty -three ; 
when  we  are  told  of  Iheir  well-wormed  aud  ventilated  rooms ;  the  seven  visits  paid 
the  prisoner  daily  by  the  directors,  the  chaplain,  the  teacher,  the  visiter,  the  keeper  and 
the  inspector  of  labor j  of  an  hour's  exercise  daily  in  the  opeu  air  *  in  a  series  of  courts, 
many  of  which  are  planted  with  flowers,  and  furnished  with  fountains ;'  of  the  library, 
and  the  hour  allotted  each  day  to  reading,  we  may  well,  with  our  author,  feel  sur- 
prised at  the  objection  of  inhumanity  having  been  brought  against  such  a  system' 
Some  indeed  have  very  conscientiously  taken  the  opposite  ground,  that  it  is  too 
lenient  But  it  is  well  understood  now-a-daya  that  physical  suffering  is  not  the  way 
to  reform  a  convict,  any  more  than  flogging  is  to  reform  a  school-boy  or  a  soldier.  AH 
history  shows  that  bodily  torments,  endured  doggedly  if  not  proudly,  and  persecution 
and  torture,  only  make  heroes  of  the  worst  of  men  in  the  worst  of  causes.  We  seek  to 
break  the  moral  not  the  physical  man  ;  to  keep  alive,  by  perfect  isolation,  the  sen*e  of 
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■haroe  ;  that  opportunity  for  serious  thought,  which  the  grouping  on  the  silent  system 
destroys  at  once ;  to  keep  it  alive  as  the  offender's  worst  punishment,  as  well  as  the 
surest  mesne  of  his  reformation.  He  is  surrounded  by  influences  of  good  alone,  and 
the  impassable  wall  of  separation  built  up  between  him  and  his  fellows  in  guilt  keeps 
out  sit  others.  The  reports  of  the  chaplains  of  the  French  prisons  as  to  the  moral 
effects  of  the  present  system  are  most  satisfactory.  From  Tours  they  write  'of  the 
impossibility  of  any  reform  among  prisoners  when  they  are  brought  into  contact  with 
one  another ;  the  sneer  on  a  single  face,  during  divine  worship,  counterbalancing  the 
good  counsel  of  the  preacher.  The  raillery  of  the  wicked ,  and  the  fear  they  inspire 
in  those  less  perverse,  prevent  these  last  from  manifesting  that  desire  for  reform  to 
which  their  consciences  prompt  thorn.  But  at  Tours  it  is  so  no  longer  ;  and  now  that 
the  prisoners  are  entirely  separated  from  one  another,  the  chaplain  is  looked  apon  is 
their  welcome  visitor,  their  friend,  and  their  consoler/  ■  The  evidence  of  the  cl  sp- 
lain  of  the  prison  at  Versailles,  the  excellent  Abbe*  Pr.TF.our,  is  even  more  complete; 
and  he  speaks  of  the  physical  effects  of  the  system  as  being  eminently  favorable  at 
Versailles ;  but  it  ts  above  all,  on  its  moral  effects,  that  he  dwells ;  and  comparing  the 
cellular  prison  with  those  in  which  the  occupants  mingle  together,  he  sums  op  in  few 
words  the  advantages  of  the  former,  viz. ;.  the  possibility  of  incalculable  good 
change  for  evil  almost  infinite,  '  For  a  great  number  of  the  prisoners,1  says  the  Aboe\ 
1  the  lessons  of  our  faith,  meditated  in  silence  and  calmness,  have  results  so  consoling, 
ilin  1  can  hardly  prevent  myself  from  regarding  as  fortunate  the  fault  which  has  led 
them  to  our  cells/  The  facts  he  gives,  and  the  opinions  so  strongly  based  npon  these 
facts,  by  the  authorities  of  the  French  system,  aro  above  suspicion,  There  is  no  book 
nor  system-making  in  these  reports,  and  this  circumstance  gives  them  additional  force. 
They  lead  irresistibly  to  the  conclusion  that  the  cellular  is  as  much  in  advance  of 
the  silent  system  as  that  is  of  Newgate  or  the  Fleet  of  old. 

This  matter  of  Prison  Reform,  so  important  at  ail  times,  commended*  itself  espe- 
cially to  our  notice  while  writing  the  above,  from  the  fact  that  a  convention  of  the 
friends  of  prison  improvement,  including  many  distinguished  philanthropists  from 
abroad,  was  then  assembled  in  our  city.  Prominent  among  the  topics  proposed  for 
discussion  was  this  of  the  comparative  merits  of  the  two  rival  systems.  Among  the 
documents  presented,  we  6nd  that  ■  a  paper  of  great  length  was  read  from  Gen.  Gain- 
lev,  connected  with  the  manufacturing  and  other  departments  of  the  Auburn  Prison  ; 
treating  of  the  terms  of  sentence,  mode  of  provisioning  convicts,  the  many  evils 
(among  them  the  frequent  mal-conduct  of  the  keepers)  of  the  heretofore  far-famed 
and  popular  '  Auburn  System  ;'  incidentally  mentioning  the  bad  effect  of  the  disci- 
pline, especially  on  the  youuger  class,  most  of  whom  had  become  inmates  of  the 
prir-on  for  the  want  of  early  moral  culture,  and  had  left  it  ten-fold  more  *  the  children 
of  the  devil'  than  when  they  entered,  in  consequence  of  the  treatment  received  at 
the  hands  of  the  so-called  *  praiseworthy  keepers/  The  same  opinions  were  held  by 
General  Porter  of  Alabama,  and  advocated  at  length  and  with  much  ability  by  Mr. 
FotJLXE  of  Philadelphia.  Indeed,  the  weight  of  opinion  and  argument  was  deci- 
dedly on  the  side  of  the  separate  system,  the  only  one,  we  are  persuaded,  which  com- 
bines justice  with  mercy,  the  hope  of  reform  with  the  efficiency  of  punishment.  We 
may  say  in  conclusion,  with  pardonable  state  pride,  whnt  we  have  often  heard  from 
the  most  enlightened  friends  of  the  cause  elsewhere,  that  no  organization  for  prison 
improvement  has  done  more  or  better,  according  to  the  means  at  its  command,  than 
the  faithful  and  indefatigable  Prison  Disciphue  Society  of  New-York. 
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Th*  Poetical  Works  of  Fitz-Greenb  Hallkck.  Now  first  collected.  Illustrated  with  Steel 
Engraving*,  from  Drawings  by  American  Artists.  In  one  volume,  pp.287.  New- York  :  D.  Apple- 
ton  and  Company. 

Wk  should  as  soon  think  of  sitting  down  to  write  a  review,  with  illustrative  ex- 
tracts, of  John  Bunyan's  «  Pilgrim's  Progress*  as  of  the  poems  of  Halleck  ;  a  writer 
perhaps  more  universally  popular  than  any  other  American  poet  It  is  to  speak  of 
the  admirable  and  most  liberal  manner  in  which  the  publishers  have  performed  their 
part  in  the  production  of  the  volume,  that  we  propose  to  say  a  few  brief  words.  To 
begin,  then,  with  the  exterior:  the  binding  is  superb,  being  in  red-and-gold,  handsomely 
decorated,  with  a  cover-stamp  vignette  of  Alnwick-Castle.  The  printing  is  excellent, 
upon  large  types,  of  a  clean,  neat  cut,  and  the  paper  is  as  white  and  thick  as  Bristol- 
board.  The  engravings  are  seven  in  number.  The  first,  f  Hotspur  and  his  Bride/ 
is  by  Leutze  ;  and  the  figures,  their  expression,  the  castle  back-ground,  and  the  dis- 
tant landscape  below,  all  are  marked  by  those  excellencies  which  have  given  the 
artist  so  distinguished  a  reputation.  The  *  Magdalen'  by  Huntington  is  carefully 
painted  and  well  engraved,  but  we  like  neither  the  expression  of  the  eyes  nor  the 
mouth.  Of  Elliott's  portrait  of  the  author  we  could  not  speak  in  terms  of  too  ex- 
alted praise.  As  a  likeness,  it  is  perfect,  and  as  a  picture,  it  is  only  necessary  to  say 
that  it  is  one  of  Elliott's  best.  *  Alnwick  Castle,'  by  Huntington,  seen  through  a 
vista  in  the  trees,  is  picturesque  ;  but  the  numerous  gnarled  limbs  of  trees  in  the  fore- 
ground look  at  first  sight  like  squirmy  serpents  in  an  explosion  of  fire-works.  '  The 
Mother,'  by  the  same  artist,  is  a  very  sweet  and  tender  picture.  The  maternal  face, 
the  '  cuddling'  expression  of  the  babe,  and  its  little  soft  feet,  are  capital.  Very  soft, 
sweet  and  dreamy,  and  exquisitely  engraved,  is  the  next  picture  of  a  landscape  by 
Durand  ;  and  this  is  succeeded  by  one  iu  Edmonds'  best  vein,  'The  House  to  Let,' 
a  scene  of  melancholy  desolation ;  as  the  chimney-sweeps  playing  marbles  on  the 
steps,  the  cobwebs  in  the  corners  of  the  doors,  the  absent  door-plate,  and  the  yawning 
nail-holes  where  it  once  was,  sufficiently  evince.  Most  cordially  do  we  commend  this 
beautiful  volume  to  all  tasteful  readers. 


The:  North-American  Review,  for  the  October  Quarter.     Number  CXXXVII.     Boston : 
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The  contents  of  the  «  North -American'  for  the  present  quarter  are  designated  by 
the  following  titles  of  the  articles :  *  The  Life  and  Letters  of  John  Hubs  ;'  «  Virgil's 
Fourth  Eclogue;'  Burnet's  « Notes  on  the  North -West ;'  'Sewell'b  Religious 
Novels  ;'  Prescott's  '  Conquest  of  Peru  ;'  «  Reminiscences  of  Coleridge  ;'  Reed's 
'  Life  of  President  Reed;'  'The  Social  Condition  of  England;'  and  a  cluster  of 
five  briefer  '  Critical  Notices.'  Of;  he  preceding  papers  we  have  found  leisure  only 
to  read  that  upon  Burnet's  '  ftotes  on  the  North- West/  a  very  spirited  and  extremely 
well-written  article,  and  the  one  upon  Coleridge's  Reminiscences,  to  which  the 
same  praise  may  be  awarded.  We  may  take  another  occasion  to  indicate  more  fully 
the  character  of  the  various  papers  which  compose  the  present  number  of  the « North 
American,'  which  we  must  add,  in  justice  to  the  publishers,  presents  its  usual  pre- 
eminent excellence  in  the  externals  of  paper  and  printing.  Indeed  in  this  regard 
our  Boston  contemporary  surpasses  all  other  American  quarterlies. 
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•Kit  North*  ih  a  stati  or  *  Retiract.'  —  We  shall  never  again  take  up  our 
Scottish  contemporary,  Darned  of  Blackwood,  with  the  an  tic!  pat  ions  of  pleasure  in 
its  perusal  which  we  have  been  accustomed  to  entertain  while  Christopher  North 
was  at  its  head.  He  imparted  to  it  an  individuality  which  was  always  one  of  iis 
most  prominent  attractions.  It  was  not  so  much  a  certain  number  of  pages  filled 
with  the  usual  collection  of  good  and  indifferent  magazine-papers;  but  the  spirit  of 
1  Old  Kit  '  was  seen  in  every  number,  and  his  own  lucubrations  came  to  be  considered 
the  mul  as  it  were  of  *  Old  Ebony.1  He  was  continually  talking  of  himself,  too ; 
his  personal  likings  and  his  dielikings  ;  his  tastes,  feelings  and  emotions ;  and  yet 
this  was  never  done  offensively,  nor  did  it  cause  his  readers  to  think  him  a  vain  man. 
His  egotism,  he  himself  admits,  accompanied  him  into  solitude  ;  '  nay,  was  even 
more  life-pervading  there  than  amidst  the  hum  of  men/  In  the  opening  of  one  of 
his  gossipy  descriptions  of  a  visit  many  years  ago  to  the  highland  region  of  Scotland, 
he  sayst  speaking  in  the  second  person  of  Christopher  :  *  In  his  blue  eyes  is  written 
not  only  his  nature,  hut  miraculously,  in  German  text,  his  very  name,  CbristontJff 
Xottf),  Mrs.  Gentle  was  the  first  to  discover  it;  though  we  remember  baring 
been  asked  more  than  once  in  our  youth,  by  on  alarmed  virgin  on  whom  we  hap* 
pened  at  the  time  to  be  looking  tender,  ■  if  we  were  aware  that  there  was  something 
preternatural  in  our  eyes?*  CftrlStopfrer  is  conspicuous  in  our  right  eye,  ^JoittJ  in 
our  left ;  and  when  we  wish  to  be  incog,,  we  either  draw  their  fringed  curtains,  or 
nun-like  keep  the  tell-tale  orbs  fixed  on  the  ground*  Candor  whispers  us  to  confess 
that  some  years  ago  a  child  was  exhibited  at  six-pence  with  4  William  Wood1  legi- 
ble in  its  optics ;  having  been  affiliated,  by  ocular  evidence,  on  a  gentleman  of  that 
name*  who  with  his  dying  breath  disowned  the  soft  impeachment.  But  in  that  case 
nature  had  written  a  vile  scrawl ;  in  ours  her  hand  is  firm,  and  goes  off  with  a  flou- 
rish/ lu  the  excursion  to  which  we  have  alluded,  Chrjstophbr  invests  even  his 
shadow  (thrown  by  the  sun  upon  misty  mountain-clouds,  at  a  height  from  whence 
4  the  bird-royal  with  the  golden  eye  could  see  the  rising  and  the  setting  sun  and  his 
march  ou  the  meridian  without  a  telescope/)  with  spiritual  life.  Scan  the  following 
somewhat  closely ; 

•Out   that  the  Solitary,  and  line  Pedlar,  and  the  Poet,  and  din  EYiait  and  hi*  Lady,  wars  hers  to 
•eu  a  tight  mom  kWioiia  IW  titan  that  iltuiLrioui  add  miooary  K.un  "    TW>  CMKt&ropHtcii  N< 
ni  HigMllid  chieftain*.  Is  the  Royal  Tartan ;  one  burning  lu  (he  air,  thr  other  in  tha  »ati  i 
tUlioiibry  metAftrm,  each  a?etniug  Dative  to  it*  own  element-     Tin-  »i  Hmu  Utt   bfl  itbsr,  that  the  lias 
on  fir*  ;  bm  u~blu£<   ss  i«fi  smr,  cliui  tempered  into  truce ;  while  ih. 

not  knowing  the  refulgent  tuhatance  from  lhn  rrhpLeiidenl  nhmiow,  bids  the  duudr  ho  flilJ  in  benvaa, 
uud  toe  wind*  nil  hold  their  breath,  that  exulting  nature  may  be  permitted  for  a  littla  whiJe  to  enjoy 


lee  miracle  she  unaware*  hen  wrought  ;  ala*l  gone  ft*  the  gattea,  and  gone  for  ever  I    Our  b 
has  tumbler)  lata  ilu>  mm!  ;  and  €nmaTopiricn,  like  the  Ram  ia  |fc  standi  shorn  of  his 

beams.  No*-,  SOM*  UM  iruiri  inn-i  b*  Io4d,  llmt  was  but  a  tiithl  of  Fancy  ;  and  our  Bpparel  is  mora 
like  that  of  »  Lowland  Quaker  than  u  Highland  chief.  *T  i*  all  of  a  snuffy  hrowu  |  nn  excellent 
color  for  hiding  the  dirt,    flfayto-brt— tl  find  *«  jre  in  ihurU*     Were  our  Mm  tej  be 

I  by  otur  bat,  it  would  be  Sir  Cloudrsly  Shovel.  Oo  our  back  a  wallet,  and  in  our  hand  a 
And  thus,  nut  without  oceasinnal  nlirm  lo  the  catll*,  tliou^h  we  hurry  do  man's,  we  go  slnlk- 
tor  along  the  Award  and  swing  ing  across  the  stream  and  leaping  over  the  quagmires  ;  by  no  m«ao« 
unlike  that  extraordinary  pedestrian  who  baa  been  arc«nnpjinyui«  u*  for  the  last  half  hour,  fcr  over- 
head, up  by  yonder*  a*  if  he  meant  mi»cbief ;  but  he  will  find  tunt  we  are  up  to  a  trick  or  two.  and 
not  eaauy  to  be  done  brown  by  a  native,  a  Cockney  of  Cloud-Land,  a  lonf -Irjrpred  awkward  fellow, 
with  a  head  liko  u  dragon,  mid  proud  of  his  red  pln>h,  in  that  country  called  '  thunder- :ind-|ightnii>g 
breeches  ('  hot  very,  one  should  think,  in  such  f  ultry  weather  ;  but  confound  u»  if  he  hn*  not  this 
enl  alript  them  off,  and  he  not  pursuing  his  jriurney  tn  purls  naturalibuM  t  yee,  as  naked  a*  the 
»  ha  was  born  V 

ce!y  less  amusingly  whimsical  is  another  picture  of  Christopher*!  shadow  on 
the  earth.  On  some  occasions,  he  says,  it  was  not  easy  to  look  at  him  without  laugh- 
ing ;  leaping  side  by  side  with  the  original  on  his  pole,  in  a  style  beyond  the  gro- 
tesque;  'sometimes  suddenly  shrinking;  into  a  broad-backed  dandy,  and  then  as 
suddenly  dwindling  himself  out  into  a  *  Daddy  Long-lega,'  striding  as  if  he  had  dis- 
covered the  longitude/  We  have  heard  often  of  the  l  war  of  tho  elements,'  but  the 
following  is  the  firs!  report  of  a  pitched  battle  in  that  kind  we  have  ever  seen : 

'Wi  wish  we  were  safe  dowtj.  There  is  DO  wind  here  yet  — none  to  «pcak  of;  but  there  is  wind 
eooue  hf  to  all  appearance,  in  the  region  toward  the  west.  The  uiaiu  ln».l  v  of  UM  I  iiuds  is  fulling; 
back  on  the  reaerve;  and  observing  that  movement,  (be  right  wing  deploys  t  as  for  the  left,  it  is 
broken,  and  its  retreat  will  soon  be  a  flight.  Fear  is  contagious ;  the  whole  army  ha*  fallen  into  irre- 
mediable disorder  j  has  abandoned  it*  commanding  position  ;  and  in  an  hour  will  be  ndf-drivmi  fats 
the  sea.  We  eel!  that  a  panic-  Glory  he  to  the  corps  that  cover*  the  retreat  ?  We  see  now  the 
MRfJB  of  that  retrograde  movement  In  the  north-wept.  *  far  otf  lis  earning  shone/  and  '  in  num  tiers 
without  nuwhnr  Durabei  lees,1  I  a  I  lbs  adtens  host  I  Thrown  out  in  front,  the  beautiful  rifle  brigade 
comes  swiftly  ou.  extending  in  open  order  along  the  vast  plain  between  the  aPriel  Pine-ttiourilaio*  to 
you  Fire-ciiff»T  (where,  when  the  thunder  at  mid-day  would  hide  Mn-ir  heads  in  a  night  of  eloml, 
they  thrust  them  through  the  blackaeas,  and  show  thorn  to  the  glens,  crowned  with  lire..)  The  enemy 
marches  in  masses;  the  space  between  the  dtflsktPl  now  widening  and  now  narrowing;  and  as  sure 
at  we  are  alive  to  hear  it,  to  the  sound  of  trumpets!  The  routed  army  hai  rullied  and  reappears  ; 
and  hark!  on  ihe  extreme  left,  a  cannonade  !  Never  before  had  tho  Unholy  Alliance  a  finer  park 
■f  artillery  ;  und  now  lea  fire  opens  from  the  great  battery  in  die  centre,  and  the  hurly-burly  is  gene- 
ral far  and  wide  over  the  whole  field  of  battle.* 

Is  n't  that  *  pretty  smart  writing  V  It  seems  to  bo.  But  it  in  growing  dark ;  there 
is  '  something  like  an  eclipse  going  on ,  or  an  earthquake  at  his  toilette  ;*  and  Christo- 
pher, malgre*  his  rapt  admiration  of  nature's  sublimity,  must  be  descending  toward 
the  lowlands.     Follow  him  along  down,  reader : 

*  All  this  may  he  very  floe  j  hut  these  lead-drops  dancing  oo  our  hat  tell  tie  to  take  up  our  pole 
and  tie  off,  for  thai  by-und-by  the  waters  will  be  in  flood,  and  we  may  hate  to  pass  a  night  on  the 
mountain.     Down  we  |& 

•  We  do  not  call  thi*  the  same  aide  of  the  mountain  we  crawled  up  1  If  we  do,  we  He.  There,  ell 
wa»  purple  except  what  was  green ;  and  we  wore  happy  to  be  a  hcatbereddoggnd  body,  occasionally 
skipping  like  a  tera>*hopper  on  turf     Here  all  is  rocks  save  atones.     Gel  out  of  the  way,  ye  ptsrmi- 

gna* !     We  fmte  thing]  es  from  the  bottom  of  our Oh  !  dear  1    oh  !  dear  1  —  but  tkit  h  painful ; 

etiddering  enthingle  away  duwn  what  Is  any  thing  hut  an  inclined  plane,  feet  foremost,  accompanied! 
with  ral  .a  ruil-road  a  peed,  every  twenty  yards  or  so  dif  lodging  a  stone  at  tug  as  one's- 

•elf,  which  instantly  join*  the  pr  go,  hopping  and  jumping  along  with  u*, 

some  before,  some  at  each  aide,  and  we  shudder  to  think  nf  it,  some  behind  ;  (well  somrrsetted  over 
eur  head,  thou  Gray  Wacke  I)  hut  mercy  oo  us,  and  forgive  us  oar  sins !  for  if  this  hut,  in  another 
minute  wn  are  ell  at  the  bottom  of  that  pond  of  pile  It !' 

"  Btrs  era  in  — iiting  f  How  we  were  brought  to  assume  this  rather  uneasy  posture  we  do  not 
pretend  lo  say.  We  confine  ourselves  to  the  fact.  Betting  '  beside  a  Tarn,  Our  escape  appears  to 
have  bueu  little  lea*  than  miraculous,  and  mnst  have  been  mainly  owinp,  under  Providence,  to  our 
pole.  Who  "a  laughing  t  'T  is  you,  you  old  witch,  iu  hood  ami  cloak,  crouching  ou  the  chif,  aa  if 
you  were  worming  your  hand*  at  iho  fire!* 

There  you  have  ■  Old  Kir./  and  there  we  will  leave  him.  No,  not  yet ;  let  us 
thank  him  in  his  '  retiracy  '  —  old  Tory  though  ho  be,  and  not  altogether  forgetting 
the  harsh  words  he  has  sometimes  said  of  our  beloved  country  —  let  qs  thank  the 
PaiN-ce  of  Gossips  for  the  many  pleasant  hours  he  has  given  us,  and  wish  for  him, 
in  his  waning  years,  happiness,  prosperity  and  peace. 
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*  A  Leaf  from  the  Annals  of  Insanity/ — Under  this  bead  our  sometime  cor- 
respondent, Punt  Eaule,  M.  D.,  Physician  to  the  Blooniitigdule- Asylum  for  the  la- 

kas  exemplified  llie  fuct  that  a  person  may  bo  very  insane*  deluded  and  mco- 
it,  and  yet  retain  good  judgmrnt,  distinctive  principles  of  integrity,  and  the 
ability  to  apply  himself  to  manual  labor  and  a  judicious  system  of  self-government. 
Tl  '  physical,  intellectual  and  moral  qualities  of  the  'specimen'  are  well  depicted: 
he  was  a  c  colored  postoa,'  about  Utrenty-fivo  years  of  age,  of  general  j^ood  health, 
and  muscular  system  pall  developed*     He  was  ingenious,  possessed  of  an  active  and 

tic  temper  osed  to  industry,  '  doing  alt  things  well1  that  were  en- 

trusted to  him  ;  insomuch  that  he  was  established  as  a  sort  of  sable  Major-Domo  in 
the  Asylum,  which  by-the-by  he  claimed  as  his  own  ;  and  hence  was  known  by  no 
other  appellation  than  that  of  *  The  General.'  He  was  always  punctual  in  whatever 
he  promised ;  indeed,  says  Doctor  Eable,  '  he  considered  his  word  so  sacred,  that  if 

,mtest  doubt  of  bis  faithfulness  to  it  were  insinuated  or  implied,  he  was  *  as  truly 
and  completely  mortified  and  humbled,  his  self-respect  as  much  wounded,  as  if  he 
had  been  educated  in  the  very  hot-house  of  the  principles  of  honor, end  yet  without 
the  anger  and  the  disposition  to  avenge,  which  in  the  tatter  case  would  have  been  but 
too  liable  to  occur,*  With  ell  this,  however,  his  false  ideas,  his  incoherence,  the  com- 
plete bouletersement  or  entire  overthrow  of  some  of  his  mental  faculties  are  exhibited 
in  his  own  words,  which  were  taken  down  as  they  wore  spoken,  in  a  dialogue  with  Doc- 
tor Earle  the  day  before  his  patient  left  the  Asylum,  It  is  remarked,  that  whenever 
he  was  questioned  he  was  always  prepared  with  an  answer ;  a  full  response  was  ready 
the  moment  the  query  was  fully  propounded.  We  give  two  or  three  extracts  from 
the  dialogue  in  question.  Il  may  be  well  to  premise  that  *'Thti8alenC  is  evidently 
considered  a  r  noun  of  multitude*  by  the  speaker ;  and  it  will  be  perceived  that  he 
goes  off  at  a  taugent  quite  as  soon  at  the  •  lead'  of  a  letter  as  of  a  word : 

Physician,  What  is  jour  naiun? 

Fatteot.  My  name  it  Judge  Hamilton  Hambleton  Hamblxton*  1  am  mayor  of  tfao  city,  and 
my  lather  wa*  Judpo  and  fljjjlff  Hameleton,  Acijtipiw,  King  of  Dumiuker,  and  he  gave  me  this 
hou»e< 

Physician.  Where  were  you  ha 

Patiknt.  1  uroi  not  boru  ;  I  graced  in  Deevah  Focrinh,  is  the  furthest  part  of  the  South  Featerie* 

people  i lure  i»  Iris-ii,  nud  ntl  the  children  If  Spanish.     I  grew  »u  tu  Mnraxiaoa,  where  t  waa 

planted  again.    Then  I  arrow  to  Morypnlet,  nod  Ined  iu  the  city  of  Canary  e  thousand  yenra,  and 

more  too,  off  and  on,  for  I  was  tonietimes  iu  England.     I  urn  general  to  the  Ilrnthereus,  State  of  Big 

Ranger,  in  Regyptia. 

I'livaicuN.  How  ohl  are  you  1 

Patient,  1  'm  a  Tbusalem  nation  ynart  old.    I  am  iu  the  United  State*  of  Reguxza.     My  home 
it  in  Bandanna,  in  Galgotha.     if  I  should  lose  ih:it,  I  thould  never  hnve  another.    Maasnchu 
in  Gal^utha,  and  so  ie  Chiua  and  |k>*torv  and  P^tiiisyU.iiiu.    Baltimore  n*  a  dimnoud  State.    1  go  to 
Htoal  Delaware,  opposite  JrmiHalem,    Jgrtstlttt  U  a  gold  nation,  and  Delaware  il  not.     It  if  ia  tight 
of  Jericho,  and  Judea  it  a  thousand  miles  oouth. 

PjrvstciAN-  Did  you  have  any  bruiherBl1 

Patient.  Yvb  ;  I  've  got  a  thousand  :  one  named  Mr,  HoitTON,  one  Mr.LUDLow,  one  Fonuw.oua 
Mr.  Poster,  Mr.  Lrisitrk,  Mr.  Nvxa;  aud  I  hnve  sit  aunt-.  Thut  wa§  my  aunt  walking  with  me 
in  the  city.  In  thi<  old  OttWUff  they  wear  tar*©  frocka,  hut  In  this  country  they  drea*  in  irowaer*. 
^  I'll  tell  you  soma  more  names:  Mr.  Pol  an,  Mr,  Tangle,  Mr.  Baldwin,  Mr.  Benha*  sad 
Mr.  TlenkHm  That  V  njl.  All  them  nrn  president*  and  geueraU;  big  men,  ub  big  aa  from  here  to 
Borrow;  big-bellied  mun.    There  'a  a  big -bellied  nun  iu  Philadelphia,  and  another  in  Baltimore. 

Physician.  Have  you  learned  any  trade  7 


Patient.  Yes  ;  I  fra  a  forge-mac,  i  itifNCtfp—iT,  (that  '■  what  1  follow  moil ;)  a  pluttender  —  to 
make  plate* —  china  of  all  kinds;  gold  tumblers  and  gold  wires  ;  a  Lancer,  i  burn -smith  aod  gold- 
smith, aod  a  shoe-maker. 

Frvsician.  Hove  you  any  money  1 

Patient,  Ye*  ;  I  hove  money  enough. 

Physician.  How  much  f 

Patient.  My  house  in  full  of  money,  aod  all  the  money  in  the  bonk*  is  mine.  I'm  a  Belgian,  and 
the  cashier  or  (he  bj.Dk. 

PursiciAPf.  How  many  dollars'  worth  of  money  hare  yoli  J 

Patixjrtt.  Tb  uanle m,  Thusalem  Stales  of  dollars  ;  thai  money  I  'm  worth.  I  m  a  laborer ;  I  'to 
got  trout  in  the  forgua  skies  ;  in  the  forgus  regions. 

Physician.  That 'tall  nonsense. 

Patient.  It  (a  n't  nonsense,  I'm  n  general.  Ive  got  to  stand  all  the  fighting,  all  the  gouging, 
I  ■  k|  wjin.  I  Vebeeu  in  a  hundred  thousand  ninety -nine  buttles;  and  separate  devils  makes  a 
bunlrrd  uiilliou  uf  buttles,  unci  more  loo.    I  brought  twelve  women  when  I  came  here. 

PmratciAtr.  Are  yon  married  ? 

PatiwCt.  Yes  ;  lawfully  married  by  law.  I  hare  in  this  country  nine  wives,  and  in  my  own  coun- 
try Aire  Almighties  and  fifty  thousand  other  wives  ;  that  '*  all. 

Phvsician.  You're  trying  to  moke  ft  fool  of  me. 

Patient.  No  j  that  V  the  truth ;  that  Si  a  fact ;  you  may  go  there  and  see,  when  [  go  home;  the 
expensrs  won't  cost  you  nothing,  because  I  *ll  allow  it  to  you  free.  J  rm  fifty  nations  of  land.  I  +m 
Liberator,  Alabroraa,  Lusherbesher,  fUisanna  and  Regina.  I  'm  o  Maker.  I  make  women  all  day  ; 
seventy  Thusalern  women.  After  that  1  'tn  the  Son  of  Man  and  the  Son  of  Saviouk  ;  that's  all  1  be 
ia  this  land.    Christ  is  a  brulher  to  me  ;  he  lives  over  iu  Pennsylvania. 

Physician.  What  do  you  expect  to  do  when  you  leave  this  place  T 

Patient.  I'm  going  into  Jersey  shore  and  going  to  be  drowned,  take  a  newTmme,  a  white  man, 
a  large,  big  lord,  and  then  I  'm  going  borne  and  have  that  island  across  the  river  sent  to  Massachu- 
setts, into  the  Islund  of  St.  Gorah.     Soon  as  I  'm  in  Jersey  I  m  at  home.      Every  body  there  halloo* 

*  Hurrah  for  General  Hambleton  !'  when  I  go  over  there,  I'm  a  traveller  and  have  a  big-headed 
cane  lo  go  to  Bostoo.  Thai  's  my  country,  and  I  '11  live  there  if  I  please ;  but  1  do  o*t  want  to.  I 
want  to  hurry  on  and  gel  to  Dunlin  city  |  then  1  'm  going  to  Jericho,  and  may  be  1 1||  slop  there  a 
while;  1  don't  know.  I  have  an  Asylum  in  Jericho;  it  is  locked  up,  though.  Nobody  lives  in  it. 
It  'h  in  light  of  the  city.  If  I  stop  there  it  will  be  to  save  Goo  Almighty.  He  was  imprisoned  in 
the  jail  there,  and  after  he  was  liberated  he  was  sent  to  the  Asylum  to  sail  vessel*,  fie  gave  the 
Asylum  lo  me,  and  counties,  stales,  and  judgment*  of  money,  He  gave  me  some  rivers  of  money 
and  a  thousand  States  of  money,  every  day,  to  sail  lour  vessels  fur  him  and  to  take  care  of  seven 
bundred  women  and  one  God,  und  he  to  pay  all  the  debts  and  all  the  clerks  of  the  Asylum.  Ho 
pays  them  counties  of  dollars  a  mouth.  I  have  three  years  to  sail  for  him,  and  he  is  to  see  that  we 
clear  a  hundred  states  of  money  a  day.  Wc  can  clear  that  easy  enough.  I've  cleared  ibat  by  my 
Asylum. 

In  reply  to  the  question  how  he  could  take  care  of  bis  Asylum  if  he  wan  sailing, 
he  answers  categorically,  as  follows.     We  think  that,  independent  of  a  conception  of 

*  banking;  privileges/  he  has  some  vague  idea  of  the  '  phalanx1  and  '  phalanstery'  of 
Foumen: 

Patilnt.  I  am  to  leave  somebody  I  can  trust.  I  only  want  one  to  sit  and  keep  the  books,  and  one 
woman.  The  woman  I  >e  got?  her  numo  is  Miss  B ;  that 's  the  house-keeper.  She's  a  while- 
haired  woman;  gray -Inured  woman;  leu  foot  high;  the  tallest  woman  I've  seen  in  soma  time. 
She  'a  over  in  Jersey,  only  aboul  forty  mi  led  from  the  shore.  1  shall  liuve  a  hundred  nurses.  I  To 
seeu  them  ail .  tin  y  'rsgOodlPOiklSjj  people.    The  patients  uli  Ihp.hke  the  French.    God  Almighty 

wants  them  broke  of  this,  aud  Miss  X is  going  to  do  It.     She's  a  short,  hump-backed  woman; 

she  *a  been  here ;  was  here  Wt  full.      Dr.  M is  to  be  the  Grat  doctor,    I  "bid I  have  four  doctors. 

It's  a  very  big  bouse  i  will  hold  fifty  thousand  ;  that's  the  big  part  will  hold  so  many,     ft  has  a 
•leeplr  om  u.      Tn<    Uttftt  part  will  hold  a  hundred  ;  the  neat  little  part,  a  hundred  ;  the  next,  fifty  ; 
ti.e  next,  forty  ;  that  '*  all.     You  may  be  one  doctor  If  you  've  u  mind  to,     We  do  nT  allow  any  man 
ii  have  a  btj;  I  |]L     It  a  a  little  town,  twenty -four  mik-a  round, 

round  twelve  feet  high,  and  more  too,  with  iron  pickets  on  the  lop  as  big  as  yooj-aruu 
The  men  will  all  sleep  at  the  hotel. 
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Physician.  I  tbiiik  your  plan  it  a  good  one. 

Patient.  1  foes*  1  la  I  I  bare  a  Large  firm  and  a  large  barn,  field*,  stable*,  peach -orchard  of 
twelve  imluc  of  peacbes,  two  miles  of  cberne*,  tea  miles  ttf  apples,  twenty  miles  of  pear* ;  bif 
peart,  do  at  get  ripe  till  very  late ;  blue-bell  peere,  big  muud  as  your  fist,  moat  a*  big  rouud  a*  your 
head.  There1*  a  good  blacken  ith'«-*bopt  go  Idem  ItfaVi  hop  and  carpenter's  ■Imp;  that  'a  ail  the 
■  licre  la,  There  "*  a  cabinet-shop,  hut  we  do  n't  use  it ;  the  man  ii  dead  that  mad  to  make 
bedstead*  and  bureau*.  Hi*  name  wo*  Fbknlt.  He  died  of  the  cholera.  Re  g ot  tick  iu  the  morn 
tag*  eating  cabbage,  He  stole  hi*  wife's  cabbage  and  eat  it,  and  it  killed  him.  He  ia  buried  la  the 
Asylum  ;  he  '■  the  ouly  one  buried  there. 

1'HYaictAM.  Shall  you  fpond  your  life  at  ibtit  Any  I  u  in  f 

Patiknt.  No  t  I  shall  slay  about  three  year*,  and  then  go  away.  I*m  going  to  Bandaiiua  tli*u  ; 
thut  '*  my  home  ;  all  my  family  live  there.  I  'm  going  to  stay  at  home  then.  1  shall  be  ■  rich  tnaa; 
a  Maker,  I  hare  a  country  asylum  at  Jericho,,  but  there**  nothing  in  it;  can  't  keep  auy  thing  in 
it.  It  has  been  haunted  over  pittee  it  wae  built ;  I  don't  know  what  make*  it  haunted.  Its  a  white 
oue1  and  has  a  hundred  door*  in  it  I  slept  in  It  one  night,  and  I  got  all  but  tore  up.  f  had  an  old 
quilt  on  tho  bed,  and  it  got  torn  all  up,  I  got  up  and  went  out  doors  to  see  what  ailed  the  house  ; 
went  a-top  of  the  house,  I  did  ;  but  1  did  u*t  hear  auy  thing,  only  the  wind  blowing,  and  the  door* 
slamming  with  a  sound  '  Whom  1  wham  f  wham:'  In  the  morning  I  tree  a  little  boy  - 
door,  and  he  *nid  :  *  You  mu&t  never  sleep  here  again,  for  you  '11  be  torn  up.    There  "a  never  any  man 

slept  in  it.'    Then  I  gave  it  to  Mr>  B ,  if  be  would  sleep  in  it  one  night.     He  tried  it,  but  he 

eouhl  n't  sloop,  and  came  back  all  in  hi*  shirt-tail.     Now  I  '11  give  it  to  any  man  thai  will  take  it; 
he's  welcome  to  it. 

This,  it  will  scarcely  be  denied  by  auy  body,  is  slightly  incoherent ;  but  it  is  vastly 
like  the  ■  talks'  of  the  characters  depicted  by  the  great  author  of  l  Puffer  Hopkins;' 
and  not  more  erratic,  we  venture  to  say,  than  the  unwritten  conceptions  of  that  de- 
funct murderer  of  sundry  defunct  periodicals,  (including,  as  was  inevitable,  *  Yankee- 
Doodle/)  as  sad  but  self-sustained  he  Haunters  down  the  shady  side  of  Broadway, 
a  faithful  lover  of  himself,  without  a  rival. 


*  Romance  of  the  Steamboat.'  —  Our  new  correspondent,  *  W.  E.  G.,'  has  cer- 
tainly *  made  out  a  good  case,*  as  the  lawyers  term  it*  for  the  steam-boat,  on  the 
score  of  romance.  We  clip  and  condense  his  sketch  somewhat,  but  not,  as  we  think, 
to  its  detriment.  He  was  about  taking,  at  a  New-York  pier,  one  of  the  stately  Hud- 
son steamers,  *  when  out-spnk"  he  thus  :l  *  You  see  that  she  is  ready  for  us.  Already 
the  inward  struggle  has  commenced.  The  giant  of  the  age  is  awaking ;  he  stretches 
out  his  mighty  arms  aud  sends  forth  his  deep-mouthed  yawn.  He  has  slumbered  all 
day  long  as  quietly  as  an  infant.  Bui  now,  while  the  sun  goes  down,  and  the  alow 
twilight  is  impending,  he  lifts  himself  from  his  bed  and  calls  for  food  and  prepares  for 
toil.  They  give  him  tire  aud  water  to  digest,  and  the  white  blood  toon  rushes  through 
every  artery.  They  pile  upon  his  sturdy  back  boxes  aud  bags  and  hundreds  of  hu- 
man beings  ;  and  yet  they  bold  him  iu  subjection,  and  will  not  let  him  move  from  his 
place  until  the  last  moment  of  the  appointed  hour  has  expired  and  the  last  tithe  of 
his  patience  is  exhausted.  But  the  time  has  at  length  arrived  The  last  carpet-bag 
it  on  board;  the  last  porter  has  performed  an  Alvarado  leap;  the  last  newspaper 
boy  has  furnished  the  last  passenger  with  the  last  news,  and  we  are  at  length  moving 
steadily  out  into  the  Hudson,  'flunk  what  it  is  to  commence  a  voyage  under  circum- 
stances such  as  these ;  in  the  vicinity,  almoHL  in  the  embrace,  of  a  chained  monster, 
the  terrible  Genius  at  once  of  Water  and  of  Fire  ;  the  past  and  future  destroyers  of 
the  world  ;  the  great  chemists  of  the  entire  universe  !  Think  what  it  is  to  go  out  upon 
the  waters,  with  the  faces  of  age  and  of  youth  smiling  around  you  ;  the  manly  coon- 
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tenance  beaming  with  high  hope  and  determined  resolution  ;  the  beautiful  glance  of 
woman,  never  bo  reflective  as  when  she  looks  with  curious  interest  and  expectation 
into  the  mystery  of  the  distance,  and  holds  in  check  the  fancies  of  the  moment;  the 
rising  romance  of  the  scene  and  the  hour  ;  the  very  noise  and  animation  around  Jier. 
Yea,  there  is  romance  in  the  very  noise  and  confusion  :  it  routes  the  energy  of  thought ; 
it  awakens  fancies  loo  thick-coming  to  bo  distinct ;  ideas  which  are  rather  the  spirit 
of  thought  than  thought  itself;  ideas  which  become  emotions,  so  fall  are  they  of  life 
and  feeling  and  power.  It  is  this  species  of  romance  which  especially  suits  the 
character  of  an  American.  With  him  there  is  no  quiet.  The  poetry  of  his  soul 
is  interwoven  with  the  active  and  useful  employments  of  life.  It  is  called  into  exer- 
cise under  the  influence  of  a  high  pressure.  But  it  i*  poetry,  nevertheless.  It  takes 
in  at  a  glance  the  old  ideas  of  the  past ;  it  conceives  and  appreciates  the  spirit  of 
ancient  song  and  fable.  But  it  does  not  dwell  upon  these  things.  Even  as  the  boat 
of  his  invention  glides  swiftly  by  a  hundred  scenes  of  natural  beauty,  so  do  his  thoughts 
glide  over  the  past  and  present  to  settle  down  in  the  future,  the  end  of  his  intellec- 
tual journey.  The  life  of  the  future  is  ever  before  him  ;  it  absorbs  every  thing  else  ; 
for  his  destiny  is  unfulfilled,  and  his  heart  will  not  be  at  rest.  Observe  him  at  this 
moment ;  now  that  we  have  passed  the  suburbs  of  the  noisy  city,  and  are  careering 
pleasantly  past  the  *  Palisades.1  Take,  for  instance,  the  young  man  whose  restless 
look  is  ranging  along  their  stately  summits,  See  him  lean  forward,  impatient  evenof 
the  speed  of  the  great  steamer.  Ho  already  imagines  he  can  see  the  Highlands*  the 
Kaatakills,  the  West,  the  Rocky  Mountains  and  the  Pacific  —  his  only  resting-place  ; 
the  grave  of  his  energy  and  the  end  of  his  ambition.  His  poetry,  resembling  that  of 
the  ocean  and  the  prairie,  is  the  vaatnes*  of  the  field  of  life  which  lies  before  him. 
His  romance  is  the  greatness  and  almost  wildness  of  the  adventures  of  civilization. 
There  is  a  mystery  about  his  country  which  enchains  him,  an  unexplained  something 
which  he  is  trying  to  fathom  ;  and  he  brings  the  past  to  bear  upon  his  subject  and 
draws  upon  its  truth  and  its  fiction  for  illustration,  and  itili  remains  unsatisfied. 

1  It  is  not  the  least  of  his  wonders  that  twenty  or  thirty  years  ago  the  strange 
*  thing  of  life1  which  now  bears  him  so  smoothly  and  steadily  along  over  the  bo- 
som of  the  Hudson  had  no  existence.  The  great  invention  of  Watt,  confined  to 
the  drudgery  of  the  work -shop,  had  then  but  little  of  the  poetry  with  which  its  pre- 
sent employment  lias  invested  it.  Its  labors  were  useful  but  common-place.  It  fur- 
nished him  with  the  necessaries  and  even  the  luxuries  of  life  ;  but  it  did  not  bear  him 
with  bis  freight  of  ambition  and  hope  to  the  very  ends  of  the  earth.  It  did  not  pene- 
trate the  distant  veins  of  his  native  hind,  nor  add  its  sharp  cry  and  its  deep  roar  to  the 
voices  of  the  wilderness.  Nor  did  it  press  on,  as  now  in  the  gray  hour  of  twilight, 
along  the  banks  of  our  classic  river, 

'The  evening  melts  imperceptibly  into  the  night,  and  our  thoughts  sink  into  re- 
pose ;  but  not  into  a  dreamiest  slumber;  for  now  the  witchery  of  the  steam-boat 
increases,  and  dreams,  clear  and  distinct,  shaping  themselves  amidst  the  flying  sparks 
and  ceaseless  motion  of  the  engine,  dreams  that  are  lulled  by  the  unchanging  music 
of  the  mighty  machine,  present  grand  ideas  of  power  and  striking  thoughts  of  the 
sublime.  Observe,  in  the  contemplative  countenance  of  the  boy  who  leans  upon  the 
railing  and  looks  out  upon  the  scene  before  him,  the  influence  of  tiie  scene  and  the 
time.  The  germ  of  poetry  is  shooting  up  within  his  bosom.  He  marvels  at  the 
world  in  which  lie  lives  ;  at  the  great  works  of  man  presented  to  his  astonished  eyes. 
He  wonders  whether  he  himself  i*  like  the  rest  of  las  species  ;  whether  ho  shall  ever 
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successfully  emulate  the  ekUl  of  the  cunning  artificers  who  have  fashioned  the  strange 
fabric  on  which  he  has  been  gazing  with  awe  ami  admiration*  And  as  he  turns  away  to 
lose  himself  in  the  sublimcr  works  of  nature,  he  feels,  perhaps  for  the  first  time,  the 
majesty  which  dwells  in  the  heavens  above  him  and  in  the  earth  and  air  and  water 
around  and  beneath  him.  lie  is  looking  for  a  clue  to  the  mystery  of  the  enginery 
which  he  has  been  contemplating  ;  and  as  lie  looks  and  dreams,  and  looks  again,  the 
light  breaks  in  upon  his  opening  miud,  and  he  comprehends  more  clearly  than  he  has 
ever  yet  done  the  great  lesson  of  truth  ;  the  inexhaustible  source  of  knowledge  and 
its  power.  He  seems  to  have  lost,  for  the  time*  his  Restlessness;  and  although  it  is 
impossible  to  say  where  his  visions  may  Mud  *  a  local  habitation/  his  mind  is  evidently 
active,  and  his  resolution  strong.  Ho  bears  about  him  the  unmbd  lkealle  *;.•■ 
adventure ;  and,  if  we  may  judge  by  the  open  and  frank  expression  of  his  fo« 
spirit  of  honest  daring  in  some  good  and  truthful  cause.  ■  ■  *  '  Night,  relieved  only 
by  the  light  of  the  stars,  has  shrouded  the  scene  in  her  own  pall,  yet  adding  to  its 
mystery r  and  greatly  enhancing  the  romance  of  the  steam-boat.  Indeed,  it  is  only 
at  night  that  this  strange  creation  of  man  can  be  adequately  appreciated.  When  the 
traveller  is  in  some  degree  isolated  from  surrounding  objects,  its  solemn  roar  if  dis- 
tinctly heard  ;  and  the  emotions  of  its  iron  soul  are  chiefly  felt  to  be  a  sort  of  real 
life,  possessing  the  attributes  of  human  existence.  There  is  a  breathing  in  those 
stupendous  lungs ;  a  strong  pulsation,  regular  as  that  which  marks  the  tide  of  life. 
When  deep  night  has  at  length  arrived,  and  all  but  ourselves  have  left  the  deck,  the 
giant  whose  arms  are  in  motion  before  us  rises  like  a  spectre  and  takes  to  himself  aa 
individual  existence,  What  has  he  to  do  with  the  insignificant  mortals  who  are  so 
unthinkingly  borne  along  by  his  fearful  strength  ?  Nothing,  surely.  He  is  working 
for  the  future  generations  of  men  ;  he  is  toiling  for  the  civilization  of  the  world.  Hi* 
deep  anxiety  and  audible  emotion  are  called  forth  by  the  vast  undertaking  in  which 
ho  is  engaged  ;  and  the  straining  of  his  muscles  and  the  vigorous  exercise  of  his  iron 
sinews,  together  with  his  shriek  at  setting  off,  and  his  smothered  groans,  proceeding 
as  it  were  from  the  anguish  of  a  determined  heart,  are  but  so  many  indications  of 
his  awful  sense  of  responsibility,  and  his  terrible  self-sacrificing  will/ 

By-the-by,  *  speaking  of  steam -boats,'  another  correspondent  has  reduced  hi* 
thoughts  on  a  kindred  theme  to  rhyme.  He  has  been  inspired  by  looking  down 
through  the  iron  foot  grating  of  a  great  lake-steamer  and  seeing  the  firemen,  with 
the  reflection  of  *  white-heal'  strong  upon  their  melting  faceB,  feeding  the  capacious 
maws  of  the  furnaces  with  their  accustomed  aliment : 


*  Vcxcan!  heavens  !  what  have  yoti  built, 
Clacking,  Hrsksri&£  (JtaUMLsrag  here? 
Up  from  Hailed  on  u  nil, 
Lugg'd  you  l hi*,  huu£  en  your  rear ! 

' Hissing,  groaning,  spiteful,  itrang, 
Toil*  trausotosS  poor  inachiue; 
W  ink  a.  fiery  wizurd  ioog 
Whittles  ftoiiiethiug  «bnll  within. 

'Toiling  in  the  pit  below. 
Like  infernal  workman,  see 
Dingy  mortalt  to  and  fro 
Lug  the  relic*  of  it  tree. 

'  Rluckenad  wifh  iho  huej  of  intake, 
Straining  at  the  dumoey  bl»xt\ 
Bee  them  feed  the  mpiutter'*  ttroke. 
While  with  fiercer  tweup  it  ployt.* 


Gossir  with  Readers  and  CoRREsroNDENTB,  —  Wo  have  been  reading  lately,  and 

with  much  interest  and  pleasure,  the  *  Life  of  Judge  Smith,  of  New- Hampshire* 

who  died  *  full  of  year*  and  full  of  honors/  some  few  years  ago  in  the  '  Old  Granite 

Aside  from  being  an  eminent  lawyer,  legislator,  and  jurist,  he  was  a  man  of 

true  humor  ;  which  quality,  says  his  biographer,  (whose  name  we  should  like  to  know,) 

*  like  the  foam  and  phosphoric  light  in  the  wake  of  a  great  ship  ut  sea,  often  marked 
the  progress  of  hie  mind  through  depths  the  roost  profound  ;  and  in  his  moments  of 
relaxation  hurst  out  and  flashed  in  all  manner  of  antic  and  fantastic  shapes/     Wo 

j  glad  to  perceive  that  the  writer  fortifies  his  impressions  of  the  value  of  humor  by 
era!  opinions  of  several  illustrious  theological  examples,  *  it  was  a  saying  of 
ir,  that  he  who  is  not  a  fool  half  of  the  tinitj  is  u  fool  all  the  time.  Robeiit  Hall, 
who  held  a  similar  opinion*  on  being  reproached  by  a  very  dull  preacher  with  the  ex- 
clamation, *  How  can  a  man  who  preaches  like  you,  talk  in  so  trifling  a  manner?*  re- 
plied :  •  There,  brother,  is  the  difference  between  us  ;  you  talk  your  nonsense  in  tho 
pulpit,  I  talk  mine  out  of  it-*  The  eminent  Doctor  South,  being  in  the  midst  of  a 
frolic  on  one  occasion,  and  seeing  a  dignified,  unbending  acquaintance  approaching, 
exclaimed,  *  Stop  !  we  mast  be  grave  now  ;  there  is  a  fool  corning  P  Let  us  give  our 
readers  one  or  two  instances  of  Judge  Smitus  felicitous  epistolary  style,  of  which 
several  examples  are  furnished  in  the  volume  before  us.  Some  lime  after  he  had  re- 
tired from  the  bench,  and  given  up  his  profession,  he  writes  as  follows  to  a  distinguished 
lawyer  of  Boston :  *  1  want  two  pairs  of  castors  or  rollers  to  make  ray  bed  move 
easily  forward  and  back,  and  cannot  find  such  as  I  want  nearer  than  Mr.  Quinces 
great  city  of  Boston,  and  cannot  think  of  a  less  personage  to  procure  them  for  me 
than  H.  H.  F ■,  Esquire,  counsellor-at-law,  etc.,  etc.  They  are  not  io  be  swiv- 
elled so  as  to  go  rig  zag.  I  am  done  with  all  rig-sagging,  twisting,  turning,  etc, 
having  fefl  the  profession,  and  am  in  the  strait  line  of  things,  and  want  my  bed  to 
move  back  and  forward  in  such  a  line.  I  prefer  iron  to  copper  or  brass.  I  am,  *  for 
the  reason  aforesaid/  done  with  all  brass  composition/  etc.  From  another  letter,  en- 
closing notes,  due-bills,  etc.,  to  a  brother  lawyer  for  collection,  wo  take  this  passage : 

*  I  have  a  note  against  D.  H ••     His  hopes  from  death  of  father-in-law  are  so 

alized,  that  the  good  old  man  is  dead ;  but  as  to  all  beyond,  (1  do  n't  mean  the 
l  of  death  on  the  Colonel,  but  on  H ,)  I  am  in  the  situation  of  the  United 

States*  Circuit-Court,  Jay  and  Others,  as  Sewall  pleasantly  told  them,  *  Your  Honors 

mean  well*  but  your  Honors  do  nU  know/     I  have  also  a  note  against  N D , 

another  man  of  your  town,  for  moneys  lent  years  ago.  He  pleads  poverty,  the  hou* 
estest  plea  he  ever  made.  I  have  a  good  many  other  debts  in  the  same  doleful  situa- 
tion/ He  gives  this  hit  to  another  correspondent  who  had  contemplated  a  new  work : 
'  If  you  will  publish  the  great  book  you  say  you  have  written,  1  will  buy  it,  and  if 
possible,  read  it  I  am  your  friend,  and  will  make  any  reasonable  sacrifice  to  serve 
you.'  A  complimentary  critic,  that !  We  segregate  a  few  other  brief  passages 
which  have  impressed  us  by  their  satire  or  their  originality  and  truth  :  *  Talleykamd 
once  said  that  the  art  of  putting  men  in  their  proper  places,  was  perhaps  the  first  in 
the  science  of  government/  We  do  not  always  succeed;  sometimes  we  send  men 
to  congress  whom  we  ought  to  send  to  the  state-prison  ;  and  place  men  on  the  bench 
who  ought  to  be  set  before  the  bar ;  men  arc  seen  laboriously  thumping  the  cushion  who 
ought  to  be  thumping  the  anvil/  — '  You  will  sometimes  see  a  college-graduate  who 
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cannot  write  a  page  of  good  English,  nor  even  npell  well  such  English  as  he  can 
write.'  —  ■  The  noblest  rivers  come  down  from  the  loflieat  mountains  ;  and  the  most 
useful  lives  flow  from  the  highest  aspirations  and  desires  in  youth/  — Judge  Smith  a 
interest  in  the  young,  his  power  of  entertaining  them,  and  his  familiar  intercourse  with 
the  in  . form  to  our  view  one  of  the  pleasantest  features  of  his  character.  In  this  respect 
he  was  like  Chief  Justice  Marshall.  An  interesting  fact  or  two  will  illustrate  this: 
1  A  lady,  at  whose  house  he  was,  asked  her  daughter  about  three  years  old,  to  go  to  an- 
other room  for  her  father,  *  I  will,'  she  said,  *  when  Judge  Smith  is  not  here/  A 
little  fellow,  just  beginning  to  talk,  was  so  entertained  by  him  that  every  Line  he 
paused,  he  called  out,  *  Man,  talk  more  ;  man,  talk  more/  Another  little  girl,  with 
whom  he  had  been  playing  and  talking  some  time,  being  asked  to  go  out  with  her 
mother, said,  'No,  no;  I  want  to  stay  here  ;  I  want  to  hear  whtt  he  will  say  next/ 
This  pleasant  and  simple  character  of  the  Judge  is  well  exemplified  in  a  i  incident  al 
picture  which  is  drawn  of  his  chamber,  with  a  little  child  of  vicious  and  dissolute 
parents,  sleeping  in  her  little  crib,  in  one  corner  of  it*  '  The  sight  of  the  Little  crea- 
ture/ says  his  biographer,  "seemed  to  double  the  enjoyment  of  his  own  comforts.  When 
he  saw  her  put  to  bed  at  night  in  her  flannel  night-gown,  or  dressed  in  the  morning  be- 
fore the  cheering  wood-tire,  he  always  manifested  the  liveliest  pleasure  ;  exclaiming 
again  and  again,  '  A  brand  snatched  from  the  burning  !  a  brand  snatched  from  the 
burning  !'  lie  was  accustomed  to  say  that  it  was  natural  that  old  people  should  not 
be  beloved,  if  they  were  every  day  gradually  withdrawing  their  confidence  from  the 
young  ;  '  for,1  he  adds, '  it  is  confidence,  unsuspecting  confidence,  which  begets  love 
between  the  young  and  the  old/  A  kind  and  good,  as  well  as  a  distinguished  man, 
was  the  late  Judge  Smith  of  New- Hampshire.  .  .  .  The  paper  on  *  Modern  Lite- 
rature? with  many  facts  well  set  forth,  contains  altogether  too  sweeping  denuncia- 
tions of  many  gifted  authors  of  the  present  day.  The  writer  is  one  of  those  who 
can  see  only  one  side  of  a  question.  He  should  have  lived  in  Charles  the  Second's 
time ;  for  then  Sir  Samuel  Tdxe  and  himself  might  together  have  denounced  all 
booki : 

'These  lit  tin  black  books  do  more  devils  rails 
Than  ail  IkS  figures  of  tlie  conjurors. 


Curse  or  the  inventor  of  thnt  damned  device 
Of  peiutrag  words  and  tpeaJkiug  to  our  eye*! 
Hud  I  a  tiunJrt'd  daughters,  by  ifiia  light 
Nut  one  of  'am  should  ever  reed  or  write  !* 


Some  people,  Mr.  *  L ,'  can  never  labor  gradually  in  the  circle  of  any  re- 
form ;  they  must  rush  at  once  to  the  periphery.  *  •  *  We  heard  the  other  afternoon, 
from  a  proved  rncnTtteurt  who  has  no  rival,  either  orally  or  with  pen  in  hand,  a  story 
of  Jakvihu,  the  distinguished  painter,  which  made  us  quite  'elastic'  for  half  a  day, 
A  mercurial  yet  misanthropic  Frenchman,  who,  to  *  save  himself  from  himself,' 
need  often  to  call  upon  Jakvjb,  had  an  *  Old  Master,1  a  wretched  daub,  whose  great- 
est merit  was  its  obscurity.  Being  ignorant  of  the  hoax  which  had  been  played  upon 
him  hi  its  purchase,  he  set  a  peat  value  upon  it,  and  invited  J  arms  to  come  to  his 
room  and  examine  it.  Jarvis  did  so  ;  and  to  prevent  giving  its  possessor  pain,  he 
avoided  the  expression  of  an  opinion  *  upon  the  merits/  but  advised  the  owner  to  have 
it  cleaned  ;  it  being  *  so  dirty  that  one  might  easily  mistake  it  for  a  very  ordinary 
painting/  Some  four  or  five  days  afterward  the  Frenchman  called  upon  the  painter; 
and  the  moment  he  entered  his  apartment,  he  exclaimed :  *  Ah  I  Monsieur  J ajlvkes, 
1  ave  some'sing  to  tell  you  I    My  graand  picture  is  des-troyT!  —  no  wore1  a  d n 


any  more!  I  get  xe  man  lo  clean  him  :  ver'  good;  he  wuh  him  all  out  wis  do 
to  rpen  time  !  Ah  !  if  I  could  only  catch  him!  — I  would  kick  him  p-J-e-n-f  ••/.'* 
1  Heavens  I*  exclaimed  Jauvis  ;  *  can  it  he  possible  that  thai  groat  picture  is  spaded  ? 
You  must  have  been  in  a  towering  passion  when  il  came  home  iu  that  condition/ 
*  No,  no,  Monsieur/  replied  the  Frenchman,  in  a  lachrymose,  pitiful  tone;  *  I  am 
not  strong  man  to  he  angry —  I  was  #>i-c-k  !*  *  ■  •  It  is  one  of  those  warm,  low- 
cloudy,  line-rainy  days  of  late  October.  Young  Knick,  an  hour  ago,  in  a  grassy  ravine 
of  a  hill -side  grove,  now  almost  bereft  of  ils  summer  honors,  helped  us  to  brush  to* 
gethor  a  thick  bed  of  faded  leaves  ;  and  on  that  fragrant  conch  we  have  been  lying, 
looking  off  through  the  thin  blue  drizzle  upon  the  dying  woods  over  the  Tappaaa 
Zee,  and  the  patches  of  fall -wheat,  of  matchless  green,  that  edge  them,  toward  the 
river.  Returning,  after  much  pleasant  chitchat  with  the  little  ♦  JuNioa/  we  find  a 
pacquel  of  letters  and  cuuuriunciatious  from  town  (to  which  we  did  not  repair  to- 
day) upon  our  table  ;  and  lo  !  the  first  one  we  open  is  what  [J alleck  term** 

'A»TB»  r*'*f  happy  d»j»  d  a  parted 

A  hop*  thftt  iuoli  ibgiin  may  bo.' 

Onr  esteemed  correspondent,  iu  kiud  compliance  with  the  Macedonian-call  in  our 

ast,  has  certainly  touched  us  at  this  moment  in  a  tender  point     He  expresses  our 

sentiments  exactly : 

'  'T  is  well  at  times  lo  mopn  and  sign. 
If  one  cuu  §rive  food  reason  why; 
E'en  chnnire  of  ccone  may  ceucc  (who  knows?) 
A  (MT  lo  trickle  down  Q0f/i  ooae: 
1  grant  ye  it  i»  w«ak  to  sob — 

O,  very  I 
Yet  mmt  I  weep  io  Jesve  dear  ■  Dobs, 

His  ferry  f 

'October's  w&iliup;  winds  are  here, 
Iu  fiiliaf  a  pied,  and  meadows  sere  ; 
Gorgeous,  with  all  its  bravery  oe, 
^iig  with  frosty  bractb  lbs  lawn. 


It  eudoth  my  cay  summer  jab. 

So  merry  ; 
And  uow  'Gnod-bye  lo  '  Mr,  Doss, 

Ilia  Ferry '.' ' 
s* 
4 1  shall!  remember  well  lis  shade*, 
Its  CciNBTAA'T-ddls  and  green  arcades. 
Where  murmuring  winds  on  »umnier  eve* 
Made  muaie  in  the  trembling  leaven 
Tboae  leaves,  beneath  whu*e  *liude  the  cob* 

blar-sherry 
Cemented  friand»hiprs  chain  at "  Dobs, 

Hi*  Ferry.' 


*  And  now  I  stand  upon  the  wharf, 
While  shouts  our  favorite  '  Arrow'  off; 
And  still  in  thought  behold  lib* 
The  spot  where  my  fond  withe*  are  5 
But  steamer,  stage,  nor  pr anting  cob, 

Nor  wherry, 
May  hear  my  yea  ruing  heart  to  *  Doss, 

flis  Ferry  V 

1  Tied  to  the  roaring  city's  wheel, 
Where  otnuibli  their  thunders  peal ; 
Pent  up  mid  Imnndt  where  rfre  is  nursed, 
Where  mun  with  many  a  care  is  cursed, 
Oue  lives  umid  a  ■BSthlSfl  I 

Half  terri- 

Fied  with  scene*  uukuown  at  *  Dobs, 

His  Ferry*' 

1  Shake-,,  shake  your  lazy  sand*,  O  Time  I 
And  swiftly  bring  round  Summer's  prime; 
Briutf  it*  glad  gale*  to  waft  me  back. 
Up  tat  hruiid  Hudaou's  spurkltng  track  F 
The  vision  makes  my  puUea  thn.!« , 

1  bury 
All  work -day  thought*,  end  muse  oo  '  Dons, 
lUl  lorry!'* 


Whoever  shall  visit  ■  Doss's'  the  ensuing  winter,  and  the  pleasant  domicil  which 
we  inhabited  there,  will  on  examination  find  pieces  of  *  Old  Knick/  sticking  to  the 
door-posts ;  retained  there  in  the  disparting  struggle  of  the  final  adieu,  •  •  ■  We 
derive  the  following  capital  anecdote  from  an  esteemed  friend  who  '  was  there,1 
and  who  never  yet  permitted  a  good  thing  to  escape  his  observant  eye.  A  stage* 
couch)  well  freighted  with  passengers,  was  once  travelling  from  London  to  York* 
Among  those  on  the  outside  was  a  dry-looking  gentleman  in  rusty  black,  and  very 
taciturn,  According  to  custom,  he  soon  got  a  travelling-name  from  his  dress;  and 
from  some  accidental  whim,  the  passengers  seemed  lo  take  a  pleasure  in  playing  upon 
it.  Whenever  they  stopped  there  would  casual  questions  be  asked  r  *  Where  Ts  the 
Gentleman  iu  Black?  *  Won't  the  Gentleman  in  Black  come  by  the  fire.'  '  Per- 
haps the  Gentleman  in  Black  would  Like  a  bit  of  the  mutton  f     In  short!  the  Gentle- 
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man  in  Black  became  a  personage  of  consequence,  in  spite  of  Kb  taciturnity.  At 
length,  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  crash  !  went  the  coach,  and  the  unlucky  *  outside*' 
were  sent  headlong  Into  Km  ditch.  There  was  a  world  of  work  in  repairing  damages, 
and  gathering  together  the  limping  passengers.  Just  as  they  were  about  setting  off, 
the  coachman  was  attracted  by  a  voice  from  a  ditch,  where  he  found  some  one,  white 
as  a  miller  from  rolhug  down  a  chalky  bank.  The  Unknown  prayed  in  piteou- 
for  assistance,  l  Why  who  the  deuce  are  you  V  cried  coachee.  *  Alas  !*  replied  the 
other,  in  atone  half-  whimsical,  half-plaintive,'  I  *m  the  Gentleman  in  Black  !r  .  .  .A 
letter-writer  from  New-Orleans,  in  one  of  our  daily  journals,  mentions  as  a 
gratifying  fact  that  duelling  has  well  nigh  gone  out  of  fashion,  not  ouly  in  that  city 
but  in  portions  of  the  south  and  south-west  where  it  was  formerly  the  most  frequent. 
A  distinguished  southern  statesman  once  informed  us  that  not  a  few,  if  not  the  greater 
part,  of  the  ducts  which  had  occurred  in  his  section  of  the  country  had  been  prose- 
cuted to  a  fatal  termination  by  the  ofrictousness  or  obstinacy  of  the  seconds.  One 
of  the  British  essayists  mentions  an  English  pser,  who  uscdlo  tell  a  pleasant  story  of 
a  French  gentleman  who  visited  him  early  one  morning  at  Paris,  and  after  great  pro- 
fessions of  respect,  let  him  know  that  ho  hud  it  in  his  power  to  oblige  him  ;  which  il 
short  amounted  lo  this,  that  '  he  believed  he  could  tell  his  lordship  the  person's  name 
who  jostled  him  as  he  came  out  from  the  opera ;  but  before  he  would  proceed,  he 
begged  his  lordship  that  he  would  not  deny  him  the  honor  of  making  him  his  second 
The  English  lord,  to  avoid  being  drawn  into  a  very  foolish  affair,  told  him  that  he  was 
under  engagements  for  his  two  next  duels  to  a  couple  of  particular  friends.  Upon 
which  the  gentleman  immediately  withdrew,  *  hoping  his  lordship  would  not  take  it 
ill  if  he  meddled  no  farther  in  an  affair  from  whence  he  himself  was  to  receive  no 
advantage,'  Of  such  *  friends*  to  be  shunned  there  are  but  too  many  in  every  com- 
munity* .  .  ■  We  do  n't  know  when  we  have  been  more  amused  than  in  the  peru- 
sal of  a  little  pamphlet-book  recently  reprinted  from  the  London  edition  by  Messrs. 
Carry  and  Hart,  Philadelphia,  entitled  *The  Greatest  Plague  of  Life,  or  the  Ad* 
ventures  of  a  Lady  in  Search  of  a  Good  Servant.*  The  records  proceed  from  &  mar- 
ried woman  who  has  been  '  almost  worried  to  death  ;*  and  they  are  so  characteristically 
jotted  down,  and  the  events  are  evolved  from  contingent  causes  so  naturally,  and  are 
so  irresistibly  ludicrous,  that  they  will  amuse  all  and  instruct  many  renders.  A  med- 
dling mother-in-law,  a  spoilt  child  and  inexperienced,  added  to  a  series  of  shocking 
servants,  are  materiel  enough  for  any  book  ;  and  in  the  present  case  they  are  most 
adroitly  handled.  We  hope  the  work  may  be  generally  read  ;  for  as  the  writer,  in  her 
sweetly-pretty  style  remarks,  she  *  is  the  pilot  of  young  wives,  to  steer  their  fragile 
little  barks  through  the  rocks  and  precipices  of  domestic  life,  and  prevent  their  hap- 
piness being  wrecked  at  their  own  firesides,  and  their  household  gods  turned  neck  and 
crop  into  the  streets,  to  wander  to  and  fro  without  so  much  as  a  place  to  put  the  r 
heads  in F  .  .  .  Our  correspondent  *  B,/  who  sends  us  the  '  Chapter  on  JVoses f 
has  probably  not  read  the  paper  entitled  *  Nowfogy /  which  appeared  some  volumes 
back  in  the  Knickerbocker  ;  for  if  ho  had  done  so,  he  would  have  found  some 
of  his  positions  anticipated.  The  unfortunate  woman  who  was  'almost  worried 
lo  death"  says,  that  just  as  the  infantile  pug  is  bent  the  full-grown  nose  is  inclined ; 
that  at  the  tender  age  of  baby-hood  Ml-  BOM  Is  IS  plastic  as  putty,  and  can  be  drawn 
out  like  so  much  india-rubber ;  that  Nnture  has  kindly  placed  the  infant's  nose  in  its 
mother's  hands,  and  left  it  for  her  to  say  whether  it  should  be  blessed  with  an  a<, 
or  cursed  with  a  snub  ;  that  it  may  be  grown  to  any  shape,  like  a  cucumber  ;  in  short, 
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that  it  is  only  for  the  mother  to  decide  whether  it  shall  be  allowed  to  run  wild  and 
twist  itself  into  a  « turn-up,' or  by  the  process  of  cultivation  be  forced  to  grow  strait, 
and  elongate  itself  into  a  Grecian.'  All  which  may  be  possible  ;  for  who  knows 
what  the  writer  knows  about  the  Nose,  to  which  his  researches  have  been  so  labori- 
ously directed  ?  .  .  .  '  The  sea  is  His,  and  He  made  it !'  Now  there  is  conveyed 
in  this  sentence,  to  our  poor  conception  at  least,  a  kind  of  mysterious  sublimity ;  and 
we  never  stand  by  the  solemn  shore  of  the  great  ocean,  without  hearing  in  every  ware 
that,  as  it  rolls  pouring  onward  and  expanding  side-wise,  breaks  at  the  ends  of  its 
emerald  cylinder  into  a  musical  foam,  without  taking  up  the  burthen  of  that  perva- 
ding Voice,  and  exclaiming,  'The  Sea  is  His,  and  He  made  it !'  And  it  is  pleasur- 
able to  think  that  this  impression,  if  not  general,  is  at  least  not  uncommon.  We  have 
remarked,  with  unwonted  sympathy,  in  Dickens's  last  story, how  the  waves,  'hoarse 
with  the  repetition  of  their  mystery,'  affect  his  heroine,  as  they  roil  the  dank  sea-weed 
at  her  feet,  while  she  stands  by  the  resounding  shore.  Even  thus,  too,  had  they 
awakened  a  vague  yet  sublime  sense  of  the  '  Infinite  and  the  Eternal'  in  the  minds 
of  Florence  and  her  *  little  brother,  gone  home  to  God.'  What  thoughts  of  the  de- 
parted, what  spirits  of  the  Past,  what  dim  foresh  ado  wings  of  the  Future,  are  evoked 
by  the  sight  of  the  illimitable  ocean,  and  the  '  voices  of  all  his  waves  !'  Tennyson, 
in  a  few  brief  lines,  which  we  have  repeated  alone  on  the  sea-shore,  we  know  not 
bow  often,  touches  this  chord,  whose'vibrations  are  so  melodious  to  the  soul; 

'  Break,  break,  break,  '  And  the  stately  ship*  go  on 

On  thy  cold  gray  stones,  O  Sea  !  I  To  theinhaven  under  the  hill : 

And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  utter  !  But  O  for  the  touch  of  a  vanish'd  hand, 

The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me.  j  And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still ! 

'  O  well  for  the  fisherman's  boy,  '  Break,  break,  break. 

That  he  .shouts  with  his  bister  at  play !  At  the  foot  of  thy  crags.  O  Sea  f  * 

O  well  for  the  sailor  lad,  !  But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 

That  he  sings  in  his  boat  on  the  bay !  j  Will  never  come  back  to  me.' 

'Nevermore!  nevermore!'  .  .  .  We  do  not  know  when  we  have  encountered  a  more 
forcible  exemplification  of  the  truth,  that  '  a  soft  answer  turneth  away  wrath,'  than 
is  afforded  in  the  ensuing  anecdote.  On  one  occasion  in  the  Supreme  Court  of  the 
United  States  the  eloquent  Irish  exile,  Mr.  Emmet,  and  the  distinguished  orator,  Mr. 
Pincknev,  were  on  opposite  sides  in  an  important  cause,  and  one  which  the  latter  had 
much  at  heart,  and  was  desirous  of  winning  by  fair  or  unfair  means.  In  the  course 
of  his  argument  he  travelled  out  of  the  cause  to  make  observations,  personal  and 
extremely  offensive  on  Mr.  Emmet  with  a  view  probably  of  irritating  and  weaken- 
ing his  reply.  Mr.  Emmet  sat  quiet  and  endured  it  all.  It  seemed  to  have  sharp- 
ened his  intellect,  without  having  irritated  his  temper.  When  the  argument  was 
through,  he  said,  'perhaps  he  ought  to  notice  the  remarks  of  the  opposite  counsel, 
but  this  was  a  species  of  warfare  in  which  he  had  the  good  fortune  to  have  little  ex- 
perience, and  one  in  which  he  never  dealt  He  Was  willing  his  learned  opponent 
should  have  all  the  advantage  he  promised  himself  from  the  display  of  his  talents  in 
this  way.  When  he  came  to  this  country  he  was  a  stranger,  and  was  happy  to  say 
that  from  the  bar  generally  and  the  court  universally,  he  had  experienced  nothing  but 
politeness,  and  even  kindness.  He  believed  the  court  would  do  him  the  justice  to  say, 
that  he  had  said  or  done  nothing  in  this  cause  to  merit  a  different  treatment  He  had 
always  been  accustomed  to  admire  and  even  reverence  the  learning  and  eloquence  of 
Mr.  Pinckney,  and  he  was  the  last  man  from  whom  he  should  have  expected  personal 
observations  of  the  sort  the  court  had  just  witnessed.  He  had  been  in  early  life  taught 
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by  the  highest  authority,  not  to  return  railing  for  railing.  He  would  only  say  that 
he  had  been  informed  that  the  learned  gentleman  hud  filled  the  highest  office  his 
country  could  bestow  at  the  court  of  St.  James.  He  wai  very  sure  that  he  had  not 
learned  his  breeding  in  that  school.  The  court  and  the  bar  were  delighted  ;  for  Mr, 
Fihckn  ey  was  apt  to  be  occasionally  a  lit  lie  ovei  bearing/  When  we  take  into  conside- 
ration the  merit  of  resistance  against  the  natural  impulse  of  a  warm  Irish  tempera- 
ment, we  must  admire  still  more  the  manner  adopted  by  Mr.  Emmet,  Mr.  Pimcesst, 
as  we  gather  from  Wheato.Vb  life  of  that  gentleman,  afterward  tendered  the  most 
ample  and  generous  apology.  r  The  manner,*  said  he,  « in  which  Mr.  Emmlt  has 
replied,  reproaches  me  by  its  forbearance  and  urbanity,  and  could  not  fall  to  hasten 
the  repentance,  which  reflection  alone  would  have  produced,  and  which  I  am  glad  to 
have  bo  public  an  occasion  of  avowing.  I  offer  him  a  gratuitous  and  cheerful  atone- 
Dtent ;  cheerful,  because  it  puts  me  to  rights  with  myself,  and  because  it  is  tendered 
not  to  ignorance  and  presumption,  but  to  the  highest  worth,  intellect  and  morals,  en- 
hanced by  such  eloquence  as  few  may  hope  to  equal ;  to  an  interesting  stranger  whom 
adversity  has  tried  and  affliction  struck  severely  to  the  heart ;  to  an  exile  whom  any 
country  might  be  proud  to  receive,  and  every  man  of  a  generous  temper  would  be 
ashamed  to  offend.*  Now  a  bitter  retort  from  Mr.  Emmet,  m  the  first  place,  might 
have  engendered  enmity  in  the  breasts  of  these  two  great  men,  which  would  have  ex- 
pired only  with  their  lives.  .  .  .  We  published,  some  months  since,  a  sketch  enti- 
tled •  The  Battle  of  the  Wines.'  Ptmcti,  following  the  hint  perhaps,  has  a  somewhat 
kindred  article  in  verse,  which  he  entitles  'The  fPiffif, a  Dnwm  in  one  Scene.*  It  is 
a  dialogue  between  BllBfttf  and  Post,  which  illustrates  the  parentage  of  each.  Both 
colloquial*  have  numerous  near  relatives  in  America  : 

Sit?:rry.   Nuw  lot  rac  hear  the  #tory  of  yuur  wrongs. 

Port.     Linen  I     You  know,  1  think,  my  native  land  T 

Sue  nay.    Ym,  't  u  fair  Portugal. 

Post.    PsrtMgtl  T  —  pooh  I 
1  'm  twagliah,  with  i  loses  of  faraigfl  blood. 
They  fancy  from  Oporto  I  aju  sprung: 
They  little  It***  me  ! 

SHcaar.    1  *ia  all  surprise. 

Post.     1  i  tell  my  hinlory*  even  from  tb*  ce»k 
Up  to  nay  preteut  rich  decinterhuod. 

i    .    .    In  crutcheiJ  Friur*. 
Dc«p  m  a  mere  hunt"*  cellar,  1  wat  born, 
The  bumble  Qffcpring  of  tome  wretched  port 
And  an  obi  pomp  ;  the  worthy  alienator 
Of  m*L\y  others  pastlsi  thfOttf  ■  the  world 
Uuder  the  same  djegujee*  a*  my  Mtf 

8Hsaar  i  (aside,}    I  know  the  very  spot;  pt  wu  once  my  home ! 

Port.    I  eeaiurd  at  firai  a  very  weaklv 

But  doctoring  mo  with  lofiUP*1  nod  with  aloe, 

In  lime  I  grew  full  bodied,  tu  you  see  me. 


That  is  a  delightful  correepondeiU  of  ouraT  now  travelling  in  Vermont,  who  sends 
us  the  following  *  Jottings  on  the  Wfiy'  Won't  he  be  kind  enough  to  permit  u*  to 
hear  from  him  *  frequently  if  not  oftener/  in  the  coarse  of  his  journeying*  ?  He  will 
always  be  welcome:  Our  friend  w  writing  from  Montpelier: 

4  Oh  I  that  I  could  convey  to  you  en  idee  of  ibe  grandeur  and  variety  of  Vermont aeon ery  I  Frost 
Barliu^iuu  to  this  place,  where  1  match  a  few  moment*  to  write  you,  the  wbolu  distance  of  forty  aulas 
is  one  Barrow  valley,  with  uiouulaiai  oa  jour  right  hand  and  on  your  left;  some  covered  with  the 


while  fleeces  of  sheep  and  wine  with  n  whim  fleece  of  cloud*,  which  teem  to  be  creeping  down  their 
declmtiea;  and  othur*  with  changing  wood*.  and  others  are  bar*' li» eked,  and  rite  nnd  fall  like  big 
boy*  playing  at  leap-frog  over  one  FinotherV  heads ;  and  others  still  loftier  are  covered  will;  that  mdi- 
go-hlue  which  ia  soeo  about  the  KnfiEftkilU;  while  afirofT,' C  un- ]'-  1 1  u  j  •  r«rd  in  ibarp 

relief,  prsssstUif  »  sheer  praelgfcs  of  five  hundred  fret  from  its  extreme  jtfttfag  point.  Hither  purlieu 
often  come  to  pes*  the  nig htT  and  see  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth  and  the  glory  of  ibem,  and  to  throw 
atouea  down  that  awful  chasm,  waiting  for  the  echo  of  their  fragments  to  come  bock.  Within  this 
long  valley  flown  the  Wiuoo&ki  river,  along  whose  bankawe  travelled  in  k  coach*  and  watched  it  tome* 
timet  querulously  small,  and  picking  its  wity  irouud  rock»,bLil  tit  otlicr  times  expanding  in  the  mea- 
dow*. The  romls  n re  very  good  ;  the  ejoaebsf  are  driven  with  ate  horses  in  giHasI  style;  and  it 
does  my  eyes  good  to  see  (ban  winding  round  the  base  of  a  mountain,  presenting  a  specimen  of  the 
obsolete  picturesque.  1  nujoyed  my  ride  to  this  placo  very  much,  Several  characters  were  in  the 
couch;  one  of  them  a  shorten  echo  J,  fat-urmed,  fat-legged,  fat-bellied  iurlividual — a  cherub  on  ft 
)skrgQ  scale.  Hi*  nu*e  hud  rod  radiatiug  streak*  in  It*  lie  hud  a  bad  cough,  fvtagfttajd  with  a  pain- 
ful tofWOHftti  The  sympnthy  of  hi*  iVdlow-passcugers  worked  up  the  man  into  the,  terrors  of  death 
nnd  fear  of  a  pulmonary  com  plaint,  'Thai  'f  a  most  awful  cough  you  Vegot !'  aniil  one,  *  1  know 
n  medicine,'  said  another  ;  'you  can  try  it  i  it  mny  give  you  a  little  temporary  relief.  *T  won't  do 
you  any  harm—  lb  |l  I  *uro  on  '     '  Do  you  sweat  ;u«v  u  OsglttS,  Sir  V  said  a  weuz«>n  faced 

man  in  oua  corner;  'Ike  me  advise  you  to  put  yourself  under  treatment  to-once-t.  I  been  to  New- 
York,  myself,  under  the  cure  of  Doctor  Greev.  He  cut  my  palate  ufl",  probed  and  cauterized  the 
broccoli, and  buruiidied  By  tltroat  op  »ith  lunar-caustic,  and  he  lhr*iurhi  ho  done  me  some  service; 
p'raps  be  did —  1  (P  know.1  '  My  Btifferms:  Sir/  *aid  another,  *you  'd  belter  not  he  goiug  any  fur* 
Iber  with  that *erc  cough.  You'd  better  ttop  to  ,Mont  usher,  and  send  for  the  'Pictorial  Honey  of 
Boneset/  They  've  got  it  lo  the  'pothflcaries*,  T  won't  curt  yon,  but  U  will  do  you  good.  I  know'd 
•  nan  once-t  that  was  threw  from  a  horan-t,  that  was  akeerM  to  a  umberel,  that  was  set  on  his  legs 
ag'in  by  it.*  All  ibis  was  consoling;  but  the  corpulent  man  rolled  up  hit  eyes  in  terror,  coughed 
again,  while  the  perspiration  stood  out  on  Ida  forehead,  sod  ordered  out  his  luggage  .  -  ♦  How  dif- 
ferent is  the  stage-conch  from  the  rail-road  car  ;  the  one  with  its  jaunty  negligence  of  grouping, 
bobbing  up  and  down, and  knocking  of  beads  together  ;  the  other  painfully  square  nnd  mathemati- 
cally even,  with  it*  men  packed  down  tike  porter  in  a  hosknt,  in  double  rows,  with  their  heads  all  one 
way;  speechless,  and  submitting  to  the  great  power  which  carries  them  on.  C  — ,  1  wish  you 
could  see  in  this  northern  regiou  the  4  ailtnt  painted  leondt  that  paint  ike  tilt.nl  laatcrt,'  of  which  you 
apeak  at  Hour's.  The  fusion  of  green  and  gold  and  crimson  ia  uatpeekably  beautiful.  Only  just 
now  a  fellow -passenger  was  describing  tr>  me  a  place  where  he  stood  for  a  half  hour,  a  day  or  two 
■go,  looking  it  iheatt  hues  of  autumn  ou  the  mirror  of  a  still  lake.  The  change  of  the  leaf  is  glori- 
ous in  your  region,  but  not  so  g  org  ton*  as  here.  How  would  John  Waters  exclaim,  '  Color  I  co- 
lor I  color  J'  were  he  but  here!'  .   .    .   Oh!  I  wuhyoun  u  with  me  in  the  ■  Greed'o 

Moud'utings !'    It   is   a  fine  country,  but  abounda  in Let  me  tell  you  what  occurred  to  two 

friends  of  an  old  class-male  of  mine  the  other  night.  They  INON  fOfssf  a courting  in  n  Htnall  wagon, 
when  their  horse  jostled  a  pole-cat  in  mid-roud.  'By  virtue  of  his  office1  be  exercised  the  'largest 
liberty,'  and  from  hrad  to  foot  scattered  those  young  gentlemen  with  the  qnintescence  of  his  musk  ; 
yumla  parte  nectaris  tui.  They  sat  together  under  the  moou,  pai  intra  |g  the  same  firm  of  slltic- 
tsfdascl  with  mortification  snd  fraakincense.  Some  of  these  nnirnuls  are  domiciled  in  houses. 
Tli^y  ;■  h.uitoftho  nm*ieMhudd»r,  MM]  »i4 1 •; *l>-  lli*»  fonily  with  perfumery  gratis, 

per  mum.  You  are  SWSYS,  I  »u|ipos«t  ( hut  when  a  pole-cat  is  in  a  bouse,  the  master  dare  n't  *ay  hi* 
soul's  his  own.  He  '•  all  accommodation  to  the  creature  ;  and  if  be  brushes  him  by  accident,  it  **  '  Ex  - 
cose  me.  Sir;  J  ask  your  pardon  r1  or, '  Allow  tne.  Sir,  to  pass  between  you  and  the  fire  ;'  or  '  I  hope 
you   nnd  every  thing  you  want  in  the  wood-house  or   in  the  cellar-  kg  to  promote 

your  comfort  V  But  wait  till  he  gets  him  as  far  off  as  the  point-blank  range  of  a  revolver  ;  then, 
like  the  man  in  Momkrr's  comedy,  who  addressed  the  bear  as  '  Your  Hiirlmesn'  when  they  were 
dancing  a  minuet  together,  hut  altered  his  tune  when  he  fortunately  got  out  of  hie  reach,  tbe  cry  wdl 
be,  *  Shoot  him  '.'  about  him  !*  • 

This  is  certainly  not  a  savory  subject ;  but  the  untimely  misfortune  described  in 
such  uiitniucino;  Anglo-Saxon  by  our  correspondent,  tempts  us  to  record  a  similar  ac- 
cident which  we  recently  heard  depicted  by  a  friend,  a  French  gentleman,  whose 
unostentatious  but  prince  h  hospitality  adds  (what  oue  could  hardly  deem  possible)  even 
a  new  charm  and  grace  to  the  lovely  banks  of  the  Saint  Lawrence ,  along  the  most 
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delightful  reach  of  that  resplendent  stream.  ■  It  ees  twanty  year/  said  he,  ■  since 
zat  I  was  in  New-Yo'k  ;  and  I  go  up  one  night  in  xr  upper  part  de  cile\  ['t  was  'tnoit 
in  de  cuntree,)  lo  see  a  frande.  Ah  I  ouj !  Wen  I  com'  by  de  door-yard,  1  see 
somVmg  —  I  know  not  what  he  ees,  but  I  s'onght  he  was  leetil  rabeet ;  but  he  wai 
ver*  tame.  I  go  up  sof  Jy  to  heern  :  ■  Ah,  ha  I1  I  say  to  myself,  *  I  *av*  gots  you  !* 
So  I  strike  him  big  stroke  vis  my  ombre  I  on  his  neck*     *  Ah,  ha !  supTpose  w*at  he 

do  ?     B-a-a-h  ! ! !     He  strike  me  hack  in  my  ftiee  wis  his Damn  !  1  cannot 

tell  :  it  was  awfuU  —  dreadfuls  ?  He  s-m-e-1-l  §o  you  cannot  touch  him  —  and  I 
de  saame  !  I  s 'row  myself  in  de  pond,  up  to  my  necks ;  but  it  make  no  use.  I  smell 
etex  IMMtl  t  I  not  like  go  in  ze  room  wis  my  fraande.  I  dig  big  hole  to  pi 
clo'esiu  de  grounds  :  it  not  cure  zem!  I  dig  zem  up:  bah  I  —  it  is  de  saame!  I 
put  zem  back  —  and  dcy  smell  one  year ;  till  zey  rot  in  de  ground.  It  ee*  fadct !' 
And  so  it  wa*  a  fact ;  for  no  man  barn  of  woman  could  ever  counterfeit  the  feiror  of 
disgust  which  distinguished  the  graphic  delineation  of  that  sad  mishap.  ,  .  A  mist 
Ml  the  Tappaitn-Zeo  is  almost  a  sublime  thing.  This  morning,  while  we  are  await- 
ing the  safe  and  sure  *  Arrow'  steamer  to  bear  us  to  the  metropolis,  the  Hudson  is 
enveloped  with  an  impervious  vapor ;  yet  above  it,  bathed  in  sunlight,  rise  the  blue 
Palisades,  and  the  mountain -heights  that  ere  while  looked  down  upon  Andrk,  the  un- 
fortunate Franco- British  officer,  struggli tig  on  *  gallow-tree/  But  hark  you  to  the 
thunderous  sound  of  the  great  steamers,  moving  invisibly  to  their  distant  goals,  undrr 
that  white  cloud-curtain !  It  reminds  one  of  the  din  of  battle,  the  '  noise  of  the 
captains  and  the  shouting/  shadowed  forth  in  those  picturesque  lines  of  the  *  Bard  of 

Hope  ;' 

1  T  is  BBora,  y^t  Rcarco  yon  riiea  *un 
Cao  pierce  tUe  wiir- clouds  roLUfiff  <iun, 
WUere  funrnu  Frank  and  liery  Hud 
Shout  couth  it4«ulp!iuroujicauopy  V 

We  have  received,  and  can  conscientiously  commend  in  the  most  cordial  terms, 
the  first  number  of  a  series  of  large  pictures,  forming  what  is  denominated  '  The 
Army  Port-Folio?  They  are  views  of  the  *  Army  of  Occupation  in  Camp  at 
Corpus  Christt,*  a  very  full  com  position,  admirably  drawn,  and  un  mistake  ably  faith* 
ful  to  the  scene  ;  *  Monterey,  as  seen  from  a  house-top  iu  the  main  Plaza  f  the 
1  Heights  beyond  Monterey,  with  Gett.  Worth's  division  moving  into  position 
'  Valley  toward  Saltillo/  an  excellent  picture,  representing  the  scenery  and  atmos- 
phere around  Monterey ;  and  the  '  City  of  Monterey,  with  the  Bishop's  Falace  in 
the  fore-ground;'  leaving  nothing  to  be  desired,  us  a  complete  illustration  of  the 
military  operations©*"  our  army  in  this  portion  of  Mexico.  All  these  drawings,  which 
as  mere  works  of  art  are  excellent,  wore  taken  on  the  spot  by  the  gallant  Captain 
WumNOt  of  tho  Seventh  Infantry,  and  their  entire  faithfulness  is  attested  in  the 
strongest  terms  by  General  Worth,  and  other  officers  of  the  army.  Each  p 
has  attached  to  it  marginal  figures  of  reference  to  explanatory  tables,  indicatin ;  the 
several  points  of  attack,  etc.,  iu  the  capture  of  Monterey.  The  drawings,  which 
are  large,  are  exceedingly  well  lithographed,  and  printed  in  tints,  bj  We 

are  glad  to  learn  that  the  demand  for  these  views  is  wholly  unexampled,  *    * 
fair  renders  know  very  well  that  we  entertain  for  no  class  of  social  delinquents  so 
thorough  a  contempt  us  for  a  Male  Coquette  t  so  that  we  shall  be  considered  as  only 
just  (*  Aristipeb,  the  Just !')  in  condemning  a  kindred  character,  not  uufrequeutly 
found  iu  the  ranks  of  their  own  so*.     Here  is  a  wwful  complaint  of  a  cruel  traii 
war  in  this  regard:  '  Yon  know  very  well  my  passion  for  Miss ,  and  what  a  dance 
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she  has  led  me.  She  took  me  at  the  age  of  two-and-twenty,  and  dodged  with  me 
above  thirty  years.  I  have  loved  her  till  she  has  grown  as  gray  as  a  cat,  and  am 
with  much  ado  become  the  master  of  her  person,  such  as  it  is  at  present  She  is 
however  in  my  eye  a  very  charming  old  woman.  We  often  lament  that  we  did  not 
marry  sooner,  but  she  has  nobody  to  blame  for  it  but  herself.  You  know  very  well 
that  she  would  never  think  of  me  while  she  had  a  tooth  in  her  head.'  The  '  ci-de- 
vant jeune  homme'  requested  his  correspondent  to  send  him  a  congratulatory  letter 
or  an  epithilamium  upon  the  occasion.  How  different  from  the  sadly  satisfactory 
tone  of  this  partly  placid  picture  is  the  following  kindling  announcement  of  the  joy- 
ful result  in  the  case  of  one  who  had  '  early  wooed  and  not  untimely  won :' 

'  Now  I  Ml  whistle,  now  I  Ml  sing,  |  <  Oh  !  the  sumph,  he  disna  ken 

Now  1  Ml  caper,  now  I  Ml  flmjr,  I  That  they  are  far  the  happiest  men 

Now  the  chairs  about  1  Ml  ding ;  Who  a  bonnie  law  ha'e  ta  en, 


For  guess  ye,  man,  1  'm  married  ! 

'  The  happy  day  has  come  at  last, 
A*  my  doubts  and  fears  are  past, 
A'  my  cares  behind  mc  cast, 

For  fust  and  firm  I  'in  married. 


And  kissed  her,  and  got  married. 

*  Never  heed  the  want  o'  siller } 
If  ber  check  's  a  rosy  color, 
Clasp  her  round,  and  whisper  till  her, 
*  What  think  ye  to  be  married  V 


•  Oh  !  how  happy  I  am  now  !  '  '  Perhaps  she  Ml  say, '  Ye  're  no  that  blate, 

Happier  than  a  prince,  1  trow ;  ,  To  speak  to  me  at  sic  a  rate;' 

When  I  kiss  her  bonuy  mou',  '  But  never  fear,  for  soon  or  lato 
And  think  that  1  am  married.  They'  ro  a'  glad  to  be  married. 

i 

4  The  bachelor 's  a  stupid  ass !  :  '  Then  you  Ml  whistle,  then  you  Ml  sing, 

PretenJs  he  does  n't  like  a  lass  ;  i  Then  you'll  caper,  tben  you  Ml  fling; 

Weary  may  his  moment"  pass,  :  Oh!  but  'tis  a  happy  thing 

Till  auce  that  he  gets  married.  [  When  one  gets  fairly  married  1' 

This  may  perhaps  be  '  ower  Scotch'  to  suit  the  tastes  of  some  of  our  readers ;  but 
they  will  understand  it  easily  enough  ;  for  the  language  of  Love  requires  no  glos- 
sary. •  •  •  A  writer  in  the  last  *  North- American  Review'  draws  this  forcible  and 
by  no  means  overcharged  picture  of  the  Democratic  Battle-Ground  of  America : 
*  Upon  the  western  prairies,  among  the  western  '  knobs,'  along  those  winding  rivers, 
and  by  the  side  of  the  countless  little  water-courses  of  the  vast  Valley  of  the  Mis- 
sissippi, are  the  rival  spirits  of  Heathen  and  Christian  democracy  to  contend  for  su- 
premacy. Already  the  battle  is  begun.  And  what  a  battle-field  !  From  the  Alleg- 
hanies  to  the  Rocky  Mountains,  from  the  frozen  lakes  of  the  North  to  the  tepid 
waters  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  !  Every  soil,  every  climate,  every  variety  of  surface. 
Of  all  the  great  products  of  the  world,  coffee  is  the  only  one  which  does  not  or  may 
not  grow  there.  Take  the  people  of  Britain,  Ireland,  France,  Holland,  Germany, 
Italy  and  Spain,  and  place  the  whole  in  the  valley  beyond  the  Appalachians,  and  it 
would  continue  to  ask  for '  more.'  Ohio  alone,  without  sinking  a  pit  below  the  level 
of  her  valleys,  could  supply  coal  equal  to  the  amount  dug  from  the  mines  of  Eng- 
land and  Wales  for  twenty-five  hundred  years  ;  and  Ohio  is  but  a  pigmy  in  the  way 
of  bitumen,  compared  with  Western  Pennsylvania  and  Virginia.  Iron  abounds  from 
Tennessee  to  Lake  Erie,  and  forms  the  very  mountains  of  Missouri  and  Arkansas. 
Salt  wells  up  from  secret  store-houses  in  every  North-western  State.  Lead  enough 
to  shoot  the  whole  human  race  is  raised  from  the  great  metallic  dikes  of  Illinois  and 
Wisconsin.  Copper  and  silver  beckon  all  trusting  capitalists  to  the  shores  of  Lake 
Superior.  And  mark  the  water-courses,  the  chain  of  lakes,  the  immense  plains 
graded  for  rail-roads  by  Nature's  own  hand,  the  reservoirs  of  water  waiting  for  canals 
to  use  them.  Already  the  farmer  far  in  the  interior  woods  of  Ohio  or  Indiana  may 
ship  his  produce  at  his  own  door  to  reach  Boston,  New-York,  Philadelphia,  Balti- 
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ttioreT  or  New-Orleans,  and  every  mile  of  its  transit  shall  be  by  canal,  steam-boat, 
or  rail-car  What  a  laud  is  this  for  Democracy  to  try  bcr  hand  in  P  •  *  •  If  we 
had  not  just  been  selecting  from  the  best  *  specimen^  of  our  most  tasteful  type- 
founders the  different  varieties  of  new  materiel  for  our  forthcoming  Thirty-Firtt 
Volume  of  the  Knickerbocker ;  if  we  were  not  aware  that  our  port-folios  are  suffi- 
ciently well  supplied  to  satisfy  the  reasonable  expectations  of  our  readers;  and  if,  so 
far  as  our  own  exertion*  are  concerned,  we  did  not  know  that  *  where  there  is  a  will 
there  is  a  way;'  wc  should  reluct  at  publishing  the  following  extract  from  the  letter 
of  a  friend,  whose  praise  is  that  of  *  Sir  Uviiert  Stanley:'  'Let  me  not  forget  to 
tell  you  how  much  I  have  been  charmed  and  gratified  with  the  October  Knicker- 
bocker. Ah  !  his  leaves  always  fall  beautiful  iu  October  Thank  God,  their  fresh* 
ness  is  not  even  lost  in  December  ;  and  they  are  interspersed  with  blossoms  and 
flowers  the  year  round.  Long  may  they  flourish  in  perennial  beauty  ;  and  may  the 
fortunate  winds  scatter  them  at  every  portal,  to  cast  their  bright  hues  over  hearts 
which  might  otherwise  be  sad  V  Touching  such  commendation  as  this,  we  might 
say,  in  the  spirit  of  the  young  lady  replying  to  some  complimentary  remarks  of  a 
gentleman  :  l  I  know  that  I  do  not  possess  the  qualities  which  you  are  so  kind  as  to 
attribute  to  me ;  but  since  you  ascribe  them  to  me,  I  take  it  for  granted  that  you 
wish  me  tu  have  them,  and  1  will  therefore  try  to  make  your  words  true  ;  in  this  I 
may  perhaps  succeed,*  -  .  .  We  have  of  course  no  means  of  knowing  at  this 
present  writing  whether  we  are  right  or  not  in  our  l  presumption,'  but  we  cannot  avoid 
thinking  that  the  *  Fine  Old  English  Gentleman,'  whose 

1 11  alls  na  old  wor*  hung  around 
Willi  pike*  sud  guu*  sad  bow*,* 

must  have  been  suggested  (or  perhaps  suggested)  the  picture  drawn  by  Addison  of 
Sir  Roger  De  Coverlv,  as  a  sportsman  :  *  The  walls  of  his  great  hall  were  covered 
with  the  horns  of  several  kinds  of  deer  that  he  had  killed  in  the  chase.  His  stable* 
doors  were  patched  with  noses  that  belonged  to  foxes  of  his  own  hunting  down.  One 
of  these,  for  distinction  sake,  had  a  brass  nail  stuck  through  it ;  it  had  cost  him  some 
fifteen  hours'  hard  riding,  carried  him  through  half-a-dozen  counties,  killed  him  a 
brace  of  geldings,  and  lost  about  half  his  dogs.  A  widow  who  was  slow  in  enter- 
taining his  addresses,  was  the  death  of  several  foxes  ;  he  said  that  in  the  course  of 
bis  amours  he  patched  the  western  door  of  his  stable  ;  for  when  the  widow  was  cruel 
the  foxes  were  sure  to  pay  for  it  In  proportion  as  his  passion  for  the  widow  abated, 
and  old  age  came  on,  he  left  off  fox-hunting;  but  even  then  he  entertaj 
with  a  pack  of  stop-hounds,  as  they  are  called,  which  make  amends  for  their  lack  of 
speed  by  the  deepness  of  their  mouths  and  the  variety  of  their  notes,  which  in  the 
present  case  were  suited  in  such  a  manner  to  each  other  that  the  whole  'cry'  made 
up  a  complete  concert  Their  owner  we  are  told  was  so  nice  in  this  particular  that 
a  gentleman  having  made  hi  in  a  present  of  a  very  fine  hound,  he  returned  it  b 
servant,  with  a  great  many  expressions  of  civility ;  but  desired  him  to  tell  his  master 
that  the  dog  he  had  sent  was  indeed  a  most  excellent  buss,  but  that  at  present  he 
only  wanted  a  counter-tenor  f  ,  .  .  Sitting  up  in  our  eyrie,  in  the  pilot -house  ol 
the  '  Arrow'  steamer —  by  willing  permission  of  the  obliging  gentleman  who,  as  Mm. 
Raaibrottom  expresses  it,  *  always  has  hold  of  the  handle  of  the  vessel*  —  we  have 
been  accustomed  to  look  down  upon  the  various  *  goods,  wares  and  merchandise' 
which  are  usually  ( stowed"  on  the  forward  deck.  Amoii£  otbtf  things,  we  have  oc» 
caeionatly  seen,  from  an  up-river  factory,  some  ten  thousand  gross  of  *  Lucifer 


Matches'  in  a  bunch,  not  finished,  but  aa  yet  in  a  state  of  diaintregated  pine ;  yet 
;bes,  notwithstanding,  and  smelling,  to  say  the  leusl,  as  if  Ihey  were  not  '  made 
in  heaven.1  While  we  were  thinking  this  morning  how  many  cigars  wotild  be  lighted 
from  the  big  bundle  of  mateViel  before  ug,  the  mere  word  *  matches*  led  ua  off  at  & 
nt  to  matrimonial  alliances,  and  therewithal  to  thoughts  of  the  past ;  and  in  that 
rrmnr'Ctionrree  to  remembrance  a  few  quaint  lines  by  one  Piter  Anthony  Motteaux, 
who  lived  and  wrote  in  the  sixteenth  century,  but  who  has  been  dead  for  many  a 
score  of  years.     Thus  they  run  : 


*  Mas*  ia  for  woman  made, 

ooufl  made  f«*r  xss  < 
Ai  the  tptir  it  Tor  th«  jads, 
A»  fur  liquor  is  thu  can, 

So  oiat/t  fur  wamio  made, 
And  woman  'a  made  for  m&a. 


*  As  the  sceptre  to  bo  away'd, 
Ax  to  lnglit  thi*  »n  rink  ml  a* 

«  pi/tfdlng  us  tNrt  pun, 
As  Iu  >  0'*l  u*  t«  the  fun. 
So  BHA*1  for  WOUBBB  in  ids, 
And  woman  'g  mad"  far  ui»u. 


If  any  of  our  friends  are  under  the  impression  (aa  we  confess  ourselves  to  have 
been)  that  the  subject  of  education  cannot  bo  ma4e  attractive  lo  the  general  reader, 
they  will  find,  ou  perusing  the  capital  paper  in  preceding  pages  on  '  Manly  Educa- 
tion? that  they  are  greatly  mistaken.  We  are  glad  to  see  the  writer  dwelling  upon 
the  necessity  of  paying  attention  to  the  physical  demands  of  the  human  system. 
Persona  engaged  in  sedentary  pursuits  are  beginning  to  understand  the  importance  of 
this.  Wheu  we  see  clergymen,  lawyers,  judges,  and  other  professional  gentlemen, 
as  we  frequently  do  at  the  superb  bowling-saloons  of  Mr,  Graves,  next  to  the  Aator- 
House,  in  Vesey -street,  engaged  for  purposes  of  exercise  in  the  healthful  game  of 
ten-pins;  expanding  their  chests,  giving  vigor  to  their  muscles  and  play  to  their 
lungs,  we  regard  it  aa  a  favorable  oineu  that  pale  dyspeptics  wdl  by-aud-by  disap- 
pear from  the  thoroughfares,  and  cadaverous  faces  from  our  pulpits.  ■  ■  ■  J  a  avis 
the  painter  was  never  considered,  we  believe,  as  a  strictly  pious  man,  in  the  general 
acceptation  of  that  term  ;  nor  was  he,  so  far  as  we  can  learn,  a  very  rigid  attendant 
upon  the  observances  of  the  Christian  Sabbath.  Certain  it  is,  that  on  one  occasion 
a  neighbor  of  his  remonstrated  with  him  for  not  going  to  church  on  Sunday,  and  set 
forth  the  certainty  of  future  retribution  for  the  habitual  omission  of  that  sacred  duty. 
Jarvis  replied  :  <  Well,  it  is  the  same  thing,  any  how.  Yon  say  1  shall  be  damned 
if  I  do  n't  go  to  church,  and  IHt  6*  o*  — — d  if  I  do  t*  The  argument  was  a  non~ 
Mequitur,  and  the  deacon  'gi'ii  in/  ■  -  ■  It  is  amusing  enough  lo  run  one's  eye 
carelessly  over  the  advertisements  iu  the  columns  of  a  widely- circulated  daily  jour- 
nal. The  grammar  of  many  Ls  slightly  lax,  and  the  rhetoric  of  others  not  altogether 
comprehensible.     *  Par  example :' 

IF  ihifc  adkerlUernent  should  ninet  the  eye  of  the  imallish  gentleman  who  called  for  something  he 
did  not  stale,  and  was  not  wilting  to  leave  hU  name,  at  134  Bowery,  for  Mr.  Smith,  can  tee  him 
without  cooing  the  scemd  lime  6th  Ave,  naxt  lo  the  S„  Bank,  from  7  a.  h,  to  6  f.  x,  which  may  ears 
»aa  trouble  hereafter.  t,  b   s 

What  did  that  'smallish'  gentleman  da,  when  be  *  called  for  something  which  he 
did  not  state,  and  was  not  willing  to  leave  his  name?'     But  hero  is  another: 

WANTED?  (To  TAtt,oas:>  A  young  mm  can  be  accommodated  with  good  board  tad  teat-room, 
■  ill  the  privilege  of  a  girl  on  reasonable  term*,  by  applying  at  No.  11  Hester-street,  up  stair*, 
to-morrow,  or  w  soon  a*  courouieul  tali  week. 


Wi  scarcely  know  of  a  more  touching  instance  of  *  the  ruling  passion  strong  in 
death'  than  is  afforded  in  lite  last  words  of  a  school-master  who  had  gone  in  and  out 
before  successive  little  docks  in  the  same  place  for  upward  of  thirty  years.     When 
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the  film  of  death  was  gathering  over  his  eyes,  which  were  soon  to  open  in  the  pre- 
sence of  Him  who  took  little  children  in  his  arms  and  blessed  them,  he  said :  '  It  is 
getting  dark  — » the  boys  may  go  out  — ••  school  's  dismissed  !'  •  •  •  Who  wrote 
'Mary's  Dream  V  —  that  is  the  question.  It  is  not  Burns's,  nor  Tannehill'b,  although 
it  is  worthy  of  either  of  them.  «  Who  wrote  it?'  again  we  ask.  But  perhaps  you 
do  n't  remember  it ;  and  perhaps  we  do  n't ;  but  as  it  runs  in  our  recollection,  (and 
a  life-time  memory,  going  back  to  *  primitive  boyhood,'  is  seldom  treacherous,)  it  is 
something  like  this : 

I.  x«. 

*  The  moon  had  climbed  the  highest  hill  I  * '  Three  stormy  nights  and  stormy  days 

That  rises  o'er  the  source  of  Ded,  |  We  tossed  upon  the  raging  main. 

And  from  its  eastern  summit  shed  i  And  long  we  strove  our  bark  to  save, 

Her  silver  light  on  tower  and  tree  ;  j  But  all  our  striving  was  in  vain 


When  Maby  laid  her  down  to  rest, 
Her  thoughts  on  San  Or  far  at  sea. 

When,  sod  and  low,  a  voice  was  heard, 
Saying,  'Mast,  weep  no  more  for  me  1' 


'  She  from  her  pillow  gently  rawed 

Her  head,  to  ask  who  there  might  be. 
And  saw  young  Sandy  shivering  stand, 

With  visage  pale  and  hollow  e'e. 
'Oh!  Mary  dear,  cold  is  my  clay, 


Even  then,  when  horror  chilled  my  blood* 
My  heart  was  filled  with  love  for  thee ) 

The  storm  is  past,  and  I  'm  at  rest, 
So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 


'Oh!  Mary,  dear,  thyself  prepare, 

We  soon  shall  meet  upon  that  shore 
Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  and  card, 

And  tbou  and  I  shall  part  no  more !' 
Loud  crew  the  cock;  the  shadow  fled; 


It  lies  beneath  the  stormy-sea j  |  No  more  of  sSandy  could  she  see ; 

Far  in  its  depths  I  sleep  nlway,  i        But  soft  the  passing  spirit  said. 

So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  fur  me.  I  '  Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me  I' ' 

Old,  certainly ;  and  subject  to  possible  mistakes  in  the  transcription  from  one  of  the 
cells  of  reminiscence ;  but  is  n't  it  good  ?  <  .  .  We  decline  the  elaborate  notice  of 
'Deshong's  New  System  of  Multiplication  and  Subtraction*  He  is  by  no  means 
*  uniformly  accurate  in  his  results,'  as  has  been  frequently  tested.  Our  friend  Pro- 
fessor Mapbs  (but  he  is  facile  princeps  in  every  thing)  has  a  much  better,  because 
always  correct  method.  We  have  often  seen  him  add  up  long  columns,  eight  or  ten 
figures  wide,  at  the  same  time,  and  with  wonderful  rapidity-  .  .  .  «  Did  you  ever 
hear,'  writes  an  esteemed  correspondent,  *  the  following  good  story  of  a  namesake  of 
your  great  progenitor,  who  held,  or  whilome  used  to  hold,  the  title  through  courtesy 

of  Prince  of  S ?    He  was  a  member  of  the  «  Rensselaer  County  Washington 

Benevolent  Society  ;'  and  one  Fourth -of- July,  when  the  Society  dined  at  the  hotel, 
he  was  appointed  to  go  out  upon  the  balcony,  on  the  giving  of  a  certain  toast,  and 
address  the  people  outside.  Unfortunately,  the  toast  came  rather  late  in  the  dinner, 
and  our  orator  was  too  much  inspirited  for  sober  eloquence.  Holding  on  to  the  rail- 
ing, he  began :  *  G-e-e-n'-men  and  fe-1-M-o-w  cizzens !  On  this  day,  seventeen 
hundred  and  seventy-six  years  ago,  Ge-n-r'l  Wash-in'-ton,  whom  I  wear  in  my  but- 
ton-hole, died  !'  The  climax  was  reached,  and  the  speech  at  an  end.  .  .  .  We 
perceive  that *  Punch'  has  taken  up  the  plan  proposed  by  '  Ollafod'  some  ten  years 
ago,  of  having  the  steam -whistles  of  locomotives  made  to  discourse  eloquent  music. 
We  wish  they  would  adopt  the  improvement  on  the  New-York  and  Erie  Rail- Road ; 
for  the  supernatural  shriek  which  their  iron-horse  now  sends  to  us  over  the  Tappaan 
Zee  *  makes  night  hideous'  indeed.  .  .  .  Our  friend  Gilbert  Davis,  Esquire,  in 
addition  to  a  clip  of  hair  from  the  tail  of  the  ass  upon  which  our  Saviour  rode  into 
Jerusalem,  has  recently  obtained  from  Italy  a  bone  from  the  arm  of  the  beloved  dis- 
disciple,  St  John.  He  says  that  when  he  was  era  elling  in  that  country  toward  Rome, 
he  saw  at  various  places,  religiously  treasured  up  and  reverently  exhibited,  a  hand,  an 
arm,  or  a  leg,  of  the  same  saint ;  bat  at  Rome  they  showed  him,  in  a  kind  of  cage, 


safe  from  sacrilegious  bands,  the  entire  skeleton  !  Then,  he  says,  and  not  till  then, 
was  he  convinced!  .  .  .  What  striking  misnomers  are  many  of  the  $ombriqueti 
applied  to  popular  personages  :  and  what  is  still  more,  how  frequently  dp  they  lead  to 
an  entire  misi.'ouceptiuu  of  character-  Yon  have  heard  of  '  Old  Sot.  Smith,'  re ader? 
*  Av  coors*  you  have,  if  yon  are  not  deficient  in  that  *  edicatton*  which,  according  to 
our  weli-belove'd  friend,  the  historian  of  *  Petkr  Cram,'  Is  *  the  crefnvnin'  glory  of 
the  Uniied-n  Stalcs-n' — the  *  education  of  the  newspapers/  Coming  into  the  pub- 
lication-office the  other  morning  from  Doss's,  we  found  awaiting  us,  in  company 
with  an  old  friend,  the  versatile  and  accomplished  Editor  of  that  every- where -quoted 
journal,  the  '  St.  Lotttf  Riweille,'  (an  uld-tirne  correspondent  of  this  Magazine,  who 
has  signally  developed  the  truth  of  tho  maxim,  '  Laugh  and  grow  fat /)  we  found,  we 
say,  awaiting  us,  '  Old  Sol  Smith''  '  Old  Sol,,*  forsooth  !  Fancy  a  tall,  dignified, 
scarcely  middle-aged  gentle  man*  farmer,  neat  as  was,  clad  entirely  in  fine  unshorn 
wool  vestments,  of  a  lightish -blue  color,  with  the  calm,  self-possessed  manners  of  a 
man  accustomed  to  society  and  to  human  nature,  and  you  have  ■  Old  Sol.  Smith1 
\j.     But  that  we  knew  he  was  the  best  *  Mawworm*  living,  having  seen  him, 

ghile  sore  with  laughter,  in  that  part  and  that  only,  at  the  Park-Theatre,  we  could 
never  have  bettered  hira  lo  he  an  actor,  or  a  distinguished  manager  of  troops  of  actors. 
Strong  common  sense,  simplicity  of  manners,  well-reasoned  arguments  from  sound 
ernises,  humor  never  de  trop,  or  pressed  into  service ;  these  we  retain  as  charac- 

eristica  of  'Old  Sol./  of  whom  we  shall  never  read,  and  whom  we  shall  never  hear 
oken  of,  without  protesting  mentally  against  the  utler  fallacy  of  popular  impres- 
Mosr  persons  would  doubtless  consider  a  rusty  anchor  suspended  at  the 

ows  of  a  vessel  as  a  theme  not  very  suggestive  of  poetry ;  but  touch  it  with  the 
wo ud  of  Imagination,  and  observe  the  change : 

"That  anchor  soon  will  change  tli«  lay  of  merry  seamen  here, 
For  lbs  l  Vco  heave  o  V  and  the  '  Heave-away!'  and  tho  MSrhiog  sailor's  cheer  ; 
Oh  rlesp  sm  iUv*rt  who  alial!  soon  behold  men  aishta  ai  thou  ? 
Tho  hoary  monitors'  palacei  I!  mathiuke  what  joy  'twere  now 
To  go  plumii  plunging  dows  uiklit  toe  aaaemfrly  of  the  wboJei, 
AtitJ  feel  the  cburnttd  *ea  round  RM  bod  houeaili  their  wourging  taili! 
Then  deep  in  tan  gin- wood  a  to  fight  the  fierce  feu  uincnrn, 
Ami  »end  hnn  failed  and  bellowing  back,  for  all  In*  ivory  horn; 
To  leave  the  tubt'e  iword-foh  of  lionv  blade  forlorn, 
And  for  the  ghastly  grinning  tbark  to  laugh  hi*  jaws  to  acorn  ! 

'  O,  broad-armed  fisher  of  the  deep  1  whoie  f  ports  can  equal  thine  7 
Th  i*  manMer  weight  a  thousand  ton*  that  tugs  thy  cahle-liue  \ 
And  nip-Ill  hy  stgllC,  't  i»  thy  delight,  thy  glory  day  by  day, 
Through  deep-green  iea  and  breaker  white  the  giant  game  to  play  ; 
But,  «diam<r  of  our  little  sports  I  forgive  the  name  t  gave, 
A  faher'*  joy  t*  to  destroy  ;  thine  office  is  to  save. 
O,  lodger  hi  the  •ea-king'f  hallt  1  wouldsi  thou  could  understand 
Who***  be  (he  white  bone*  hy  thy  tide,  or  who  that  dripping  hand 
Slow  swaying  in  the  heaving  wavei  that  round  about  (OSS  I 
With  sound*  like  break «r*  in  a  dream,  bloating  their  ancient  friend  V 

r  nt  there  poetry  in  au  old  anchor  T  •  ■  •  A  young  correspondent  at  Andover, 
(Mass,,)  who  seems  to  fancy  that  we  are  waiting  for  his  *eopy,'  requests  us  to  *say 
vhat  we  should  like  him  to  write  upon  for  our  paptr*  '  Will  you  please  to  suggest/ 
i  writes,  'such  theme  or  topic  as  you  would  like  to  have  me  employ  my  pen  upon  7 
Prose  or  verse,  it  matters  not  which.'  Oh,  certainly:  write  the  history  of  the  unfor- 
nate  young  lady  who  died  of  love  and  green  apples,  a  long  time  ago,  in  an  apart- 
aent  of  the  old  Van  Tassel  house,  nvwlhe  delightful  '  Sunnyside  Cottage1  of  Geof- 
hky  Crayon.  The  room  is  still  haunted  by  the  ghost  of  the  unfortunate  young 
damsel.  We  have  often  seen  her  walking  in  white  through  the  halls  of  that  classic 
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mansion,  without  making  the  slightest  noise  upon  the  quaintly-tiled  pavement  —  ict 
have.  •  *  •  Wk  regret  that  the  very  iiileroniug  chapter  t>f  '  The  Qregnn  Trad' 
did  not  reach  us  in  season  for  insertion  in  its  proper  department  of  the  present  num- 
ber. It  will  grace  our  next.  *  ■  •  The  paper  in  preceding  pages  upon  ■  The  Crio- 
bings  of  the  Author  of  Trixtam  Shandy"  will  arrest  attention,  But  plagiarist  or 
no  plagiarist,  we  have  never  known  but  one  Lavhence  Sterne.  There  Are  later 
plagiarists  not  a  few,  with  far  less  to  redeem  their  pilfering*,  who  would  no  better 
stand  an  examination  of  thetr  claims  to  originality.  Apropos  of  this  matter  of  pla- 
giarism: the  reader  may  have  seen  perltnps  this  thought  in  Lady  Mart  Wostlkt 
Montague,  illustrating  the  spotlessueBs  of  that  chastity  which  is  above  temptation: 

1  He  comet  too  near,  who  comes  to  bo  denied.1 
This  3s  'cribbed*  in  precisely  so  many  words  from  Sir TiiomabOverburt.  ■    •    •  Wttu* 
we  receive  a  literary  publication  from  a  manufacturing  town,  such  as  ■  The  Ladiei 
Magazine  q  ,>f  Literature  f*  for  example,  published  at  Lowell  and  Nashua, 

(Mass.,)  a  pleasure  is  conveyed  to  us  tliut  is  aloiost  independent  of  any  interest  awa- 
kened by  the  contents  of  the  work  ileelf ;  it  ts  the  reflection,  how  much  pleasant 
mental  relief  from  toil,  how  much  agreeable  literary  exercitation,  it  may  and  without 
doubt  does  awaken  among  the  fair  and  interesting  4  operatives1  of  those  vast  estab- 
lishments* Such  publications  may  become  the  intellectual  stepping-stones  for  the 
genius  of  a  Seikiwicie,  a  Gocun,or  a  Sigournky.  *  ■  ■  That  was  a  brief  but  forci- 
ble sketch  of  au  alFected  young  clergyman,  which  the  New -Hampshire  judge  gave 

in  a  line  or  two  of  his  diary :  '  Went  to  church  this  morning :  heard  Mr, preach 

himself  above  an  hour,  much  to  bis  own  satisfaction.1     It  was  just  such  a  yonog 

*  divine*  who  t>uid  to  an  old  preacher :  '  How  does  it  happen  that  you  write  but  on* 
sermon  a  week?  I  preach  thre<a  new  sermons  every  Sabbath.  I  conld  write  a  ser- 
mon every  day  in  the  week,  and  make  nothing  of  it.*     '  No  donbt ;  precisely  net 

was  lbs  reply  J  '  but  that  is  exactly  what  1  wish  to  avoid.  1  labor  to  make  something 
of  my  sermons,*    ■    ■    -    Wt:  never  encountered,  until  a  day  or  two  since,  the  famous 

*  Dragon  of  Waniley?     What  a  *  p*tson  crilter '  it  was !     Here  he  is  *  on  view  t 


*Qu> storks*  tall  lio*  ENmbuMj 

a  d  rasas  r.iew  at  Lorn*, 

With  MV4  B  li<-  hi-   .n.1  fimneeu  eyea, 

To  free  and  well  uW^m-it  \ 
Bui  lie  ha. I  a  r.luht  lln*  dnuHM  la  tlriiU, 

Or  lie  bad  sa'at  doom  n,  1  •arcast  ft  \ 
But  JUoscof  Moro-Htdl,  with  nnthiiig  al  all. 

He  ileiv  ilm  Umguu  of  W  iwlley* 

'Thi*  dragon,  had  two  funou*  wluge, 

t-.ncli  DM  apotfl  Sash  nrniuuhsr, 
Wirh  a  *nojf  in  bJa  tail  H  luiiir  as  I  flail, 

VV  hlcli  itt  ulfl  turn  bonier  atid  bolder 
Hfl  lnii I  bin  £  cluw*,  an 4  ia  lit*  jaw* 

Fcmr*iiid*  forty  I'tftii  «f  iron, 

Y\  nil  a  hid*  jt6  t  lu/li  as,  may  buff, 

V\  .,!.;,  did  lahii  roum  I  em  iron. 


'  I  lav  you  nni  heard  bow  the  Trojan  lion*-. 

Has  seventy  men  in  his  Is 
This  dr.Ps.oii  w  a*  not  qui  It*  to  big, 

Hut  very  near.  I  tell  ye, 
Devoured  he  pi>or  children  three. 

Tliiit  could  Si*  with  linn  pr*pple, 
And  at  oue  »up  he  eat  them  up, 

At  one  would  eel  au  apple. 

'  Some  say  I  bin  dragon  was  a  witch ; 

Some  say  he  wui  a  divet. 
For  fnun  bin  uo-e  u  niuoke  iiroif, 

A ii jl  with  it  burniue  uivaL 
Which  lie  fa*t  oC  when  he  did  cough, 

In  a  well  th.it  hi?  did  aieud  by, 
Which  Miude  it  look  j  i*t  like  u  brook 

Running  V*  nit  burning  brandy  t* 


It  Is  a  long  story,  liow  'More  of  More- Hall/  a  valiant  knight,  vanquished  this 
monster,  but  the  reader  may  as  well  have  a  look  at  the  conqueror  before  be  sets  out 
on  }\.a  daappratf  enterprise  : 


"  Had  >ou  s«cini  bun  m  he  iistiad  forth, 

How  fierce  b(*  looted  Nflii  lofif, 
You  would  have  JJMHslH  him  Jorto  be 

eVme  Btypti  in  puns  pig; 
Ht*  fri,"'iii>ii  nil,  eats,  Uors,  sad  all,, 

f&iich  co  v.  n.itli  li.i.-  Ii<ift  , 

For  fe.ir  i\u-y  did  Ane  IW  rhey  tiwk  him  to  be 

Some  strange  ouilaudisb  hed^e-bof . 


«  To  «ee  thia  flgbl  ill  people  then 
Got  up  on  tree*  nud  hoU"n«, 

in  i.i -s  iobjs,  uod  chimneys  loo; 
hni  ihr»r  put  on  their  trowMrt, 

.  ir  hose  i  a«  *ooo  *s  he  roee, 
To  nn*ke  Bmri  Mrous  aud  n 
Tie  drauk  h.v  ihe  tale  •ix  pott  of  ale. 
And  I  iju.irt  of  ^luu-nia?!' 


We  should  not  omit  to  state,  that '  J  usee,*  of  the  most  distinctive  character,  was 
Kb  the  end  administered  to  the  monster  by  Mr.  Mors.  •  •  •■  Wi  are  glad  to  hear 
that  Mr,  Douglas  Jekrold,  in  a  number  of  his  *  Newspaper*  for  the  last  week  of 
August,  did  ua  the  justice  to  acknowledge  the  true  character  of  the  letter  of  an 
anonymous  American  scribbler,  which  had  been  smuggled  into  that  admirable  jour- 
nal, respecting  the  alleged  course  of  the  Elutoh  of  this  Magazine  upon  the  subject 
of  International  Copy -right.  The  excellent  article  from  the  *  Mirn>r'  daily  gazette, 
copied  into  the  *  Newspaper/  with  appropriate  remarks,  rendered  the  expose  and  the 
amende  complete.  •  *  •  We  gave  the  other  day  from  *  The  Gentleman  *  Academic, 
or  Book  of  Saint  Athana*  a  few  of  the  *  articles  of  gentrie "  and  '  vices  contrary  to 
gentlemen  ;'  and  from  this  source  we  derive  the  ensuing  '  Four  Virtue*  of  Chivulrie  ;' 
1  First:  Just  in  his  actions,  cleanness  of  person,  pittia  to  the  More,  graticule  in  pri* 
son,  reverent  and  faithful  to  his  God  :  Hecond:  that  he  be  wise  in  battaile,  prudent 
in  his  fighting,  having  his  wit  alwaies  in  read  in  esse :  the  Thjrjj  is,  that  he  be  not 
alow  in  bis  warres,  regard  that  his  quarrel  be  true,  thanke  God  evor  for  his  victoria, 
and  to  have  measure  in  his  sustenance :  the  Fourth,  to  be  strong  and  steadfast  in 
his  goyvernement ;  to  hope  of  victorie,  not  to  fly  the  Geld  nor  shame  his  coate-araior. 
Also,  thai  he  be  not  boasting  proud  of  lies  manhood  ;  look  that  he  be  curteous,  lowly 

and  gentle,  and  without  ribaufdne  in   his  language/  ♦    *    -   If  (B 'of  B 

could  hear  our  mutual  friend  '  T.  H.*  tell  the  story  which  be  write*,  he  would  ■  give 

up  the  hat.'    The  other  day,  at  an  inn  tn  B ,  kept  by  a  good  old  Mobawk 

Dutchman,  a  gentleman  made  hia  arrangements  to  leave  in  the  evening  for  Detroit ; 
but  as  the  boat  did  not  go  rat,  about  ten  o'clock  he  made  his  appearance  again  in  the 
bar-room,  ■  Ha .  1'  said  Boniface,  ■  I  tout  you  vash  gone  up  de  Lakes;  my  rooms 
ish  all  fulls  now/  *  No,'  said  the  gentleman,  *  I  did  n't  get  off;  the  boat  do  n't  go 
till  morning.'  Yuas,  ya&s;  I  understands:  the  boat  vat  went*  to-night  don't  go 
till  to-morrow;  ya&s,  ya&s!*  ■  •  ■  A  friend  repeated  to  us  the  other  day  a  *  Love- 
Song  of  a  Phrenologist,'  which  made  us  merry  for  a  few  minute*,  the  idea  was  so 
utterly  ridiculous.     It  commenced  something  like  this  t 


*  Whew  first  I  gazed  upon  thy  head, 
Di*»**l<jJ  of  concealing  htirr. 
Aod  traced  the  'QfjfaflS1  o'er  it  spread, 
1  fixed  my  wondering  wiahe*  there. 


*  For  fOOa  I  fuund  Own  had  it  a  mind, 

other  lae, 
Where  'revVeucc  '  'lov«**od  *  wit'  combined 
Willi  ♦  liMpe"  and  'identity.'  * 


Pretty  sight  to  '  gaze  upon,'  a  woman  with  a  bumpy  head  *  divested  of  concealing 
air !'  •  *  •  Wk  have  dropped  in  on  two  or  three  occasions  at  the  '  Broadway 
Theatre,*  and  have  been  delighted  to  find  that  we  have  now  one  theatrical  establish* 
meat,  that  in  the  spIetmV  of  Hi  appointments  and  the  pleasantness  of  its  auditory 
accommodations,  is  an  honor  to  the  city.  It  is  a  positive  luxury  to  sit  upon  the  fine 
cade-sofas  in  the  boxes,  with  *  ample  room  and  verge  enough'  for  the  limbs, 
with  every  thiug  upon  the  stage  and  every  person  about  you  in  the  audience  dis- 
ctly  visible.  The  scenery  and  machinery  are  admirable  ;  and  in  the  only  play  in 
vhich  we  have  been  abJe  to  see  the  company,  ■  The  School  for  Scandal^  they  ac- 
quitted themselves  with  entire  credit.  A  succession  of  good  plays  has  been  followed 
by  a  complete  bullet  company  from  Paris,  who  have  been  crowding  the  vist  dimen- 
sions of  the  house  nightly.  We  shall  hereafter  have  more  to  say  of  this  splendid 
establishment,  so  honorable  to  the  enterprise  and  liberality  of  Colonel  Mann,  and 
shall  enter  upon  some  notice  in  detail  of  the  principal  male  and  female  performers. 
We  are  glad  to  find  enthroned  in  state  at  the  box  and  parquetto  office  our  old  friend 


Houghton,  Junior,  formerly  of  our  steamer,  *  The  Knickerbocker/  Courtesy  ami 
attention  to  the  Broadway  Theatre-goers  who  may  apply  at  his  department  are 
therefore  secured.  ■  -  •  It  is  a  very  *  Ions:  time  ago*  since  Thomas  Huoties,  of 
Gray's- Inn,  London,  wrote  '  The  Mtifortunea  of  King  Arthur;*  but  at  this  day 
some  there  be,  and  they  perhaps  not  querulous  nor  disappointed  spirits  either,  who 
would  assent  to  the  truth  of  these  two  stanzas: 

VUtM  arts  unlrunde,  and  Fame  is  Emic**  dojftf/e, 
That  abteal  barekea,  and  prefect  I  (a  vntses  fast  j 
It  fettriug  dare*,  and  yet  kiuth  never  t'oup, 
Bui  Mures;  though  deats  redosJBS  ai  from  i'l  foe 
tl*aiite.  fat  deaia  redeem*  us  lol  from  tongues. 

*  Thine.  Death,  la  all  that  east  or  we*t  can  aeo  ; 
For  thee  wc  live  ;  our  coming  it  not  lout; ; 
Spare  ss,  bm  «  Inlet  we  may  prepare  our  gravei  ; 
Though  tboo  wart  Blows,  wo  haeteii  of  ouraelvea. 
The  SOUf  that  |  i vii  iih!  lUo  i  iki«  nur  live*; 
No  looner  nieu  than  mortal  wees  we  born,' 


It  must  be  very  comfortable  in  a  Parisian  restaurant,  if  we  may  judge  from  the 
report  of  a  friend,  recently  returned  from  the  French  capital.  He  called  at  a  cafe\ 
where  he  hoped  to  encounter  a  friend.  The  vast  place  was  dense  with  smoke  ;  and 
on  inquiring  if  his  countryman  had  arrived,  the  attendant  said :  *  What  would  your 
friend  be  likely  to  order  V  He  mentioned  the  dish  be  had  frequently  heard  him  com- 
mend. *  Come,  with  me/  said  the  attendant,  taking;  in  his  baud  a  email  pair  of  orna- 
mented bellows.  They  plunged  into  the  smoke*cloud,  and  after  knocking'  succes- 
sively against  concealed  legs,  and  treading  on  invisible  toes,  the  attendant  paused, 
and  plied  his  liltte  bellows  over  a  table  that  stood  against  the  wall.  ■  Is  this  your 
friend  7'  said  he,  as  the  wiiok*  edied  away  before  the  puffs  of  the  raided  wind-instru- 
ment. It  '  was  n't  any  body  else  ;*  and  down  the  two  young  Americans  sat,  to  Ulk 
about  home,  while  the  smoke-cloud  again  settled  down  upou  them.  ♦  •  •  In  con- 
nection with  Paris  and  its  restaurants,  let  us  speak  of  a  French  restaurant  in  this 
town,  which  we  can  cordially  commend  for  many  and  rare  merits,  Hon 
run,  at  Number  27  Dey-slreel,  without  pretence,  without  ostentation,  but  with  cour- 
teous attention,  singleness  of  purpose,  the  choicest  wines,  the  most  matchless  cookerv, 
and  the  pteaaaulest  personal  Attendance,  will  satisfy  the  demands  of  any  tasteful 

♦  good-liver'  or  luxurious  gourmet.     Tnere  are  few  metropolitan  tilings  more  del 

in  a  dinner  at  Monsieur  AIatumn's  with  a  patty  of  agreeable  friends.     Wo 

*  speak  of  the  things  which  we  do  know.'  •  ■  -  *W«  was  Queen  EuxABiTit  a 
greater  person  tge  than  Napoleon?  Give  it  up  ?  He  was  a  won-der,  but  she  was 
aTu-noa!'  We  have  handed  over  the  manuscript  of  this  exerruhjr  pun,  with  *r*al 
nam**  and  address,'  to  our  friend  the  Chi^f  of  Police.  The  \  (/  and 
his  future  course  wilt  be  narrowly  watched.  *  •  •  The  *New~York  Evening  Mtnur' 
daily  journal  has  received  into  itself  the  •  Daily  (inzattp  tind  Ttwc*S  and  is  now 
among  the  liveliest,  best  conducted  and  widest  circulated  of  our  daily  sheets.  Mr. 
FtfLncR  is  indefatigubli}  in  his  efforts,  and  his  capable  assistants  second  well  his  exer- 
tions. A  second  series  of  *  Tom  Pepper '  is  commenced  as  a  /eutiiefoit,  which  is 
continued  in  the  *Wetktj  Mirror?  now  a  very  han  Intfid  hheet,  in  the  folio 
form.  •  VVi  have  Ml  tin  pleasure  of  n  personal  acquaintance  with  the  writer  of 
the  opening  paper  in  the  present  number  ;  but  if  he  be  not  a  true  angler,  rath* 

a  mere  catcher  of  fish  ;  a  lover  of  nature,  with  a  kind,  open  heart ;  such  a  man, 
in  short,  as  father  Walton  himself  would  have  loved,  then  shall  wa  acknowledge 
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that  we  have  '  missed,'  and  immediately  *  go  down  one.'  Although  no  review,  strictly 
speaking,  was  intended  of  Walton's  '  Angler,'  we  are  well  pleased  with  the  de- 
served tribute  paid  to  that  fine  old  English  classic,  the  best  pastoral  in  any  language, 
and  to  the  accomplished  American  editor,  who  has  admirably  discharged  the  trust 
assigned  him,  which  it  is  quite  easy  to  see  must  have  been  to  him  a  mere  '  labor  of 
love.'  The  Editor,  to  our  own  kuowledge,  is  quite  right  in  differing  with  Mr.  Her- 
bert, (who  furnishes  for  the  volume  a  paper  on  '  Long- Island  Fishing*)  as  to  the  size 
of  flies  to  be  used  in  this  country,  compared  with  those  used  in  England.  Mr.  Her- 
bert is  wrong  too  in  supposing  that  trout  are  not  taken  in  our  rivers.  A  friend  of  ours 
has  frequently  taken  trout  in  the  Sacondaga,  which  is  a  wide  river,  and  we  know  of 
their  having  been  taken  in  the  Hudson.  .  .  .  '  Ollapod'  once  placed  on  paper  the 
sound  of  a  kiss,  but  it  required  an  exquisite  torture  of  the  types  to  make  it  clear  to 
the  ear  of  the  reader.  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  in  a  few  lines  treating  *Of  a  Ktisef  if 
he  does  not  give  us  the  sound  gives  us  the  substance  of  that  seal  of  love : 

'Best  charpe,  and  bravest  retreate  in  Cupid's  fight, 
A  double  key  which  opens  to  the  heart ; 
Mofet  rich,  when  most  bib  riches  il  impart, 
Nest  of  young  j<»ye*.  cchonlmuster  of  delight; 
Teaching  the  meane  at  once  to  tnke  and  give. 
The  friendly  t>tuy,  whoso  hlowes  b<*th  wound  and  hoale ; 
The  |>eitie  death,  whtre  ench  iu  other  live ; 
Pooro  hope's  first  wealth,  hostage  of  promise  weake, 
JJreakfaslof  love!' 

We  have  seldom  seen  a  more  beautiful  volume  than  the  '  Booh  of  Parables'  by 
our  Saviour,  recently  published  by  the  Messrs.  Appleton  and  Company.  It  is  illu- 
minated in  gold  and  the  most  gorgeous  colors  and  devices  on  every  page ;  it  is  printed 
entirely  in  legible  black-letter ;  and  its  binding,  in  papier  mache  made  to  resem- 
ble nlaborately-carved  wood,  is  wholly  unique  and  preeminently  beautiful.  One 
could  hardly  imagine  a  more  charming  present  for  a  young  lady.  .  .  •  Wi  have 
two  communications, '  compositions'  we  suspect  them  to  be,  from  the  lead-plummet 
lines  of  the  crooked- writer,  which  we  think  we  shall  never  '  put  in,'  even  as  a  pis- 
aller.  One  is  'On  Avarice\&nd  the  other  'On  Envy.1  The  only  thing  worth  reading 
about  the  latter  is  its  motto,  which  is  admirable,  and  in  fact  exhausts  the  subject ;  the 
rest  being  second-hand  '  leather  and  prunella  :  '  The  envious  man  is  in  pain  upon  all 
occasions  which  ought  to  give  him  pleasure.  The  relish  of  life  is  inverted  ;  and  the 
objects  which  administer  the  highest  satisfaction  to  those  who  are  exempt  from  this 
passion,  give  the  quickest  pangs  to  persons  who  are  subject  to  it.  All  the  perfections 
of  their  fellow-creatures  are  odious.  Youth,  beauty,  valor  and  wisdom  are  provoca- 
tions of  their  displeasure.  What  a  wretched  and  apostate  state  is  this ;  to  be  offended 
with  excellence,  and  to  hate  a  man  because  we  approve  him !  The  condition  of  the 
envious  man  is  the  most  emphatically  miserable  ;  he  is  not  only  incapable  of  rejoic- 
ing in  another's  merit  or  success,  but  lives  in  a  world  wherein  all  mankind  are  in  a 
plot  against  his  quiet,  by  studying  their  own  happiness  and  advantage/  An  article 
'On  Putty''  would  be  an  attractive  paper,  with  an  attractive  title !  .  .  .  The  follow- 
ing was  written  in  a  letter  for  the  post-office  of  a  ladies'  fair.     It  is  unique : 

'Onk,  who  your  eye  would  fill, 
Posbess'd  of  rlmning  bkill, 
(And,  praise  him  ns  you  will, 
You  cuuiiot  flatter  liitxi  auy  ;) 

'  With  btrcnglh  of  mind  endow'd, 
Which  yet  has  not  allow'd 
The  follies  of  the  crowd 
To  soil  or  spatter  him  auy : 


*  Would  ask.  to  cure  the 
Of  Cupid's  fiery  dart. 
To  join  his  hand  and  heart 
With  yours  iu  matrimony. 

'  If  you  your  aid  supply. 
He  sees  no  reason  why 
He  cannot  then  defy 
Okl  Tim*  to  batter  him  any !' 


This  origmal  young  gentleman  can  scribble  verso,  we  can  easily  conceive,  with* 
out  Ihe  aid  of  a  rhyming-dictionary*  .  .  .  A  cokrespondcst  at  Baltimore  re- 
cently sent  us  a  good  but  quite  too  elaborate  u  story  of  a  wag  who  last  summer 
startled  a  diuner-lable-full  of  eager  feeders  with  the  intelligence  that  an  ice-berg  had 
found  its  way  up  the  buy  to  within  fifteen  miles  of  the  city;  thai  it  had  been  char- 
tered from  the  city  authorities*  steps  cut  in  its  sides  to  the  lop,  and  an  ice-cream 
establishment  opeuH  upon  itn  summit;  two  milch-cows  hairing:  been  elevated  to  the 
top  and  fed  on  sugar,  were  giving  ice-creum  every  time  they  were  milked  I  This  is 
almost  as  big  a  *>lory  as  '  Dan  Marble's  of  the  man  who  drove  the  machinery  of  two 
saw-mills  with  the  whey  which  ran  from  his  immense  cheese -presses.  ...  If  we 
had  n't  so  many  boon  friends  and  clever  correspondents  among  members  of  the  legal 
profession,  we  would  quote  the  following  description  of  their  class ;  but  as  it  i&,  it 
would  hardly  do:  '  Lawyers  are  men  who  hire  out  their  words  and  anger;  who  are 
more  or  less  passionate  according  as  they  are  paid  for  it,  aud  allow  their  client  a  quan- 
tity of  wrath  praporli unable  to  the  fei?  which  they  receive  from  him.*  .  .  .  Wi 
have  been  favored  with  the  perusal  of  a  great  portion  of  an  illustrated  work,  in 
the  press  of  tho  Bsotiierb  Harper,  entitled  *  Campaign  Sketches  af  the  War  leifA 
Mexico*  The  volume  is  from  the  pen  of  Captain  W.  S.  Henrv,  of  the  \ 
Stales'  Army ;  a  gentleman  whose  occasional  letters  from  the  seat  of  war,  published 
in  the  'Spirit  of  (fie  Times'  literary  and  sporting  journal  have  been  widely  copied 
and  much  admired.  The  qualities  of  the  writer's  style  are,  directness  aud  simplicity, 
with  a  picturesqueueas  m  the  descriptive  portions,  not  less  faithful  than  it  is  attrac- 
tive, .  .  .  «  It  has  been  remarked  by  the  greatest  philosophers  of  our  time,  and 
is  also  our  opinion/  that  we  are,  with  the  exception  of  owls  and  monkeys,  the  most 
serious  people  on  the  face  of  the  globe.  Our  very  amusements  have  an  air  of  solem- 
nity about  them.  This  has  been  observed  by  alt  travelled  Americans,  who  have  beea 
enabled  to  contrast  the  abandon  of  European  hilarity  with  the  seriousness  of  our  own, 
and  il  is  Ihe  constant  comment  of  intelligent  foreigners.  ■  \W  have  no  amusements 
now-a-days,'  said  a  friend,  a  resident  in  the  country,  to  us  the  other  day.  *  There 
used  in  my  young  days  to  be  huskiug-bees,  and  quilting- frolics,  and  convocations  of 
the  young,  of  both  sexes,  to  pare  apples,  etc, ;  but  it  is  quite  otherwise  now.  The 
people,  young  and  old,  labor  all  the  week,  aud  their  only  amusement  consists  in  going 
on  Sunday  to  church.  I  seldom  see  any  body  laugh,  now/  he  added;  •  we  have 
become  a  very  grave  people,*  Are  we  any  better  for  it?  S'pect  not.  .  .  .  Wade 
not  recognize  the  western  friend  who  expresses  Ins  gratification  at  the  few  words 
which  we  devoted  in  opr  last  to  the  *  Tittlchat~Tttmnu*e'  whom  we  encountered  ia 
our  recent  trip  up  the  Great  Lak^s ;  but  we  are  glad  that  he  considered  the  sttusjea 
well-deserved.  ■  An  impudent  fellow,'  says  Addison,  ■  is  an  outlaw  in  good  breeding, 
and  one  may  express  his  mind  of  him  fully.*  When  a  person  speaks  coarsely,  or  acta 
rudely,  he  has  dressed  himself  clean  to  no  purpose.  The  clothing  of  our  minds  cer- 
taitily  ought  to  be  regarded  before  that  of  our  bodies.  To  betray  in  a  mans  talk  a 
corrupt  imagination,  or  In  hie  manner  familiar  impertinence,  is  a  much  greater  offence 
against  the  conduct  of  gentlemen  than  any  negligence  of  dress.  Our  *Tittl.ksat* 
reminded  us  continually  of  Squire  Weston's  landlord  at  the  *  Hercules  Pillars,  who 
had  all  the  t»cws  of  the  town,  and  could  tell  how  affairs  went,  knowing  a  great  deal, 
since  *  the  horses  of  many  of  the  quality  stood  at  his  house  I1 


fesT™  *  most  provoking:  mUc oner piion  lis*  prn  vented  thn  appearance  of  Dearly  two  patst  of 
tiutictBof  jVttt  Publicatto**,  sad  two  of  '  Goatip,'  which  had  been  pitted  is  type.  Our  friend]  lha 
ban|f*«ll«r*  mart  pirdoo  ths  unnvoidjhle  omiiflion.    They  ahull  hnvs  attsslftssj  ia  f»tfr  I 
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more,  or  New-Orleans,  and  every  mile  of  its  transit  shall  be  by  canal,  steam-boat, 
or  rail-car  What  a  land  is  thin  for  Democracy  to  try  her  hand  in  !*  •  *  •  If  we 
had  not  just  been  selecting  from  the  best  *  specimens'  of  our  most  tasteful  type- 
founders the  different  varieties  of  new  materiel  for  our  forthcoming  Thirty-First 
Volume  of  the  Knitkerbocker ;  if  we  were  not  aware  that  oor  port-folios  are  suffi- 
ciently well  supplied  to  satisfy  the  reasonable  expectations  of  our  readers;  and  if,  so 
far  as  our  own  exertions  are  concerned,  we  did  not  know  that  ■  where  there  is  a  itill 
there  is  a  way;1  we  should  reluct  at  publishing  the  following  extract  from  the  letter 
of  a  friend,  whose  praise  is  that  of  *  Sir  Hubert  Stanley  f  f  Let  me  not  forget  to 
tell  you  how  much  I  have  been  charmed  and  gratified  with  the  October  Knicker- 
bocker. All  I  bin  leaves  always  fall  beautiful  in  October.  Thank  God,  their  fresh- 
ness is  not  even  lost  In  December ;  and  they  are  interspersed  with  blossoms  and 
flowers  the  year  round*  Long  may  they  flourish  in  perennial  beauty  ;  and  may  the 
fortunate  winds  scatter  them  at  every  portal,  Lo  cast  (heir  bright  hues  over  hearts 
which  might  otherwise  be  sad  V  Touching  such  commendation  as  this,  we  might 
say,  in  the  sjpiril  of  tbfl  young  lady  replying  to  some  complimentary  remarks  of  a 
gentleman  t  *  I  know  that  I  do  not  possess  the  qualities  which  you  are  so  kind  ft*  to 
attribute  to  me ;  but  since  you  ascribe  them  to  me,  J  take  it  for  granted  that  you 
wish  me  to  have  them,  and  I  will  therefore  try  to  make  your  words  true  ;  in  this  I 
may  perhaps  succeed.*  .  ♦  .  We  have  of  course  no  means  of  knowing  at  this 
present  writing  whether  wo  aro  right  or  not  in  our  *  presumption/  but  we  cannot  avoid 
thinking  that  the  '  Fine  Old  English  Gentleman,'  whose 

'  Halls  *o  old  wcr«  hung  around 
Willi  pikes  acid  g un»  mid  howe,* 

must  have  been  suggested  (or  perhaps  suggested)  the  picture  drawn  by  Annimm  of 
Sir  Roger  Be  Coverly,  as  a  sportsman  t  *  The  walls  of  his  gTeat  hall  were  covered 
with  the  horns  of  several  kinds  of  deer  that  he  had  killed  in  the  chase.  His  stable- 
doors  were  patched  with  noses  that  belonged  to  foxes  of  his  own  hunting  down.  One 
of  these,  for  distinction  sake,  had  a  brass  nail  stuck  through  it ;  it  had  cost  him  some 
fifteen  hours1  hard  riding,  carried  him  through  half-a-dozen  counties,  killed  Imn  ft 
brace  of  gelding**,  and  lost  about  half  his  dogs.  A  widow  who  was  slow  in 
taming  his  addresses,  was  the  death  of  several  foxes ;  ho  said  that  in  the  course  of 
his  amours  he  patched  the  western  door  of  his  stable  :  for  when  the  widow  was  cruel 
the  foxes  were  sure  to  pay  for  it.  In  proportion  as  his  passion  for  the  widow  abated, 
and  old  age  came  on,  he  left  oft"  fox-hunting ;  but  even  then  he  entertained  himself 
with  a  pack  of  stop-hounds,  as  they  are  called,  which  make  amends  for  their  lack  of 
speed  by  the  deepness  of  their  mouths  and  the  vurirty  of  their  notes,  which  in  the 
present  case  were  suited  in  such  a  mariner  to  each  other  that  the  whole  'cry1  made 
up  a  complete  concert.  Their  o  wner  we  are  told  was  so  nice  in  this  particular  thai 
a  gentleman  having  mad©  him  a  present  of  a  very  fine  hound,  he  returned  it  by  the 
servant,  with  a  great  many  expressions  of  civility  ;  but  desired  him  to  tell  his  master 
that  the  dog  he  hud  sent  was  indeed  a  most  excellent  bass,  but  that  at  present  he 
only  wauled  a  counter-tenor  i*  ,  .  .  Sitting  up  in  our  eyrie,  in  the  pilot-house  of 
the  *  Arrow*  steamer —  by  willing  permission  of  the  obliging  gentleman  who,  as  Mrs. 
Rambbottom  expresses  it,  *  always  has  hold  of  the  handle  of  the  vessel1  —  we  have 
been  accustomed  to  look  down  upon  the  various  '  goods,  wares  and  merchandise' 
which  are  usually  *  stowed'  on  the  forward  deck.  Among  other  things,  we  have  oc* 
casionaUy  seen,  from  an  up-river  factory,  some  ten  thousand  gross  of  *  Lucifer 


Matches'  in  a  bunch,  not  finished,  but  an  yet  in  a  state  of  disinlregated  pine;  yet 
matches,  notwithstanding,  and  smelting,  to  fay  the  least,  as  if  they  were  not  '  made 
in  heaven/  While  we  were  thinking  this  morning  how  many  cigars  would  be  lighted 
from  the  big  bundle  of  materiel  before  us,  the  mere  word  *  matches*  led  ua  off  at  a 
tangent  to  matrimonial  alliances,  and  therewithal  to  thoughts  of  the  past ;  and  in  thai 
connection  rose  to  remembrance  a  few  quaint  lines  by  one  Petee  Anthony  Motteaux, 
who  lived  and  wrote  in  the  sixteenth  century,  but  who  has  been  dead  for  many  a 
score  of  years.     Thus  they  run  : 


'MAS  h  far  woman  made, 

Ami  trams  mads  for  as*  | 
As  the  sour  it  for  ihts  jade, 
A>  f«»r  ItatftOH  i-  lbs  cao> 

So  mnu'j  for  woman  made, 
And  woman  'a  made  far  tow. 


'  Ai  the  sceptre  to  bo  swtiy'd, 
Auto  1115 bt  (hit  ftnreiiaita, 
A*  For  pudding  4»  the  pun, 

9o  nun  **  for  iv on  1  in  10  ids. 
And  woman  *  uiud<;  fur  man.' 


If  any  of  our  friends  are  under  the  impression  (as  we  confess  ourselves  to  have 
been)  that  the  subject  of  education  cannot  be  made  attractive  to  the  general  reader, 
they  will  find,  on  perusing  the  capital  paper  in  preceding  pages  on  '  Manly  Educa- 
tion,* that  they  are  greatly  mistaken.  We  are  glad  to  soe  the  writer  dwelling  upon 
the  necessity  of  paying  attention  to  the  physical  demands  of  the  human  system. 
Persons  engaged  in  sedentary  pursuits  are  beginning  to  understand  the  importance  of 
this.  When  we  see  clergymen,  lawyers,  judges,  and  other  professional  gentlemen! 
as  we  frequently  do  at  the  superb  bowllng-saloons  of  Mr,  Graves,  next  to  the  Astor- 
House,  in  Vesey-street,  engaged  for  purposes  of  exercise  in  the  healthful  game  of 
ten-pins;  expanding  their  chests,  giving  vigor  to  their  muscles  and  play  to  their 
longs,  we  regard  it  as  a  favorable  omeu  that  pale  dyspeptics  will  by-aud-by  disap- 
pear from  the  thoroughfares,  and  cadaverous  faces  from  our  pulpits.  *  •  *  Jaiivib 
the  painter  was  never  considered,  we  believe,  as  a  strictly  pious  man,  in  the  general 
acceptation  of  that  term  ;  nor  was  he,  so  far  as  we  can  learn,  a  very  rigid  attendant 
upon  the  observances  of  the  Christian  Sabbath.  Certain  it  is,  thai  on  one  occasion 
a  neighbor  of  Ids  remonstrated  with  him  for  not  going  to  church  on  Sunday,  and  set 
forth  the  certainty  of  future  retribution  for  the  habitual  omission  of  that  sacred  duty. 
Jarvis  replied :  '  Well,  it  is  the  same  thing,  any  how.     Yon  say  I  shall  be  damned 

if  I  do  n't  go  to  church,  and  I'll  be  d d  if  I  do  /'     The  argument  was  a  non- 

aequitur,  and  the  deacon  ■  gi'11  in/  *  •  -  It  is  amusing  enough  to  run  one's  eye 
carelessly  over  the  advertisements  in  the  columns  of  a  widely-circulated  daily  jour- 
nal. The  grammar  of  many  is  slightly  lax,  and  the  rhetoric  of  others  not  altogether 
comprehensible.     ■  Par  example ;' 

I         ill  advertising:!  ►inniM  OPS*!  the  eye  of  the  smallish  gentleman  who  called  Tor  something  he 
<>ut  ttare,  and  wa*  not  willing  to  leave  hi*  name,  at  134  Bowery,  i'or  Mr,  SviTri*  can  iee  bin 
wilaettt  cowing  the  necood  time  Oth  Ave,  next  to  the  8.  Bank,  from  7  a.  ic.  to  6  r.  m  ,  which  may  fav« 

t.  b   s. 

What  did  that  *  smallish'  gentleman  do,  when  he  '  called  for  something  which  he 
did  not  stale,  and  was  not  willing  to  leave  his  name?1     But  here  is  another: 

WANTED :  (To  Tailors  :>  A  young  man  eaa  be  accommodated  with  good  board  end  teat-mom, 
wlih  the  firivileg e  of  a  girl  on  reasonable  terra*,  by  applying  at  No.  11  Heater-street,  up  •taira, 
to-morrow,  or  a*  *oun  a*  convenient  tun  week. 


We  scarcely  know  of  a  more  touching  instance  of  ■  the  ruling  passion  strong  in 
death1  than  is  afforded  in  the  last  words  of  a  school -master  who  had  gone  in  and  out 
before  successive  little  flocks  in  the  same  place  for  upward  of  thirty  yean.     When 
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the  film  of  death  was  gathoring  over  his  eyes,  which  were  soon  to  open  in  the  pre- 
sence of  Him  who  took  little  children  in  his  arms  and  blessed  them,  he  said:  '  It  is 
getting  dark — 'the  boys  may  go  out — ^school  s  dismissed!'  •  •  •  Who  wrote 
« Mary's  Dream  V  —  that  is  the  question.  It  is  not  Burns's,  nor  Tannehill's,  although 
it  is  worthy  of  either  of  them.  «  Who  wrote  it?'  again  we  ask.  But  perhaps  you 
do  n't  remember  it ;  and  perhaps  we  do  n't ;  but  as  it  runs  in  our  recollection,  (and 
a  life-time  memory,  going  back  to  *  primitive  boyhood,'  is  seldom  treacherous,)  it  is 
something  like  this : 


4  The  moon  had  climbed  the  highest  hill 

That  rises  o'er  the  source  of  Dee, 
And  from  its  eastern  summit  shed 

Her  silver  light  on  tower  and  tree  ; 
When  Mary  laid  her  down  to  rest. 

Her  thoughts  on  Sandy  far  at  sea, 
When,  soft  and  low,  a  voice  was  heard, 

Saying,  'Maby,  weep  no  more  for  me  1' 


'She  from  her  pillow  gently  rained 

Her  head,  to  ask  who  there  might  be. 
And  saw  young  Sandy  shivering  stand, 

With  visage  pale  and  hollow  e'e, 
'Oh !  Mary  dear,  cold  is  my  clay, 

It  lies  beneath  the  stormy-sea ) 
Far  in  its  depths  I  sleep  nlway, 

So,  Maby,  weep  no  more  for  me. 


'  Three  stormy  nights  and  stormy  days 

We  tossed  upon  the  raging  main. 
And  long  we  strove  our  bark  to  save, 

But  all  our  striving  was  in  vain; 
Even  then,  when  horror  chilled  my  Wood, 

My  heart  was  filled  with  love  for  thee  ? 
The  storm  is  past,  and  I  'm  at  rest, 

So,  Maby,  weep  no  more  for  me. 


4 Oh!  Mary,  dear,  thyself  prepare. 

We  soon  shall  meet  upon  that  shore 
Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  and  care, 

And  thou  and  I  shall  part  no  more  1' 
Loud  crew  the  cock;  the  shadow  fled; 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  sho  see ; 
But  soft  the  passing  spirit  said, 

'  Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me  !' r 


Old,  certainly ;  and  subject  to  possible  mistakes  in  the  transcription  from  one  of  the 
cells  of  reminiscence ;  but  is  n't  it  good  ?  4  .  .  We  decline  the  elaborate  notice  of 
Weshong's  New  System  of  Multiplication  and  Subtraction.1  He  is  by  no  means 
*  uniformly  accurate  in  his  results,'  as  has  been  frequently  tested.  Our  friend  Pro- 
fessor Mapes  (but  he  is  facile  princeps  in  every  thing)  has  a  much  better,  because 
always  correct  method.  We  have  often  seen  him  add  up  long  columns,  eight  or  ten 
figures  wide,  at  the  same  time,  and  with  wonderful  rapidity.  .  .  .  «  Did  you  ever 
hear,'  writes  an  esteemed  correspondent,  '  the  following  good  story  of  a  namesake  of 
your  great  progenitor,  who  held,  or  whilome  used  to  hold,  the  title  through  courtesy 

of  Prince  of  S ?     He  was  a  member  of  the  «  Rensselaer  County  Washington 

Benevolent  Society  ;'  and  one  Fourth -of- July,  when  the  Society  dined  at  the  hotel, 
he  was  appointed  to  go  out  upon  the  balcony,  on  the  giving  of  a  certain  toast,  and 
address  the  people  outside.  Unfortunately,  the  toast  came  rather  late  in  the  dinner, 
and  our  orator  was  too  much  inspirited  for  sober  eloquence.  Holding  on  to  the  rail- 
ing, he  began :  '  G-e-e-n'-men  and  fe-1-M-o-w  cizzens !  On  this  day,  seventeen 
hundred  and  seventy-six  years  ago,  Ge-n-r'l  Wash-in'-ton,  whom  I  wear  in  my  but- 
ton-hole, died  !'  The  climax  was  reached,  and  the  speech  at  an  end.  .  .  .  We 
perceive  that '  Punch'  has  taken  up  the  plan  proposed  by  '  Ollapod'  some  ten  years 
ago,  of  having  the  steam-whistles  of  locomotives  made  to  discourse  eloquent  music. 
We  wish  they  would  adopt  the  improvement  on  the  New-York  and  Erie  Rail-Road ; 
for  the  supernatural  shriek  which  their  iron-horse  now  sends  to  us  over  the  Tappa&n 
Zee  '  makes  night  hideous'  indeed.  •  .  .  Our  friend  Gilbert  Davis,  Esquire,  in 
addition  to  a  clip  of  hair  from  the  tail  of  the  ass  upon  which  our  Saviour  rode  into 
Jerusalem,  has  recently  obtained  from  Italy  a  bone  from  the  arm  of  the  beloved  die- 
disciple,  St  John.  He  says  that  when  he  was  tra  elling  in  that  country  toward  Rome, 
he  saw  at  various  places,  religiously  treasured  up  and  reverently  exhibited,  a  hand,  an 
arm,  or  a  leg,  of  the  same  saint ;  but  at  Rome  they  showed  him,  in  a  kind  of  cage, 


if<?  from  sscrilepoue  hands,  the  en  tiro  skeleton  !  Then,  he  say  a,  and  not  till  then, 
was  lie  convinced  !  .  .  .  Wuat  striking  misnomers  are  many  of  the  soubriquets 
applied  to  popular  personages  ;  and  what  is  still  more*  how  frequently  dq  they  lead  to 
an  entire  misconception  of  character.  You  have  heard  of  *  Old  Sol.  Smith,  render? 
1  Av  coors1  you  have,  if  you  are  not  deficient  in  that  '  edication1  which,  according  to 

mr  well-beloved  friend,  the  bMocfall  of  *  Peter  Cram/  is  *  the  credwuuV  glory  of 
the  Uniied-n  States-n  ' —  the  *  edication  of  the  newspapers,'  Coming  into  the  pub- 
lics lion- office  the  other  morning;  from  Door's*  we  found  awaiting  us,  in  company 

villi  an  old  friend t  the  versatile  and  accomplished  Editor  of  that  every-wkere-quoted 
journal*  the  'St.  \  tilt  J  (an  old-time  correspondent  of  this  Magazine,  who 

■  signally  developed  the  truth  of  the  maxim,  *  Laugh  ajidgrute  fat,1)  vve  found,  we 

ay,  awaiting  us,  *  Old  Sol  Smith*'     *  Old  Sol./  forsooth  !     Fancy  a  tall,  dignified, 

carcely  middle-aged  gentleman-farmer,  neat  as  wax,  clad  entirely  in  fine  unshorn 
wool  vestments,  of  a  lightish -blue  color,  with  the  calm,  self-possessed  maimers  of  a 
man  accustomed  to  society  and  to  human  nature,  and  yon  have  '  Old  Sol.  Surra' 

sactly.     But  that  we  knew  he  was  the  best  *  Maw  worm'  living,  having  seen  him, 

vhile  sore  with  laughter,  in  that  part  and  that  only,  at  the  Park-Theatre,  we  could 
never  have  believed  him  to  be  an  actor,  or  a  distinguished  manager  of  troops  of  actors. 
Strong  common  sense,  simplicity  of  manners,  well-reasoned  arguments  from  sound 

remises,  humor  never  dt  riop,  or  pressed  into  service;  these  we  retain  as  charac- 

eristica  of  *  Old  Sox*,'  of  whom  we  shall  never  read,  and  whom  we  shall  never  hear 

oken  of,  without  protesting  mentally  against  the  utter  fallacy  of  popular  impres- 

Mosr  persons  would  doubtless  consider  a  rusty  anchor  suspended  at  the 

dws  of  a  vessel  as  a  theme  not  very  suggestive  of  poetry  ;  but  touch  it  with  the 

vend  of  Imagination,  and  observe  the  change : 

'That  anchor  soon  wilt  dnnpe  the  lay  of  merry  teamen  here. 
For  lbs  *  Yeo-heave-o  I'  wad  106  '  Hoave-&w»y  V  anil  tie  M^hing  sjuWn  cheer  ; 

.    ?ea  diver,  who  bli:iil  soon  hehold  sucti  *uht*  at  iIjou  ? 
The  hoary  monster*"  palaces  1  luelhitikc  what  joj  Tl  were  now 
To  go  plumb  plunging  down  nuiid»t  the  assembly  of  the  whales, 
And  feel  the  churned  tea  roun:J  me  bod  beneath  lb<ir  scourging  taila! 
Than  dee|*  in  tangle- woods  t«  light  the  ftsreasas  umntrti, 
And  bf-ikI  Ihiij  foiled  and  bellowing  hack,  far  all  hit  ivory  horn  ; 
To  leave  the  subtle  sword-IUh  of  bony  blade  forlorn, 
And  for  the  gbustly  groining  shark  to  laugh  his  jaw*  to  scum  ! 

*0,  liTOini-nrmed  n»her  of  the  deep  !  whoee  fpnrti  can  equal  thine  T 
The  rnon?ter  weight*  S  thousand  tOM  that  tugs  thy  cabled iue  ; 
And  m  t  bj  thy  dellfht,  thy  ftory  day  by  day. 

Throaffv  i  sad  breaker  valla  tits  giant  game  to  play; 

But.  !»hrvinr  r  <»f  our  little  sports  !'  forgive  the  name  I  gave, 
A  fid  her' a  jay  in  to  destroy  ;  thine  office  it  to  save. 
O,  lodger  in  the  tea- king's  halls  !  woaldil  thrm  could  understand 
Wh(w«»  be  the  white  bone*  by  thy  side,  or  who  that  dripping  band 
Slow  swaying  in  the  heaving  waver  that  round  about  ties  bead, 
With  fcouods  like  breakers  In  a  dream,  bleasing  their  ancient  friend  V 

Is  n't  there  poetry  in  an  old  anchor  ?  •  >  A  young  correspondent  at  Andovor, 
(Mass.,)  who  seems  to  fancy  that  we  are  waiting  for  his  *  copy/  requests  us  to  '  say 
hat  we  should  like  htm  to  write  upon  for  our  paper.'     *  Will  you  please  to  suggest/ 

wxitett  *«uch  theme  or  topic  as  you  would  like  to  have  me  employ  my  pen  upon  7 
frose  or  verse,  it  matters  not  which.'  Oh,  certainly  :  write  the  history  of  the  unfor- 
tunate young  lady  who  died  of  love  and  green  apples,  a  long  time  ago,  in  an  apart- 
ment of  the  old  Van  Tassel  house,  n#w1he  delightful  *  Sunny  side  Cottage*  of  Geof- 
frey Crayon,  The  room  is  still  haunted  by  the  ghost  of  the  unfortunate  young 
damsel.     We  have  often  seen  her  walking  in  white  through  the  halls  of  that  classic 
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Houghton,  Junior,  formerly  of  oar  steamer,  *  The  Knickerbocker-'  Courtesy  and 
attention  to  the  Broadway  Theatre-goers  who  may  apply  at  his  department  are 
therefore  secured.  •  •  •  It  is  a  very  '  Ions;  time  ago'  since  Thomas  Hughe*,  of 
Gray's- Inn,  London,  wrote  *  The  Misfortune*  of  King  Arthur;9  bat  at  this  day 
some  there  be,  and  they  perhaps  not  querulous  nor  disappointed  spirits  either,  who 
would  assent  to  the  truth  of  these  two  stanzas: 

1  Tongues  are  untamde,  and  Fame  is  Envie's  dogge, 
That  absent  barckes,  and  present  mwnes  as  fast  i 
It  fearing  dare*,  aud  yet  hath  never  done. 
Bat  'dares;  though  death  redeem*  as  from  al  Toe 
Beside,  yet  death  redeem*  us  not  from  tongues. 

*  Thine.  Death,  is  all  that  east  or  west  can  see; 
For  thee  we  live ;  our  coming  is  not  long ; 
8pare  us,  but  whiles  we  may.  prepare  our  grave* ; 
Though  thou  wort  alowe.  we  hasteu  of  ourselves. 
The  hour  that  gave  did  also  take  our  lives; 
No  sooner  men  than  mortal  were  we  born.' 

It  most  be  very  comfortable  in  a  Parisian  restaurant,  if  we  may  judge  from  the 
'  report  of  a  friend,  recently  returned  from  the  French  capital.  He  called  at  a  cafe, 
where  he  hoped  to  encounter  a  friend.  The  vast  place  was  dense  with  smoke  ;  and 
on  inquiring  if  his  countryman  had  arrived,  the  attendant  said :  '  What  would  your 
friend  be  likely  to  order  ?'  He  mentioned  the  dish  he  had  frequently  heard  him  com- 
mend. '  Come  with  me/  said  the  attendant,  taking  in  his  hand  a  small  pair  of  orna- 
mented bellows.  They  plunged  into  the  smoke-cloud,  and  after  knocking  succes- 
sively against  concealed  legs,  and  treading  ou  invisible  toes,  the  attendant  paused, 
and  plied  his  little  bellows  over  a  table  that  stood  against  the  wall.  *  Is  this  your 
friend  ?'  said  he,  as  the  smoke  edied  away  before  the  puff*  of  the  gilded  wind-instru- 
ment It '  was  n't  any  body  else  ;'  and  down  the  two  young  Americans  sat,  to  talk 
about  home,  while  the  smoke-cloud  again  settled  down  upon  them.  •  •  •  In  con- 
nection with  Paris  and  its  restaurants,  let  us  speak  of  a  French  restaurant  in  this 
town,  which  we  can  cordially  commend  for  many  and  rare  merits.  Monsieur  Matc- 
rin,  at  Number  27  Dey-street,  without  pretence,  without  ostentation,  but  with  cour- 
teous attention,  singleness  of  purpose,  the  choicest  wines,  the  most  matchless  cookery, 
and  the  pleasantest  personal  attendance,  will  sutisfy  the  demands  of  any  tasteful 
'  good-liver*  or  luxurious  gourmet.  There  are  few  metropolitan  things  more  delight- 
ful than  a  dinner  at  Monsieur  Maturin's  with  a  party  of  agreeable  friends.  We 
•  speak  of  the  thingB  which  we  do  know.9  »  •  •  *  Why  was  Queen  Elizabeth  a 
greater  personage  than  Napoleon?  Give  it  up?  He  was  a  won-der,  but  she  was 
a  Tu-dor  !'  We  have  handed  over  the  manuscript  of  this  execrable  pun,  with  *  real 
name  and  address,'  to  our  friend  the  Chief  of  Police.  The  writer  is  «  spotted,'  and 
his  future  course  will  be  narrowly  watched.  •  •  •  The  'New -York  Evening  Mirror* 
daily  journal  has  received  into  itself  the  '  Daily  Gazette  and  Times,*  and  is  now 
among  the  liveliest,  best  conducted  and  widest  circulated  of  our  daily  sheets.  Mr. 
Fuller  is  indefatigable  in  his  efforts,  and  his  capable  assistants  second  well  his  exer- 
tions. A  second  series  of  «  Tom  Pepper '  is  commenced  as  a  feuilleton,  which  is 
continued  in  the  'Weekly  Mirror?  now  a  very  handsomely-printed  sheet,  in  the  folio 
form.  •  •  •  We  have  not  the  pleasure  of  a  personal  acquaintance  with  the  writer  of 
the  opening  paper  in  the  present  number ;  but  if  he  be  not  a  true  angler,  rather  than 
a  mere  catcher  of  fish  ;  a  lover  of  nature,  with  a  kind,  open  heart ;  such  a  man, 
in  short,  as  father  Walton  himself  would  have  loved,  then  shall  we  acknowledge 
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They  do  not  unite  even  in  their  wars.  The  bands  of  the  east  fight 
the  Ojibwas  on  the  Upper  Lakes ;  those  of  the  west  make  incessant 
war  upon  the  Snake  Indians  in  the  Rocky  Mountains.  As  the 
whole  people  is  divided  into  bands,  so  each  band  is  divided  into  vil- 
lages. Each  village  has  a  chief,  who  is  honored  and  obeyed  only 
so  far  as  his  personal  qualities  may  command  respect  and  fear. 
Sometimes  he  is  a  mere  nominal  chief;  sometimes  his  authority  is 
little  short  of  absolute,  and  his  fame  and  influence  reach  even  be- 
yond his  own  village  ;  so  that  the  whole  band  to  which  he  belongs 
is  ready  to  acknowledge  him  as  their  head.  This  was,  a  few  years 
since,  the  case  with  the  Ogillallah.  Courage,  address  and  enterprise 
may  raise  any  warrior  to  the  highest  honor,  especially  if  he  be  the 
son  of  a  former  chief,  or  a  member  of  a  numerous  family,  to  sup- 
port him  and  avenge  his  quarrels ;  but  when  he  has  reached  the 
dignity  of  chief,  and  the  old  men  and  warriors,  by  a  peculiar  cere- 
mony, have  formally  installed  him,  let  it  not  be  imagined  that  he 
assumes  any  of  the  outward  semblances  of  rank  and  honor.  He 
knows  too  well  on  how  frail  a  tenure  he  holds  his  station.  He  must 
conciliate  his  uncertain  subjects.  Many  a  man  in  the  village  lives 
better,  owns  more  squaws  and  more  horses,  and  goes  better  clad 
than  he.  Like  the  Teutonic  chiefs  of  old,  he  ingratiates  himself 
with  his  young  men  by  making  them  presents,  thereby  often  impo- 
verishing himself.  Does  he  fail  in  gaining  their  favor,  they  will  set 
his  authority  at  naught,  and  may  desert  him  at  any  moment;  for 
the  wild  usage 8  of  his  people  have  provided  no  sanctions  by  which 
he  may  enforce  his  authority.  Very  seldom  does  it  happen,  at  least 
among  these  western  bands,  that  a  chief  attains  to  much  power,  un- 
less he  is  the  head  of  a  numerous  family.  Frequently  the  village 
is  principally  made  up  of  his  relatives  and  descendants,  and  the 
wandering  community  assumes  much  of  the  patriarchal  character. 
A  people  so  loosely  united,  torn  too  with  rankling  feuds  and  jea- 
lousies, can  have  little  power  or  efficiency. 

The  western  Dahcotah  have  no  fixed  habitations.  Hunting  and 
fighting,  they  wander  incessantly,  through  summer  and  winter. 
Some  are  following  the  herds  of  buffalo  over  the  waste  of  prairie ; 
others  are  traversing  the  Black  Hills,  thronging,  on  horse-back  and 
on  foot,  through  the  dark  gulfs  and  sombre  gorges,  beneath  the  vast 
splintering  precipices,  and  emerging  at  last  upon  the  *  Parks,'  those 
beautiful  but  most  perilous  hunting-grounds.  The  buffalo  supplies 
them  with  almost  all  the  necessaries  of  life  ;  with  habitations,  food, 
clothing  and  fuel ;  with  strings  for  their  bows,  with  thread,  cordage 
and  trail-ropes  for  their  horses,  with  coverings  for  their  saddles, 
with  vessels  to  hold  water,  with  boats  to  cross  streams,  with  glue, 
and  with  the  means  of  purchasing  all  that  they  desire  from  the 
traders.  When  the  buffalo  are  extinct,  they  too  must  dwindle 
away. 

War  is  the  breath  of  their  nostrils.  Against  most  of  the  neigh- 
boring tribes  they  cherish  a  deadly,  rancorous  hatred,  transmitted 
from  father  to  son,  and  inflamed  by  constant  aggression  and  retalia- 
tion.   Many  times  a  year,  in  every  village,  the  Great  Spirit  is  called 
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This  original  young  gentleman  can  scribble  verse,  we  can  easily  conceive,  with- 
out the  aid  of  a  rhyming-dictionary.  ...  A  coaRiaroNOBNT  at  Baltimore  re- 
cently aent  na  a  good  but  quite  too  elaborate  a  atory  of  a  wag  who  laat  summer 
atartled  a  dinner-table-full  of  eager  feeders  with  the  intelligence  that  an  ice-berg  had 
found  its  way  up  the  bay  to  within  fifteen  miles  of  the  oity ;  that  it  had  been  char* 
tared  from  the  city  authorities,  steps  cut  in  its  sides  to  the  top,  and  an  ice-cream 
establishment  opened  upon  its  summit ;  two  milch-cows  having  been  elevated  to  the 
top  and  fed  on  sugar,  were  giving  ice-cream  every  time  they  were  milked !  This  is 
almost  as  big  a  story  as  '  Dam  Marble's  of  the  man  who  drove  the  machinery  of  two 
saw-mills  with  the  whey  which  ran  from  his 'immense  cheese-presses.  ...  If  we 
had  n't  so  many  boon  friends  and  clever  correapondenta  among  members  of  the  legal 
profession,  we  would  quote  the  following  description  of  their  class ;  bat  as  it  is,  it 
would  hardly  do:  *  Lawyers  are  men  who  hire  out  their  words  and  anger ;  who  are 
more  or  less  passionate  according  as  they  are  paid  for  it,  aud  allow  their  client  a  quan- 
tity of  wrath  proportionable  to  the  fee  which  they  receive  from  him.'  .  .  .  We 
have  been  favored  with  the  perusal  of  a  great  portion  of  an  illustrated  work,  in 
the  press  of  the  Brothers  Harper,  entitled  *  Campaign  Ske  tehee  of  the  War  with 
Mexico'  The  volume  is  from  the  pen  of  Captain  W.  S.  Henry,  of  the  United 
States'  Army ;  a  gentleman  whose  occasional  letters  from  the  seat  of  war,  published 
in  the  'Spirit  of  the  Times'  literary  and  sporting  journal  have  been  widely  copied 
and  much  admired.  The  qualities  of  the  writers  style  are,  directness  and  simplicity, 
with  a  pictureaqoeness  in  the  descriptive  portions,  not  less  faithful  than  it  is  attrac- 
tive. .  .  .  •  It  has  been  remarked  by  the  greatest  philosophers  of  oar  time,  and 
is  also  our  opinion/  that  we  are,  with  the  exception  of  owls  and  monkeys,  the  i 
serious  people  on  the  face  of  the  globe.  Our  very  amusements  have  an  air  of  i 
nity  about  them.  This  has  been  observed  by  all  travelled  Americans,  who  have  been 
enabled  to  contrast  the  abandon  of  European  hilarity  with  the  seriousness  of  oar  own, 
and  it  is  the  constant  comment  of  intelligent  foreigners.  '  We  have  no  amusements 
now-a-days,'  said  a  friend,  a  resident  in  the  country,  to  us  the  other  day.  '  There 
need  in  my  young  days  to  be  husking-bees,  and  quilting-frolics,  and  convocations  of 
the  young,  of  both  sexes,  to  pare  apples,  etc. ;  but  it  is  quite  otherwise  now.  The 
people,  young  and  old,  labor  all  the  week,  and  their  only  amusement  consists  in  going 
on  Sunday  to  church.  I  seldom  see  any  body  laugh,  now,'  he  added;  'we  have 
become  a  very  grave  people/  Are  we  any  better  for  it?  S'pectnoL  .  .  .  We  do 
not  recognize  the  western  friend  who  expresses  his  gratification  at  the  few  words 
which  we  devoted  in  onr  last  to  the  *  Tittlebat-Titmouee'  whom  we  encountered  in 
our  recent  trip  up  the  Great  Lakes ;  but  we  are  glad  that  he  considered  the  allusion 
well-deserved.  *  An  impudent  fellow,'  says  Addison,  '  is  an  outlaw  in  good  breeding, 
and  one  may  express  his  mind  of  him  fully.'  When  a  person  speaks  coarsely,  or  acts 
rudely,  he  has  dressed  himself  clean  to  no  purpose.  The  clothing  of  our  minds  cer- 
tainly ought  to  be  regarded  before  that  of  our  bodies.  To  betray  in  a  man's  talk  a 
corrupt  imagination,  or  in  his  manner  familiar  impertinence,  is  a  much  greater  offence 
against  the  conduct  of  gentlemen  than  any  negligence  of  dress.  Our  «  Tittlebat' 
reminded  us  continually  of  Squire  Weston's  landlord  at  the  '  Hercules  Pillars,'  who 
had  all  the  news  of  the  town,  and  could  tell  how  affairs  went,  knowing  a  great  deal, 
since  '  the  horses  of  many  of  the  quality  stood  at  his  house !' 


gy  A  most  provoking  misconception  has  prevented  the  appearance  of  nearly  two  pages  of 
l*0tic4s  0/  New  PnMitmtiM*,  and  two  of  •  Gossip,'  which,  had  been  placed  in  type.  Oar  friends  the 
booksellers  mast  p«rdon  the  eaavoidable  omission.    They  shall  have  attendee  in  oar  next. 
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lock ;  the  winds  of  a**hundred  winters  have  whistled  through  ray 
branches,  and  I  am  dead  at  the  top !'  Opposite  the  patriarch  was 
the  life-figure  of  his  nephew,  the  young  aspirant  Mahto-Tatouka; 
and  beside  these,  there  were  one  or  two  womeu  in  the  lodge. 

The  old  man's  story  is  peculiar,  and  singularly  illustrative  of  a 
superstitious  custom  that  prevails  in  full  force  among  many  of  the 
Indian  tribes.  He  was  one  of  a  powerful  family,  renowned  for 
their  warlike  exploits.  When  a  very  young  man,  he  submitted  to 
the  singular  rite  to  which  most  of  the  tribe  subject  themselves  be- 
fore entering  upon  life.  He  painted  his  face  black  ;  then  seeking 
out  a  cavern  in  a  sequestered  part  of  the  Black  Hills,  he  lay  for 
seven  days,  fasting  and  praying  to  the  Great  Spirit.  In  the  dreams 
and  visions  produced  by  his  weakened  and  excited  state,  he  fancied, 
like  all  Indians,  that  he  saw  supernatural  revelations.  Again  and 
again  the  form  of  an  antelope  appeared  before  him.  The  antelope 
is  the  graceful  peace-spirit  of  the  Ogillalfah ;  but  seldom  is  it  that 
such  a  gentle  visitor  presents  itself  during  the  initiatory  fasts  of  their 
young  men.  The  terrible  grizzly  bear,  the  divinity  of  war,  usually 
appears  to  fire  them  with  martial  ardor  and  thirst  for  renown.  At 
length  the  antelope  spoke.  He  told  the  young  dreamer  that  be  waa 
not  to  follow  the  path  of  war ;  that  a  life  of  peace  and  tranquillity 
was  marked  out  for  him  ;  that  thenceforward  he  was  to  guide  the 
people  by  his  counsels,  and  protect  them  from  the  evils  of  their  owq 
feuds  and  dissensions.  Others  were  to  gain  renown  by  fighting  the 
enemy ;  but  greatness  of  a  different  kind  was  in  store  for  him. 

The  visions  beheld  during  the  period  of  this  fast  usually  deter* 
mine  the  whole  course  of  the  dreamer's  life,  for  an  Indian  is  fast 
bound  by  his  iron  superstitions.  From  that  time  Le  Borgore,  which 
was  the  only  name  by  which  we  knew  him,  abandoned  all  thoughts 
of  war,  and  devoted  himself  to  the  labors  of  peace.  He  told  his 
vision  to  the  people.  They  honored  his  commission  and  respected 
him  in  his  novel  capacity. 

A  far  different  man  was  his  brother  Mahto-Tatouka,  who  had 
transmitted  his  names,  his  features,  and  many  of  his  characteristic 
qualities  to  his  son,  He  was  the  father  of  Henry  C  ha  ti  lion's  squaw, 
a  circumstance  which  proved  of  some  advantage  to  us  as  securing 
for  us  the  friendship  of  a  family  perhaps  the  most  distinguished  and 
powerful  in  the  whole  O^illallah  band*  Mahto-Tatouka,  in  his 
savage  way,  was  a  hero.  No  chief  could  via  with  him  in  warlike 
renown,  or  in  power  over  his  people.  He  had  a  fearless  spirit  and 
a  most  impetuous  and  inflexible  resolution,  His  will  was  law,  He 
was  politic  and  sagacious,  and  with  true  Indian  craft  he  always  be- 
friended the  whites,  well  knowing  that  he  might  thus  reap  great 
advantages  for  himself  and  his  adherents.  When  he  had  resolved 
on  any  course  of  conduct,  he  would  pay  to  the  warriors  the  empty 
compliment  of  calling  them  together  to  deliberate  upon  it,  and  when 
their  debates  were  over  he  would  quietly  state  his  own  opinion, 
which  no  one  ever  disputed.  The  consequences  of  thwarting  hia 
imperious  will  were  too  formidable  to  be  encountered*  Wo  to  those 
whot  incurred  hifl  displeasure  I     He  would  strike  them  or  stab  them 
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quate  present  to  her  rightful  proprietor,  the  easy  husband  for  the 
roost  part  rests  content,  his  vengeance  falls  asleep,  and  all  danger 
from  that  quarter  is  averted.  Yet  this  is  esteemed  but  a  pitiful  and 
mean-spirited  transaction.  The  danger  is  averted,  but  the  glory  of 
the  achievement  also  is  lost.  Mahto-Tatouka  proceeded  after  a 
more  gallant  and  dashing  fashion.  Out  of  several  dozen  squaws 
whom  he  had  stolen,  he  could  boast  that  he  had  never  paid  for  one, 
but  snapping  his  fingers  in  the  face  of  the  injured  husband,  had  de- 
fied the  extremity  of  his  indignation,  and  no  one  yet  had  dared  to 
lay  the  finger  of  violence  upon  him.  He  was  following  close  in  the 
footsteps  of  his  father.  _  The  young  men  and  the  young  squaws,  each 
in  their  way,  admired  him.  The  one  would  always  follow  him  to 
war,  and  he  was  esteemed  to  have  an  unrivalled  charm  in  the  eyes  of 
the  other.  Perhaps  his  impunity  may  excite  some  wonder.  An 
arrow  shot  from  a  ravine,  a  stab  given  in  the  dark,  require  no  great 
valor,  and  are  especially  suited  to  the  Indian  genius ;  but  Mahto- 
Tatouka  had  a  strong  protection.  It  was  not  alone  his  courage  and 
audacious  will  that  enabled  him  to  career  so  dashingly  among  his 
compeers.  His  enemies  did  not  forget  that  he  was  one  of  thirty 
warlike  brethren,  all  growing  up  to  manhood.  Should  they  wreak 
their  anger  upon  him,  twenty-nine  keen  eyes  would  be  ever  upon 
them,  twenty-nine  fierce  hearts  would  thirst  for  their  blood.  The 
avenger  would  dog  their  footsteps  every  where.  To  kill  Mahto-Ta- 
touka would  be  no  better  than  an  act  of  suicide. 

Though  he  found  such  favor  in  the  eyes  of  the  fair,  he  was  no 
dandy.  As  among  us,  those  of  highest  worth  and  breeding  are  most 
simple  in  manner  and  attire,  so  our  aspiring  young  friend  was  indif- 
ferent to  the  gaudy  trappings  and  ornaments  of  his  companions. 
He  was  content  to  rest  his  chances  of  success  upon  his  own  warlike 
merits.  He  never  arrayed  himself  in  gaudy  blanket  and  glittering 
necklaces,  but  left  his  statue-like  form  limbed  like  an  Apollo  of 
bronze,  to  win  its  own  way  to  favor.  His  voice  was  singularly  deep 
and  strong.  It  sounded  from  his  chest  like  the  deep  notes  of  an 
organ.  Yet  after  all,  he  was  but  an  Indian.  See  him  as  he  lies  there 
in  the  sun  before  our  tent,  kicking  his  heels  in  the  air  and  cracking 
jokes  with  his  brother.  Does  he  look  like  a  hero  ?  See  him  now 
in  the  hour  of  his  glory,  when  at  sunset  the  whole  village  empties 
itself  to  behold  him,  for  to-morrow  their  favorite  young  partizan 
goes  out  against  the  enemy.  His  superb  bead-dress  is  adorned  with 
a  crest  of  the  war-eagles'  feathers,  rising  in  a  waving  ridge  above 
his  brow,  and  sweeping  far  behind  him.  His  round  white  shield 
hangs  at  his  breast,  with  feathers  radiating  from  the  centre  like  a  star. 
His  quiver  is  at  his  back  ;  his  tall  lance  in  his  hand,  the  iron  point 
flashing  against  the  declining  sun,  while  the  long  scalp-locks  of  his 
enemies  flutter  from  the  shaft.  Thus,  gorgeous  as  a  champion  in 
his  panoply,  he  rides  round  and  round  within  the  great  circle  of 
lodges,  balancing  with  a  graceful  buoyancy  to  the  free  movements 
of  his  war-horse,  while  with  a  sedate  brow  he  sings  his  song  to  the 
Great  Spirit.  Young  rival  warriors  look  askance  at  him ;  vermil- 
lion-cheeked  girls  gaze  in  admiration,  boys  whoop  and  scream  in  a 
vol.  xxx.  63 
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suits,  not  to  be  borne  with  unless  in  case  of  dire  necessity.  The 
grass  no  longer  presented  a  smooth  surface  of  turf;  it  was  tram- 
pled into  mud  and  clay  ;  and  this  was  not  the  worst  evil  we  expe- 
rienced. So  we  removed  to  another  old  tree,  larger  yet,  that  grew 
by  the  river  side  at  a  furlong's  distance.  Its  trunk  was  full  six  feet 
in  diameter;  on  one  side  it  was  marked  by  a  party  of  Indians  with 
various  inexplicable  hieroglyphics,  commemorating  some  warlike 
enterprise,  and  aloft  among  the  branches  were  the  remains  ef  a 
scaffolding,  where  dead  bodies  had  once  been  deposited,  after  the 
Indian  manner. 

'  There  comes  Bull-Bear,'  said  Henry  Chatillon,  as  we  sat  on  the 
grass  at  dinner.  Looking  up,  we  saw  several  horsemen  coming 
over  the  neighboring  bill,  and  in  a  moment  four  stately  young  men 
rode  up  and  dismounted.  One  of  them  was  Bull-Bear,  or  Mahto- 
Tatouka,  a  compound  name  which  he  inherited  from  his  father,  the 
most  powerful  chief  in  the  Ogillallah  band.  One  of  his  brothers 
and  two  other  young  men  accompanied  him.  We  shook  bands 
with  the  visiters,  and  when  we  had  finished  our  meal  —  for  this  is 
the  orthodox  manner  of  entertaining  Indians,  even  the  best  of 
them  —  we  handed  to  each  a  tin  cup  of  coffee  and  a  biscuit,  at 
which  they  ejaculated  from  the  bottom  of  their  throats,  *How! 
how !'  a  monosyllable  by  which  an  Indian  contrives  to  express 
half  the  emotions  that  he  is  susceptible  of.  Then  we  lighted  the 
pipe  and  passed  it  to  them  as  they  squatted  on  the  ground. 
1  Where  is  the  village  V 

'  There,'  said  Mahto-Tatouka,  pointing  southward  ;  '  it  will  come 
in  two  days.' 

4  Will  they  go  to  the  war  V 
•Yes.'  * 

No  man  is  a  philanthropist  on  the  prairie.  We  welcomed  this 
news  most  cordially,  and  congratulated  ourselves  that  Bordeaux's 
interested  efforts  to  divert  the  whirlwind  from  bis  congenial  voca- 
tion of  bloodshed  had  failed  of  success,  and  that  no  additional  ob- 
stacles would  interpose  between  us,  and  our  plan  of  repairing  to  the 
rendezvous  at  La  Boute's  camp. 

For  that  and  several  succeeding  days,  Mahto-Tatouka  and  his 
friends  remained  our  guests.  They  devoured  the  relics  of  our 
meals ;  they  filled  the  pipe  for  us,  and  also  helped  us  to  smoke  it. 
Sometimes  they  lay  basking  in  the  hot  sun.  Sometimes  they 
stretched  themselves  side  by  side  in  the  shade,  indulging  in  raillery 
and  practical  jokes,  ill  becoming  the  dignity  of  brave  and  aspiring 
warriors,  such  as  two  of  them  in  reality  were. 

Two  days  dragged  away,  and  on  the  morning  of  the  third  we 
hoped  confidently  to  see  the  Indian  village.  It  did  not  come ;  so 
we  rode  out  to  look  for  it.  In  place  of  the  eight  hundred  Indians 
we  expected,  we  met  one  solitary  savage  riding  toward  us  over  the 
prairie,  who  told  us  that  the  Indians  had  changed  their  plan,  and 
would  not  come  within  three  days  ;  still  he  persisted  that  they  were 
going  to  the  war.  Taking  along  with  us  this  messenger  of  evil 
tidings,  we  retraced  our  footsteps  to  the  camp,  amusing  Quraelves 
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by  the  way  with  execrating  Indian  inconstancy.  When  we  came 
in  sight  of  our  little  White  tent  under  the  big  tree,  we  saw  that  it  no 
longer  stood  alone.  A  huge  old  lodge  was  erected  close  by  its  side, 
discolored  by  rain  and  storms,  rotten  with  age,  with  the  uncouth 
figures  of  horses  and  men  and  outstretched  hands  that  were  painted 
upon  it  well  nigh  obliterated.  The  long  poles  which  supported  this 
squalid  habitation  thrust  themselves  rakishly  out  from  its  pointed 
top,  and  over  its  entrance  were  suspended  a  '  medicine-pipe'  and 
various  other  implements  of  the  magic  art.  While  we  were  yet  at 
a  distance,  we  observed  a  greatly  increased  population  of  various 
colors  and  dimensions,  swarming  around  our  quiet  encampment. 
Moran  the  trapper  having  been  absent  for  a  day  or  two,  had  re- 
turned, it  seemed,  bringing  all  his  family  with  him.  He  had  taken 
to  himself  a  wife,  for  whom  he  had  paid  the  established  price  of  one 
horse.  This,  reader,  looks  cheap  at  first  sight,  but  in  truth  the  pur- 
chase of  a  squaw  is  a  transaction  which  iio  man  should  enter  into 
without  mature  deliberation,  since  it  involves  not  only  the  payment 
of  the  first  prico,  but  the  formidable  burden  of  feeding  and  sup- 
porting a  rapacious  horde  of  the  bride's  relatives,  who  hold  them- 
selves entitled  to  feed  upon  the  indiscreet  white  man.  They  gather 
round  like  leeches,  and  drain  him  of  all  he  has. 

Moran,  like  Reynal,  had  not  allied  himself  to  an  aristocratic  cir- 
cle. His  relatives  occupied  but  a  contemptible  position  in  Ogillal- 
lah  society;  for  among  these  wild  democrats  of  the  prairie,  as 
among  us,  there  are  virtual  distinctions  of  rank  and  place ;  though 
this  great  advantage  they  have  over  us,  that  wealth  has  no  part  in 
determining  such  distinctions.  Moran's  partner  was  not  the  most 
beautiful  of  her  sex,  and  he  had  the  exceedingly  bad  taste  to  array 
ber  in  an  old  calico  gown,  bought  from  an  emigrant  woman,  in- 
stead of  the  neat  and  graceful  tunic  of  whitened  deer-skin  worn 
ordinarily  by  the  squaws.  The  moving  spirit  of  the  establishment, 
in  more  senses  than  one,  was  a  hideous  old  hag  of  eighty.  Human 
imagination  never  conceived  hobgoblin  or  witch  more  ugly  than 
she.  You  could  count  all  her  ribs  through  the  wrinkles  of  the 
leathery  skin  that  covered  them.  Her  withered  face  more  resem- 
bled an  old  skull  than  the  countenance  of  a  living  being,  even  to 
the  hollow,  darkened  sockets,  at  the  bottom  of  which  glittered  her 
little  black  eyes.  Her  arms  had  dwindled  away  into  nothing  but 
whip-cord  and  wire.  Her  hair,  half  black,  half  gray,  hung  in  total 
neglect  nearly  to  the  ground,  and  her  sole  garment  consisted  of  the 
remnant  of  a  discarded  buffalo- robe,  tied  round  her  waist  with  a 
string  of  hide.  Yet  the  old  squaw's  meagre  anatomy  was  wonder- 
fully strong.  She  pitched  the  lodge,  packed  the  horses,  and  did 
the  hardest  labor  of  the  camp.  From  morning  till  night  she  bustled 
about  the  lodge,  screaming  like  a  screech-owl  when  any  thing  disJ 
pleased  her.  Then  there  was  her  brother,  a  '  medicine-man,'  or 
magician,  equally  gaunt  and  sinewy  with  herself.  His  mouth 
spread  from  ear  to  ear,  and  his  appetite,  as  we  had  full  occasion  to 
learn,  was  ravenous  in  proportion.  The  other  inmates  of  the  lodge* 
were  a  young  bride  and  bridegroom ;  the  latter  one  of  those  idler, 
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good-for-nothing  fellows  who  infest  an  Indian  Tillage  as  well  as 
more  civilized  communities.  He  was  fit  neither  for  hunting  nor  for 
war;  and  one  might  infer  as  much  from  the  stolid  unmeaning  ex- 

Eression  of  his  face.  The  happy  pair  had  just  entered  upon  the 
oney-moon.  They  would  stretch  a  buffalo-robe  upon  poles,  so  as 
to  protect  them  from  the  fierce  rays  of  the  sun,  and  spreading  be- 
neath this  rough  canopy  a  luxuriant  couch  of  furs,  would  sit  affec- 
tionately side  by  side  for  half  the  day,  though  I  could  not  discover 
that  much  conversation  passed  between  them.  Probably  they  had 
nothing  to  say  ;  for  an  Iudian's  supply  of  topics  for  conversation  is 
far  from  being  copious.  There  were  half  a  dozen  children,  too, 
playing  and  whooping  about  the  camp,  shooting  birds  with  little 
bows  and  arrows,  or  making  miniature  lodges  of  sticks,  aa  children 
of  a  different  complexion  build  houses  of  blocks. 

A  day  passed,  and  Indians  began  rapidly  to  come  in.  Parties  of 
two  or  three  or  half  a  dozen  would  ride  up  and  silently  seat  them- 
selves on  the  grass.  The  fourth  day  came  at  last,  when  about  noon 
horsemen  suddenly  came  into  view  on  the  summit  of  the  neighbor- 
ing ridge.  They  descended,  and  behind  them  appeared  a  wild  pro- 
cession, hurrying  in  haste  and  disorder  down  the  hill  and  over  the 
plain  below;  horses,  mules  and  dogs,  heavily-burdened  travaux, 
mounted  warriors,  squaws  walking  amid  the  throng,  and  a  host  of 
children,  swarming  over  the  hill-side.  For  a  full  half-hour  they 
continued  to  pour  down ;  and  keeping  directly  to  the  bend  of  the 
stream,  within  a  furlong  of  us,  they  soon  assembled  there,  a  dark 
and  confused  throng,  until,  as  if  by  magic,  a  hundred  and  fifty  tall 
lodges  sprung  up.  On  a  sudden  the  lonely  plain  was  transformed 
into  the  site  of  a  miniature  city.  Countless  horses  were  soon  gra- 
zing over  the  meadows  around  us,  and  the  whole  prairie  was  ani- 
mated by  restless  figures  careering  on  horse-back,  or  sedately  stalk- 
ing in  their  long  white  robes.  The  Whirlwind  was  come  at  last ! 
One  question  yet  remained  to  be  answered  :  4  Will  he  go  to  the  war, 
in  order  that  we,  with  so  respectable  an  escort,  may  pass  over  to 
the  somewhat  perilous  rendezvous  at  La  Boute's  camp  V 

Still  this  remained  in  doubt.  Characteristic  indecision  perplexed 
their  councils.  Indians  cannot  act  in  large  bodies.  Though  their 
object  be  of  the  highest  importance,  they  cannot  combine  to  attain 
it  by  a  series  of  connected  efforts.  King  Philip,  Pontiac  and  Te- 
cumseh  all  felt  this  to  their  cost.  The  Ogillallah  once  had  a  war- 
chief  who  could  control  them  ;  but  be  was  dead,  and  now  they  were 
left  to  the  sway  of  their  own  unsteady  impulses. 

This  Indian  village  and  its  inhabitants  will  hold  a  prominent 
place  in  the  rest  of  this  narrative,  and  perhaps  it  may  not  be  amiss 
to  glance  for  an  instant  at  the  savage  people  of  which  they  form  a 
part  The  Dahcotah  (I  prefer  this  national  designation  to  the  un- 
meaning French  name,  Sioux,)  range  over  a  vast  territory,  from  the 
river  St.  Peter's  to  the  Rocky  Mountains  themselves.  They  are 
divided  into  several  independent  bands,  united  under  no  central 
government,  and  acknowledging  no  common  bead.  The  same  lan- 
guage, usages  and  superstitions  form  the  sole  bond  between  them. 
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hour  after  hour  sat  a  circle  of  children  and  young  girls,  laughing 
and  talking,  their  round,  merry  faces  glowing  in  the  ruddy  light. 
We  could  hear  the  monotonous  notes  of  the  drum  from  the  Indian 
villages,  with  the  chaunting  of  the  war-song,  deadened  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  the  long  chorus  of  quavering  yells,  where  the  war-dance 
was  going  on  in  the  largest  lodge.  For  several  nights,  too,  we  could 
hear  wild  and  mournful  cries,  rising  and  dying  away  like  the  melan- 
choly voice  of  a  wolf.  They  came  from  the  sisters  and  female  rela- 
tives of  Mahto-Tatouka,  who  were  gashing  their  limbs  with  knives 
and  bewailing  the  death  of  Henry  Cbattillon's  squaw.  The  hour 
would  grow  late  before  all  retired  to  rest  in  the  camp.  Then  the  em- 
bers of  the  fires  would  be  glowing  dimly,  the  men  would  be  stretched 
in  their  blankets  on  the  ground,  and  nothing  could  be  beard  but  the 
restless  motions  of  the  crowded  horses. 

I  recall  these  scenes  with  a  mixed  feeling  of  pleasure  and  pain. 
At  this  time,  I  was  so  reduced  by  illness  that  I  could  seldom  walk 
without  reeling  like  a  drunken  man,  and  when  I  rose  from  my  seat 
upon  the  ground  the  landscape  suddenly  grew  dim  before  my  eyes, 
the  trees  and  lodges  seemed  to  sway  to  and  fro,  and  the  prairie  to 
rise  and  fall  like  the  swells  of  the  ocean.  Such  a  state  or  things  is 
by  no  means  enviable  any  where.  In  a  country  where  a  man's  life 
may  at  any  moment  depend  on  the  strength  of  his  arm,  or  it  may  be 
on  the  activity  of  his  legs,  it  is  more  particularly  inconvenient. 
Medical  assistance  of  course  there  was  none  ;  neither  had  I  the 
means  of  pursuing  a  system  of  diet ;  and  sleeping  on  damp  ground, 
with  an  occasional  drenching  from  a  shower,  would  hardly  be  re- 
commended as  beneficial.  I  sometimes  suffered  the  extremity  of 
languor  and  exhaustion,  and  though  at  the  time  I  felt  no  apprehen- 
sions of  the  final  result,  I  have  since  learned  that  at  several  periods 
my  situation  was  a  critical  one. 

Beside  other  formidable  inconveniences,  I  owe  it  in  a  great  mea- 
sure to  the  remote  effects  of  that  unlucky  disorder  that  from  defi- 
cient eye  sight  I  am  compelled  to  employ  the  pen  of  another  in 
taking  down  this  narrative  from  my  lips  ;  and  I  have  learned  very 
effectually  that  a  violent  attack  of  dysentery  on  the  prairie  is  a  thing 
too  serious  for  a  joke.  I  tried  repose  and  a  very  sparing  diet.  For 
a  long  time,  with  exemplary  patience,  I  lounged  about  the  camp,  or 
at  the  utmost  staggered  over  to  the  Indian  village,  and  walked  faint 
and  dizzy  among  the  lodges.  It  would  not  do  ;  and  I  bethought  me 
of  starvation.  During  five  days  I  sustained  life  on  one  small  bis- 
cuit a  day.  At  the  end  of  that  time  I  was  weaker  than  before,  but 
the  disorder  seemed  shaken  in  its  strong-hold,  and  very  gradually  I 
began  to  resume  a  less  rigid  diet.  No  sooner  had  I  done  so  than 
the  sa me  detested  symptoms  revisited  me  ;  my  old  4nemy  resumed 
his  pertinacious  assaults,  yet  not  with  his  former  violence  or  con- 
stancy, and  though  before  I  regained  any  fair  portion  of  my  ordi- 
nary strength  weeks  had  elapsed,  and  months  passed  before  the  dis- 
order left  me,  yet  thanks  to  old  habits  of  activity,  and  a  merciful 
Providence,  I  was  able  to  sustain  myself  against  it. 

I  used  to  He  languid  and  dreamy  before  our  tent,  and  muse  on 
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upon,  fasts  are  made,  the  war-parade  is  celebrated,  and  the  warriors 
go  out  by  bandfuls  at  a  time  against  the  enemy.  This  fierce  and 
evil  spirit  awakens  their  most  eager  aspirations,  and  calls  forth  their 
greatest  energies.  It  is  chiefly  this  that  saves  them  from  lethargy 
and  utter  abasement.  Without  its  powerful  stimulus  they  would  be 
like  the  un warlike  tribes  beyond  the  mountains,  who  are  scattered 
among  the  caves  and  rocks  like  beasts,  living  on  roots  and  reptiles. 
These  latter  have  little  of  humanity  except  the  form  ;  but  the  proud 
and  ambitious  Dabcotah  warrior  can  sometimes  boast  of  heroic 
virtues.  It  is  very  seldom  that  distinction  and  influence  are  attained 
among  them  by  any  other  course  than  that  of  arms.  Their  super- 
stition, however,  sometimes  gives  great  power  to  those  among  them 
who  pretend  to  the  character  of  magicians.  Their  wild  hearts,  too, 
can  feel  the  power  of  oratory,  and  yield  deference  to  the  masters 
of  it. 

But  to  return.  Look  into  our  tent,  reader,  or  enter,  if  you  can 
bear  the  stifling  smoke  and  the  close  atmosphere.  There,  wedged 
close  together,  you  will  see  a  circle  of  stout  warriors,  passing  the 
pipe  around,  joking,  telling  stories,  and  making  themselves  merry, 
after  their  fashion  We  were  also  infested  by  little  copper-colored 
naked  boys  and  snake-eyed  girls.  They  would  come  up  to  us,  mut- 
tering certain  words,  which  being  interpreted  conveyed  the  concise 
invitation,  '  Come  and  eat/  Then  we  would  rise,  cursing  the  per- 
tinacity of  Dahcotah  hospitality,  which  allowed  scarcely  an  hour  of 
rest  between  sun  and  sun,  and  to  which  we  were  bound  to  do  honor, 
unless  we  would  offend  our  entertainers.  This  necessity  was  par- 
ticularly burdensome  to  me,  as  I  was  scarcely  able  to  walk,  from 
the  effects  of  illness,  and  was  of  course  poorly  qualified  to  dispose 
of  twenty  meals  a  day.  Of  these  sumptuous  banquets  I  gave  a 
specimen  in  a  former  chapter,  where  the  tragical  fate  of  the  little 
dog  was  chronicled ;  therefore  no  more  of  them,  just  at  present 
The  recollection  is  quite  sufficient,  and  I  would  rain  be  excused 
from  the  details.  So  bounteous  an  entertainment  looks  like  an  out- 
gushing  of  good-will ;  but  doubtless  one-half  at  least  of  our  kind 
hosts,  had  they  met  us  alone  and  unarmed  on  the  prairie,  would 
have  robbed  us  of  our  horses,  and  perchance  have  bestowed  an 
arrow  upon  us  beside.  Trust  not  an  Indian.  Let  your  rifle  be 
ever  in  your  hand.  Wear  next  your  heart  the  old  chivalric  motto, 
•  Semper  Paratus.' 

One  morning  we  were  summoned  to  the  lodge  of  an  old  man,  in 
good  truth  the  Nestor  of  his  tribe.  We  found  him  half  sitting,  half 
reclining  on  a  pile  of  buffalo-robes ;  his  long  hair,  jet-black  even 
now,  though  he  had  seen  some  eighty  winters,  hung  on  either  side 
of  his  thin  features.  Those  most  conversant  with  Indians  in  their 
homes  will  scarcely  believe  me  when  I  affirm  that  there  was  true 
dignity  in  his  countenance  aud  mien.  His  gaunt  but  symmetrical 
frame  did  not  more  clearly  exhibit  the  wreck  of  by-gone  strength 
than  did  hiB  dark  wasted  features,  still  prominent  and  commnnding, 
bear  the  stamp  of  mental  energies.  I  recalled,  as  I  saw  him,  the 
eloquent  metaphor  of  the  Iroquois  sachem  :  •  I  am  an  aged  hem- 
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prairie,  exclaimed  suddenly  that  a  horseman  was  approaching,  and 
in  truth  we  could  just  discern  a  small  black  speck  slowly  moving 
over  the  face  of  a  distant  swell,  like  a  fly  creeping  on  a  wall.  It 
rapidly  grew  larger  as  it  approached. 

'  White  man,  I  b'lieve,'  said  Henry;  'look  how  he  ride!  Indian 
never  ride  that  way.     Yes  ;  he  got  rifle  on  the  saddle  before  him.' 

The  horseman  disappeared  in  a  hollow  of  the  prairie,  but  we 
soon  saw  him  again ;  and  as  he  came  riding  at  a  gallop  toward  us 
through  the  crowd  of  Indians,  his  long  hair  streaming  in  the  wind 
behind  him,  we  recognized  the  ruddy  face  and  old  buck-skin  frock 
of  Jean  Gias,  the  trapper.  He  was  just  arrived  from  Fort  Lara- 
mie, where  he  had  been  on  a  visit,  and  he  said  he  had  a  message 
for  us.  A  trader  named  Bisonette,  one  of  Henry's  friends,  was 
lately  come  from  the  settlements,  and  intended  to  go  with  a  party 
of  men  to  La  Route's  camp,  where,  as  Jean  Gras  assured  us, 
ten  or  twelve  villages  of  Indians  would  certainly  assemble.  Biso- 
nette desired  that  we  would  cross  over  and  meet  him  there,  and 
promised  that  his  men  should  protect  our  horses  and  baggage  while 
we  went  among  the  Indians.  Shaw  and  I  stopped  our  horses  and 
held  a  council  of  war,  and  in  an  evil  hour  we  resolved  to  go. 

For  the  rest  of  that  day's  journey  our  course  and  that  of  the  In- 
dians was  the  same.  In  less  than  an  hour  we  came  to  where  the 
high  barren  prairie  terminated,  sinking  down  abruptly  in  steep  de- 
clivities;  and  standing  on  these  heights,  we  saw  below  us  a  great 
level  meadow.  Laramie  Creek  bounded  it  on  the  left,  sweeping 
along  in  the  shadow  of  the  declivities,  and  passing  with  its  shallow 
and  rapid  current  just  below  us.  We  sat  on  horse-back,  waiting  and 
looking  on,  while  the  whole  savage  array  went  pouring  past  us, 
hurrying  down  the  descent,  and  spreading  themselves  over  the 
meadow  below.  In  a  few  moments  the  plain  was  swarming  with 
the  moving  multitude,  some  just  visible,  like  specks  in  the  distance, 
others  still  passing  on,  pressing  down  and  fording  the  stream  with 
bustle  and  confusion.  On  the  edge  of  the  heights  sat  half  a  dozen 
of  the  elder  warriors,  gravely  smoking  and  looking  down  with  un- 
moved faces  on  the  wild  and  striking  spectacle. 

Up  went  the  lodges  in  a  circle  on  the  margin  of  the  stream.  For 
the  sake  of  quiet  we  pitched  our  tent  among  some  trees  at  half  a 
mile's  distance.  In  the  afternoon  we  were  in  the  village.  The 
day  was  a  glorious  one,  and  the  whole  camp  seemed  lively  and  ani- 
mated in  sympathy.  Groups  of  children  and  young  girls  were 
laughing  gaily  on  the  outside  of  the  lodges.  The  shields,  the  lances 
and  the  bows  were  removed  from  the  tall  tripods  on  which  they 
usually  hung,  before  the  dwellings  of  their  owners.  The  warriors 
were  mounting  their  horses,  and  one  by  one  riding  away  over  the 
prairie  toward  the  neighboring  hills. 

Shaw  and  I  sat  on  the  grass  near  the  lodge  of  Reynal.  An  old 
woman,  with  true  Indian  hospitality,  brought  a  bowl  of  boiled  veni- 
son and  placed  it  before  us.  We  amused  ourselves  with  watching 
half  a  dozen  young  squaws  who  were  playing  together  and  chasing 
each  other  in  and  out  of  one  of  the  lodges.     Suddenly  the  wild  yell 
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on  the  spot ;  and  this  act,  which  if  attempted  by  any  other  chief  would 
instantly  have  cost  him  his  life,  the  awe  inspired  by  his  name  ena- 
bled him  to  repeat  again  and  again  with  impunity.  In  a  commu- 
nity where,  from  immemorial  time,  no  man  has  acknowledged  any 
law  but  his  own  will,  Mahto-Tatouka,  by  the  force  of  his  dauntless 
resolution,  raised  himself  to  power  little  short  of  despotic.  His 
haughty  career  came  at  last  to  an  erid.  He  had  a  host  of  enemies 
only  waiting  for  their  opportunity  of  revenge,  and  our  old  friend 
Smoke,  in  particular,  together  with  all  his  kinsman,  hated  him  most 
cordially.  Smoke  sat  one  day  in  his  Ipdge,  in  the  midst  of  his  own 
village,  when  Mahto-Tatouka  entered  it  alone,  and  approaching  the 
dwelling  of  his  enemy,  called  on  him  in  a  loud  voice  to  come  out,  if 
be  were  a  man,  and  fight.  Smoke  would  not  move.  At  this  Mahto- 
Tatouka  proclaimed  him  a  coward  and  an  old  woman,  and  striding 
close  to  the  entrance  of  the  lodge,  stabbed  the  chiefs  best  horse, 
which  was  picketed  there.  Smoke  was  daunted,  and  even  this  in- 
sult failed  to  call  him  forth.  Mahto-Tatouka  moved  haughtily  away; 
all  made  way  for  him,  but  his  hour  of  reckoning  was  near. 

One  hot  day,  five  or  six  years  ago,  a  dozen  lodges  of  Smoke's  kins- 
men were  gathered  around  some  of  the  Fur  Company's  men,  who 
were  trading  in  various  articles  with  them,  and  whiskey  among  the 
rest.  Mahto-Tatouka  was  also  there  with  a  few  of  his  people.  As 
he  lay  in  his  own  lodge,  a  fray  arose  between  his  adherents  and  the 
kinsman  of  his  enemy.  The  war-whoop  was  raised,  bullets  and 
arrows  began  to  fly,  and  the  camp  was  in  confusion.  The  chief 
sprang  up,  and  rushing  in  a  fury  from  the  lodge,  shouted  to  the  com- 
batants on  both  Bides  to  cease.  Instantly  -*•  for  the  attack  was  pre- 
concerted—  came  the  reports  of  two  or  three  guns,  and  the  twang- 
ing of  a  dozen  bows,  and  the  savage  hero,  mortally  wounded,  pitched 
forward  headlong  to  the  ground.  Rouleau  was  present,  and  told  me 
the  particulars.  The  tumult  became  general,  and  was  not  quelled 
until  several  had  fallen  on  both  sides.  When  we  were  in  the  coun- 
try, the  feud  between  the  two  families  was  still  rankling,  and  not 
likely  soon  to  cease. 

Thus  died  Mahto-Tatouka,  but  he  left  behind  him  a  goodly  army 
of  descendants,  to  perpetuate  his  renown  and  avenge  his  fate.  Be- 
side daughters,  he  had  thirty  sons,  a  number  which  need  not  stagger 
the  credulity  of  those  who  are  best  acquainted  with  the  Indian  usages 
and  practices.  We  saw  a  dozen  or  more  of  them,  all  marked  by 
the  same  dark  complexion,  and  the  same  peculiar  cast  of  features. 
Of  these,  our  visitor,  young  Mahto-Tatouka,  was  the  eldest,  and  some 
reported  him  as  likely  to  succeed  to  his  fathers'  honors.  Though  I 
should  think  him  not  more  than  twenty-one  years  old,  he  had  oftener 
struck  the  enemy,  and  stolen  more  horses  and  more  squaws  than 
any  young  man  in  the  village.  We  of  the  civilized  world  are  not 
apt  to  attach  much  credit  to  the  latter  species  of  exploits ;  but  horse- 
stealing is  well  known  as  an  avenue  to  distinction  on  the  prairies, 
and  the  other  kind  of  depredation  is  esteemed  equally  meritorious. 
Not  that  the  act  can  confer  fame  from  its  own  intrinsic  merits.  Any 
one  can  steal  a  squaw,  and  if  he  chooses  afterward  to  make  an  ade- 
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They  do  not  unite  even  in  their  wars.  The  bands  of  the  east  fight 
the  Ojibwas  on  the  Upper  Lakes ;  those  of  the  west  make  incessant 
war  upon  the  Snake  Indians  in  the  Rocky  Mountains.  As  the 
whole  people  is  divided  into  bands,  so  each  band  is  divided  into  vil- 
lages. Each  village  has  a  chief,  who  is  honored  and  obeyed  only 
so  far  as  his  personal  qualities  may  command  respect  and  fear. 
Sometimes  he  is  a  mere  nominal  chief;  sometimes  his  authority  is 
little  short  of  absolute,  and  his  fame  and  influence  reach  even  be- 
yond his  own  village  ;  so  that  the  whole  band  to  which  he  belongs 
is  ready  to  acknowledge  him  as  their  bead.  This  was,  a  few  years 
since,  the  case  with  the  Ogillallah.  Courage,  address  and  enterprise 
may  raise  any  warrior  to  the  highest  honor,  especially  if  he  be  the 
son  of  a  former  chief,  or  a  member  of  a  numerous  family,  to  sup- 

Sort  him  and  avenge  his  quarrels ;  but  when  he  has  reached  the 
ignity  of  chief,  and  the  old  men  and  warriors,  by  a  peculiar  cere- 
mony, have  formally  installed  him,  let  it  not  be  imagined  that  he 
assumes  any  of  the  outward  semblances  of  rank  and  honor.  He 
knows  too  well  on  how  frail  a  tenure  he  holds  his  station.  He  must 
conciliate  bis  uncertain  subjects.  Many  a  man  in  the  village  lives 
better,  owns  more  squaws  and  more  horses,  and  goes  better  clad 
than  be.  Like  the  Teutonic  chiefs  of  old,  he  ingratiates  himself 
with  his  young  men  by  making  them  presents,  thereby  often  impo- 
verishing himself.  Does  he  fail  in  gaining  their  favor,  they  will  set 
his  authority  at  naught,  and  may  desert  him  at  any  moment;  for 
the  wild  usages  of  his  people  have  provided  no  sanctions  by  which 
he  may  enforce  his  authority.  Very  seldom  does  it  happen,  at  least 
among  these  western  bands,  that  a  chief  attains  to  much  power,  un- 
less he  is  the  head  of  a  numerous  family.  Frequently  the  village 
is  principally  made  up  of  bis  relatives  and  descendants,  and  the 
wandering  community  assumes  much  of  the  patriarchal  character. 
A  people  so  loosely  united,  torn  too  with  rankling  feuds  and  jea- 
lousies, can  have  little  power  or  efficiency. 

The  western  Dahcotah  have  no  fixed  habitations.  Hunting  and 
fighting,  they  wander  incessantly,  through  summer  and  winter. 
Some  are  following  the  herds  of  buffalo  over  the  waste  of  prairie ; 
others  are  traversing  the  Black  Hills,  thronging,  on  horse-back  and 
on  foot,  through  the  dark  gulfs  and  sombre  gorges,  beneath  the  vast 
splintering  precipices,  and  emerging  at  last  upon  the  •  Parks,'  those 
beautiful  but  most  perilous  hunting-grounds.  The  buffalo  supplies 
them  with  almost  all  the  necessaries  of  life  ;  with  habitations,  food, 
clothing  and  fuel ;  with  strings  for  their  bows,  with  thread,  cordage 
and  trail-ropes  for  their  horses,  with  coverings  for  their  saddles, 
with  vessels  to  hold  water,  with  boats  to  cross  streams,  with  glue, 
and  with  the  means  of  purchasing  all  that  they  desire  from  the 
traders.  When  the  buffalo  are  extinct,  they  too  must  dwindle 
away. 

War  is  the  breath  of  their  nostrils.  Against  most  of  the  neigh- 
boring tribes  they  cherish  a  deadly,  rancorous  hatred,  transmitted 
from  father  to  son,  and  inflamed  by  constant  aggression  and  retalia- 
tion.   Many  times  a  year,  in  every  village,  the  Great  Spirit  is  called 
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thrill  of  delight,  and  old  women  yell  forth  his  name  and  proclaim 
his  praises  from  lodge  to  lodge. 

Truly  it  is  a  poor  thing,  this  life  of  an  Indian.  Few  and  mean 
are  its  pleasures.  War  without  the  inspiration  of  chivalry,  gal- 
lantry with  no  sentiment  to  elevate  it !  Yet  never  have  I  seen  in 
any  Indian  village  on  the  remote  prairies  such  abject  depravity, 
such  utter  abasement  and  prostitution  of  every  nobler  part  of  hu- 
manity, as  I  have  seen  in  great  cities,  the  centres  of  the  world's  wis- 
dom and  refinement.  The  meanest  savage  in  the  Whirlwind's  camp 
would  seem  noble  and  dignified  compared  with  some  of  the  lost 
children  of  civilization. 

Mahto-Tatouka,  to  come  back  to  him,  was  the  best  of  all  our  In- 
dian friends.  Hour  after  hour  and  day  after  day,  when  swarms  of 
savages  of  every  age,  sex  and  degree,  beset  our  camp,  he  would  lie 
in  our  tent,  his  lynx-eye  ever  open  to  guard  our  property  from 
pillage. 

The  Whirlwind  invited  us  one  day  to  his  lodge.  The  feast  was 
finished  and  the  pipe  began  to  circulate.  It  was  a  remarkably  large 
and  fine  one,  and  I  expressed  my  admiration  of  its  form  and  dimen- 
sions. 

4  If  the  Meneaska  likes  the  pipe,'  asked  the  Whirlwind,  '  why 
does  he  not  keep  it  V 

Such  a  pipe  among  the  Ogillallah  is  valued  at  the  price  of  a  horse. 
A  princely  gift,  thinks  the  reader,  and  worthy  of  a  chieftain  and  a 
warrior.  The  Whirlwind's  generosity  rose  to  no  such  pitch.  He 
gave  me  the  pipe  confidently,  expecting  that  I  in  return  should  make 
him  a  present  of  equal  or  superior  value.  This  is  the  implied  con- 
dition of  every  gift  among  the  Indians  as  among  the  Orientals,  and 
should  it  not  be  complied  with,  the  present  is  usually  reclaimed  by 
the  giver,  So  I  arranged  upon  a  gaudy  calico  handkerchief  an  as- 
sortment of  vermillion,  tobacco,  knives  and  gunpowder,  and  sum- 
moning the  chief  to  camp,  assured  him  of  my  friendship,  and  begged, 
his  acceptance  of  a  slight  token  of  it.  Ejaculating  how  !  how  !  he 
folded  up  the  offerings  and  withdrew  to  his  lodge. 

Several  days  passed,  and  we  and  the  Indians  remained  encamped 
side  by  side.  They  could  not  decide  whether  or  not  to  go  to  the 
war  !  Toward  evening,  scores  of  them  would  surround  our  tent,  a 
wild  and  picturesque  group.  Late  one  afternoon,  a  dozen  of  them 
mounted  on  horseback  came  suddenly  in  sight  from  behind  some 
dumps  of  bushes  that  lined  the  bank  of  the  stream,  leading  with 
them  a  mule,  on  whose  back  was  a  wretched  negro,  only  sustained 
in  his  seat  by  the  high  pommel  and  cantle  of  the  Indian  saddle.  His 
cheeks  were  withered  and  shrunken  in  the  hollow  of  his  jaws ;  his 
eyes  were  unnaturally  dilated,  and  his  lips  seemed  shrivelled  and 
drawn  back  from  his  teeth  like  those  of  a  corpse.  When  they  brought 
him  up  before  our  tent,  and  lifted  him  from  the  saddle,  he  could  not 
walk  or  stand,  but  he  crawled  a  short  distance  and  with  a  look  of 
u  er  misery  sat  down  on  the  grass.  All  the  children  and  women 
came  pouring  out  of  the  lodges  around  us,  and  with  screams  and 
cries  made  a  close  circle  around  him,  while  he  sat  supporting  him- 
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lock ;  the  winds  of  at^hundred  winters  have  whistled  through  my 
brandies,  and  I  am  dead  at  the  top !'  Opposite  the  patriarch  was 
the  life-figure  of  his  nephew,  the  young  aspirant  Mahto-Tatouka; 
and  beside  these,  there  were  one  or  two  womeu  in  the  lodge. 

The  old  man's  story  is  peculiar,  and  singularly  illustrative  of  a 
superstitious  custom  that  prevails  in  full  force  among  many  of  the 
Indian  tribes.  He  was  one  of  a  powerful  family,  renowned  for 
their  warlike  exploits.  When  a  very  young  man,  he  submitted  to 
the  singular  rite  to  which  most  of  the  tribe  subject  themselves  be- 
fore entering  upon  life.  He  painted  his  face  black  ;  then  seeking 
out  a  cavern  in  a  sequestered  part  of  the  Black  Hills,  he  lay  for 
seven  days,  fasting  and  praying  to  the  Great  Spirit.  In  the  dreams 
and  visions  produced  by  his  weakened  and  excited  state,  he  fancied, 
like  all  Indians,  that  he  saw  supernatural  revelations.  Again  and 
again  the  form  of  an  antelope  appeared  before  him.  The  antelope 
is  the  graceful  peace-spirit  of  the  Ogillallah ;  but  seldom  is  it  that 
such  a  gentle  visitor  presents  itself  during  the  initiatory  fasts  of  their 
young  men.  The  terrible  grizzly  bear,  the  divinity  of  war,  usually 
appears  to  fire  them  with  martial  ardor  and  thirst  for  renown.  At 
length  the  antelope  spoke.  He  told  the  young  dreamer  that  he  was 
not  to  follow  the  path  of  war ;  that  a  life  of  peace  and  tranquillity 
was  marked  out  for  him  ;  that  thenceforward  he  was  to  guide  the 
people  by  his  counsels,  and  protect  them  from  the  evils  of  their  own 
feuds  and  dissensions.  Others  were  to  gain  renown  by  fighting  the 
enemy ;  but  greatness  of  a  different  kind  was  in  store  for  him. 

The  visions  beheld  during  the  period  of  this  fast  usually  deter* 
mine  the  whole  course  of  the  dreamer's  life,  for  an  Indian  is  fast 
bound  by  his  iron  superstitions.  From  that  time  Le  Borgore,  which 
was  the  only  name  by  which  we  knew  him,  abandoned  all  thoughts 
of  war,  and  devoted  himself  to  the  labors  of  peace.  He  told  his 
vision  to  the  people.  They  honored  his  commission  and  respected 
him  in  his  novel  capacity. 

A  far  different  man  was  his  brother  Mahto-Tatouka*  who  had 
transmitted  his  names,  his  features,  and  many  of  his  characteristic 
qualities  to  his  son.  He  was  the  father  of  Henry  Chatillon's  squaw, 
a  circumstance  which  proved  of  some  advantage  to  us  as  securing 
for  us  the  friendship  of  a  family  perhaps  the  most  distinguished  ana 
powerful  in  the  whole  Ogillallah  band.  Mahto-Tatouka,  in  his 
savage  way,  was  a  hero.  No  chief  could  vie  with  him  in  warlike 
renown,  or  in  power  over  his  people.  He  had  a  fearless  spirit,  and 
a  most  impetuous  and  inflexible  resolution.  His  will  was  law.  He 
was  politic  and  sagacious,  and  with  true  Indian  craft  he  always  be- 
friended the  whites,  well  knowing  that  he  might  thus  reap  great 
advantages  for  himself  and  his  adherents.  When  he  had  resolved 
on  any  course  of  conduct,  he  would  pay  to  the  warriors  the  empty 
compliment  of  calling  them  together  to  deliberate  upon  it,  and  when 
their  debates  were  over  be  would  quietly  state  his  own  opinion, 
which  no  one  ever  disputed.  The  consequences  of  thwarting  his 
imperious  will  were  too  formidable  to  be  encountered.  Wo  to  those 
whq  incurred  bis  displeasure !    He  would  strike  tfoein  or  stab  them 
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on  the  spot ;  and  this  act,  which  if  attempted  by  any  other  chief  would 
instantly  have  cost  him  his  life,  the  awe  inspired  by  hid  name  ena- 
bled him  to  repeat  again  and  again  with  impunity.  In  a  commu- 
nity where,  from  immemorial  time,  no  man  has  acknowledged  any 
law  but  his  own  will,  Mahto-Tatouka,  by  the  force  of  his  dauntless 
resolution,  raised  himself  to  power  little  short  of  despotic.  His 
haughty  career  came  at  last  to  an  erid.  He  had  a  host  of  enemies 
only  waiting  for  their  opportunity  of  revenge,  and  our  old  friend 
Smoke,  in  particular,  together  with  all  his  kinsman,  hated  him  most 
cordially.  Smoke  sat  one  day  in  his  lpdge,  in  the  midst  of  his  own 
village,  when  Mahto-Tatouka  entered  it  alone,  and  approaching  the 
dwelling  of  his  enemy,  called  on  him  in  a  loud  voice  to  come  out,  if 
he  were  a  man,  and  fight.  Smoke  would  not  move.  At'this  Mahto- 
Tatouka  proclaimed  him  a  coward  and  an  old  woman,  and  striding 
close  to  the  entrance  of  the  lodge,  stabbed  the  chief's  best  horse, 
which  was  picketed  there.  Smoke  was  daunted,  and  even  this  in- 
sult failed  to  call  him  forth.  Mahto-Tatouka  moved  haughtily  a  Way ; 
all  made  way  for  him,  but  his  hour  of  reckoning  was  near. 

One  hot  day,  five  or  six  years  ago,  a  dozen  lodges  of  Smoke's  kins- 
men were  gathered  around  some  of  the  Fur  Company's  men,  who 
were  trading  in  various  articles  with  them,  and  whiskey  among  the 
rest.  Mahto-Tatouka  was  also  there  with  a  few  of  his  people.  As 
he  lay  in  his  own  lodge,  a  fray  arose  between  his  adherents  and  the 
kinsman  of  his  enemy.  The  war-whoop  was  raised,  bullets  and 
arrows  began  to  fly,  and  the  camp  was  in  confusion.  The  chief 
sprang  up,  and  rushing  in  a  fury  from  the  lodge,  shouted  to  the  com- 
batants on  both  sides  to  cease.  Instantly  -*-  for  the  attack  was  pre- 
concerted—  came  the  reports  of  two  or  three  guns,  and  the  twang- 
ing of  a  dozen  bows,  and  the  savage  hero,  mortally  wounded,  pitched 
forward  headlong  to  the  ground.  Rouleau  was  present,  and  told  me 
the  particulars.  The  tumult  became  general,  and  was  not  quelled 
until  several  had  fallen  on  both  sides.  When  we  were  in  the  coun- 
try, the  feud  between  the  two  families  was  still  rankling,  and  not 
likely  soon  to  cease. 

Thus  died  Mahto-Tatouka,  but  he  left  behind  him  a  goodly  army 
of  descendants,  to  perpetuate  his  renown  and  avenge  his  fate.  Be- 
side daughters,  he  had  thirty  sons,  a  number  which  need  not  stagger 
the  credulity  of  those  who  are  best  acquainted  with  the  Indian  usages 
and  practices.  We  saw  a  dozen  or  more  of  them,  all  marked  by 
the  same  dark  complexion,  and  the  same  peculiar  cast  of  features. 
Of  these,  our  visitor,  young  Mahto-Tatouka,  was  the  eldest,  and  some 
reported  him  as  likely  to  succeed  to  his  fathers'  honors.  Though  I 
should  think  him  not  more  than  twenty-one  years  old,  he  had  oftener 
struck  the  enemy,  and  stolen  more  horses  and  more  squaws  than 
any  young  man  in  the  village.  We  of  the  civilized  world  are  not 
apt  to  attach  much  credit  to  the  latter  species  of  exploits ;  but  horse- 
stealing is  well  known  as  an  avenue  to  distinction  on  the  prairies, 
and  the  other  kind  of  depredation  is  esteemed  equally  meritorious. 
Not  that  the  act  can  confer  fame  from  its  own  intrinsic  merits.  Any 
one  can  steal  a  squaw,  and  if  he  chooses  afterward  to  make  an  ade- 
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quate  present  to  her  rightful  proprietor,  the  easy  husband  for  the 
most  part  rests  content,  his  vengeance  falls  asleep,  and  all  danger 
from  that  quarter  is  averted.  Yet  this  is  esteemed  but  a  pitiful  and 
mean-spirited  transaction.  The  danger  is  averted,  but  the  glory  of 
the  achievement  also  is  lost.  Mahto-Tatouka  proceeded  after  a 
more  gallant  and  dashing  fashion.  Out  of  several  dozen  squaws 
whom  he  had  stolen,  he  could  boast  that  he  had  never  paid  for  one, 
but  snapping  his  fingers  in  the  face  of  the  injured  husband,  had  de- 
fied the  extremity  of  his  indignation,  and  no  one  yet  had  dared  to 
lay  the  finger  of  violence  upon  him.  He  was  following  close  in  the 
footsteps  of  his  father.  _  The  young  men  and  the  young  squaws,  each 
in  their  way,  admired  him.  The  one  would  always  follow  him  to 
war,  and  he  was  esteemed  to  have  an  unrivalled  charm  in  the  eyes  of 
the  other.  Perhaps  his  impunity  may  excite  some  wonder.  An 
arrow  shot  from  a  ravine,  a  stab  given  in  the  dark,  require  no  great 
valor,  and  are  especially  suited  to  the  Indian  genius ;  but  Mahto- 
Tatouka  had  a  strong  protection.  It  was  not  alone  his  courage  and 
audacious  will  that  enabled  him  to  career  so  dashingly  among  his 
compeers.  His  enemies  did  not  forget  that  he  was  one  of  thirty 
warlike  brethren,  all  growing  up  to  manhood.  Should  they  wreak 
their  anger  upon  him,  twenty-nine  keen  eyes  would  be  ever  upon 
them,  twenty-nine  fierce  hearts  would  thirst  for  their  blood.  The 
avenger  would  dog  their  footsteps  every  where.  To  kill  Mahto-Ta- 
touka would  be  no  better  than  an  act  of  suicide. 

Though  he  found  such  favor  in  the  eyes  of  the  fair,  he  was  no 
dandy.  As  among  us,  those  of  highest  worth  and  breeding  are  most 
simple  in  manner  and  attire,  so  our  aspiring  young  friend  was  indif- 
ferent to  the  gaudy  trappings  and  ornaments  of  his  companions. 
He  was  content  to  rest  his  chances  of  success  upon  his  own  warlike 
merits.  He  never  arrayed  himself  in  gaudy  blanket  and  glittering 
necklaces,  but  left  his  statue-like  form  limbed  like  an  Apollo  of 
bronze,  to  win  its  own  way  to  favor.  His  voice  was  singularly  deep 
and  strong.  It  sounded  from  his  chest  like  the  deep  notes  of  an 
organ.  Yet  after  all,  he  was  but  an  Indian.  See  him  as  he  lies  there 
in  the  sun  before  our  tent,  kicking  his  heels  in  the  air  and  cracking 
jokes  with  his  brother.  Does  he  look  like  a  hero  1  See  him  now 
in  the  hour  of  his  glory,  when  at  sunset  the  whole  village  empties 
itself  to  behold  him,  for  to-morrow  their  favorite  young  partizan 
goes  out  against  the  enemy.  His  superb  head-dress  is  adorned  with 
a  crest  of  the  war-eagles'  feathers,  rising  in  a  waving  ridge  above 
his  brow,  and  sweeping  far  behind  him.  His  round  white  shield 
hangs  at  his  breast,  with  feathers  radiating  from  the  centre  like  a  star. 
His  quiver  is  at  his  back  ;  his  tall  lance  in  his  hand,  the  iron  point 
flashing  against  the  declining  sun,  while  the  long  scalp-locks  of  his 
enemies  flutter  from  the  shaft.  Thus,  gorgeous  as  a  champion  in 
his  panoply,  he  rides  round  and  round  within  the  great  circle  of 
lodges,  balancing  with  a  graceful  buoyancy  to  the  free  movements 
of  his  war-horse,  while  with  a  sedate  brow  he  sings  his  song  to  the 
Great  Spirit.  Young  rival  warriors  look  askance  at  him  ;  vermil- 
Hon-cheeked  girls  gaze  in  admiration,  boys  whoop  and  scream  in  a 
vol.  xxx.  63 
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the  past  and  the  future,  and  when  most  overcome  with  lassitude,  my 
eyes  turned  always  toward  the  distant  Black  Hills.  There  is  a 
spirit  of  energy  and  vigor  in  mountains,  and  they  impart  it  to  all 
who  approach  their  presence.  At  that  time  I  did  not  know  how 
many  dark,  superstitious  and  gloomy  legends  are  associated  with 
those  mountains  in  the  mind  of  the  Indians,  but  I  felt  an  eager  de- 
sire to  penetrate  their  hidden  recesses,  to  explore  the  awful  chasms 
and  precipices,  the  black  torrents,  the  silent  forests  that  1  fancied 
were  concealed  there. 

At  length  the  Whirlwind  and  his  warriors  determined  to  move. 
They  had  resolved  after  all  their  preparations  not  to  go  to  the  ren- 
dezvous at  La  Bout6'8  camp,  but  to  pass  through  the  Black  Hills  and 
spend  a  few  weeks  in  hunting  the  buffalo  on  the  other  side,  until  they 
had  killed  enough  to  furnish  them  with  a  stock  of  provisions  and 
with  hides  to  make  their  lodges  for  the  next  season.  This  done,  they 
were  to  send  out  a  small  independent  war-party  against  the  enemy. 
Their  final  determination  left  us  in  some  embarrassment.  Should 
we  go  to  La  Bout^'s  camp,  it  was  not  impossible  that  the  other  vil- 
lages might  prove  as  vacillating  and  indecisive  as  the  Whirlwind's, 
and  that  no  assembly  whatever  would  take  place.  Our  old  com- 
panion Reynal  bad  conceived  a  liking  for  us,  or  rather  for  our  bis- 
cuit and  coffee,  and  for  the  occasional  small  presents  which  we  made 
him.  He  was  very  anxious  that  we  should  go  with  the  village  which 
Be  himself  intended  to  accompany.  He  declared  he  was  certain 
that  no  Indians  would  meet  at  the  rendezvous,  and  said  moreover 
that  it  would  be  easy  to  convey  our  cart  and  baggage  through  the 
Black  Hills.  In  baying  this,  he  told  as  usual  an  egregious  falsehood. 
Neither  he  nor  any  white  man  with  us  had  ever  seen  the  difficult 
and  obscure  defiles,  through  which  the  Indians  intended  to  make 
their  way.  I  passed  them  afterward,  and  had  much  ado  to  force 
my  distressed  horse  along  narrow  ravines,  and  through  chasms 
where  day-light  could  scarcely  penetrate.  Our  cart  might  as  easily 
have  been  conveyed  over  the  summit  of  Pike's  Peak.  Anticipating 
die  difficulties  and  uncertainties  of  an  attempt  to  visit  the  rendez- 
vous, we  recalled  the  old  proverb:  'A  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two 
in  the  bush/  and  decided  to  follow  the  village. 

Both  camps,  the  Indian's  and  our  own,  broke  up  on  the  morning 
of  the  first  of  July.  I  was  so  weak  that  the  aid  of  a  potent  auxil- 
iary, a  spoonful  of  whiskey,  swallowed  at  short  intervals,  alone  ena- 
bled me  to  sit  my  hardy  little  mare  Pauline,  through  the  short  journey 
of  that  day.  For  half  a  mile  before  us,  and  half  a  mile  behind,  the 
prairie  was  covered  far  and  wide  with  the  moving  throng  of  savages. 
The  barren,  broken  plain  stretched  away  to  the  right  and  left,  and 
fkr  in  front  rose  the  gloomy  precipitous  ridge  of  the  Black  Hills. 
We  pushed  forward  to  the  head  ot  the  scattered  column,  passing 
the  burdened  travaux,  the  heavily  laden  pack-horses,  the  gaunt  old 
women  on  foot,  the  gay  young  squaws  on  horse-back,  the  restless 
children  running  among  the  crowd,  old  men  striding  along  in  their 
white  buffalo  robes,  and  groups  of  young  warriors  mounted  on  their 
best  horses.     Henry  Chatillon,  looking  backward  over  the  distant 
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SCENK8      AT     THE     CAMP. 

'  Fierce  are  Albania's  children  ;  yet  they  lack 

Not  virtues,  were  those  virtues  more  mature ; 
Where  is  the  foe  that  ever  saw  their  back) 
Who  can  so  well  the  tail  of  war  endure  V  Chiz.sb  Hakoib. 

Retnal  heard  guns  fired  one  day,  at  the  distance  of  a  mile  or  two 
from  the  camp.  He  grew  nervous  instantly.  Visions  of  Crow  war- 
parties  began  to  haunt  his  imagination  ;  and  when  we  returned, 
(for  we  were  all  absent,)  he  renewed  his  complaints  about  being 
left  alone  with  the  Canadians  and  the  squaw.  The  day  after,  the 
cause  of  the  alarm  appeared.  Four  trappers,  one  called  Moran, 
another  Sarapbin,  and  the  others  nick-named  'Rouleau'  and  'Jean 
Gras,'  came  to  our  camp  and  joined  us.  They  it  was  who  fired  the 
guns  and  disturbed  the  dreams  of  our  confederate  Reynal.  They 
soon  encamped  by  our  side.  Their  rifles,  dingy  and  battered  with 
hard  service,  rested  with  ours  against  the  old  tree  ;  their  strong 
rude  saddles,  their  buffalo-robes,  their  traps,  and  the  few  rough  and 
simple  articles  of  their  travelling  equipment,  were  piled  near  our 
tent.  Their  mountain-horses  were  turned  to  graze  in  the  meadow 
among  our  own  ;  and  the  men  themselves,  no  less  rough  and  hardy, 
used  to  lie  half  the  day  in  the  shade  of  our  tree,  lolling  on  the 
grass,  lazily  smoking,  and  telling  stories  of  their  adventures ;  and 
I  defy  the  annals  of  chivalry  to  furnish  the  record  of  a  life  more 
wild  and  perilous  than  that  of  a  tlocky  Mountain  trapper. 

With  this  efficient  reinforcement  the  agitation  of  Reynal's  nerves 
subsided.'  He  began  to  conceive  a  sort  of  attachment  to  our  old 
camping-ground  ;  yet  it  was  time  to  change  our  quarters,  since  re- 
maining too  long  on  one  spot  must  lead  to  certain  unpleasant  re- 
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of  the  war-hoop  came  pealing  from  the  hills.  A  crowd  of  horse- 
men appeared,  rushing  down  their  sides,  and  riding  at  full  speed 
toward  the  village,  each  warrior's  long  hair  flying  behind  him  in  the 
wind  like  a  ship's  streamer.  As  they  approached  the  village,  the 
confused  throng  assumed  a  regular  order,  and  entering  two  by  two, 
they  circled  round  the  area  at  full  gallop,  each  warrior  singing  his 
war-song  as  he  rode.  Some  of  their  dresses  were  splendid.  They 
wore  superb  crests  of  feathers,  and  close  tunics  of  antelope  skins, 
fringed  with  the  scalp-locks  of  their  enemies ;  their  shields  too  were 
often  fluttering  with  the  war-eagle's  feathers.  All  had  bows  and 
arrows  at  their  backs ;  some  carried  long  lances,  and  a  few  were 
armed  with  guns.  The  White  Shield,  their  partisan,  rode  in  gor- 
geous attire  at  their  head,  mounted  on  a  black-and-white  horse. 
Mahto-Tatouka  and  his  brothers  took  no  part  in  this  parade,  for 
they  were  in  mourning  for  their  sister,  and  were  all  sitting  in  their 
lodges,  their  bodies  bedaubed  from  head  to  foot  with  white  clay,  and 
a  lock  of  hair  cut  from  each  of  their  foreheads. 

The  warriors  circled  three  times  round  the  village ;  and  as  each 
distinguished  champion  passed,  the  old  women  would  scream  out 
his  name,  in  honor  of  his  bravery,  and  to  incite  the  emulation  of  the 
younger  warriors.  Little  urchins,  not  two  years  old,  followed  the 
warlike  pageant  with  glittering  eyes,  and  looked  with  eager  wonder 
and  admiration  at  those  whose  honors  were  proclaimed  by  the  pub- 
lic voice  of  the  village.  Thus  early  is  the  lesson  of  war  instilled 
into  the  mind  of  an  Indian,  and  such  are  the  stimulants  which  excite 
his  thirst  for  martial  renown. 

The  procession  rode  out  of  the  village  as  it  had  entered  it,  and 
in  half  an  hour  all  the  warriors  had  returned  again,  dropping  quietly 
in,  singly  or  in  parties  of  two  or  three. 

As  the  sun  rose  the  next  morning  we  looked  across  the  meadow, 
and  could  see  the  lodges  levelled  and  the  Indians  gathering  together 
in  preparation  to  leave  the  camp.  Their  course  lay  to  the  west- 
ward. We  turned  toward  the  north  with  our  three  men,  the  four 
trappers  following  us,  together  with  the  Indian  family  of  Moran. 
We  travelled  until  night.  I  suffered  not  a  little  from  pain  and 
weakness,  the  latter  of  which  would  have  forced  me  to  take  an  un- 
comfortable refuge  in  the  cart,  but  for  the  aid  of  my  former  friend, 
the  whiskey.  We  encamped  among  some  trees  by  the  side  of  a 
little  brook,  and  here  during  the  whole  of  the  next  day  we  lay  wait- 
ing for  Bisonette,  but  no  Bisonette  appeared.  Here  also  two  of 
our  trapper  friends  left  us,  and  set  out  for  the  Rocky  Mountains. 
On  the  second  morning,  despairing  of  Bisonette's  arrival,  we  re- 
sumed our  journey,  traversing  a  forlorn  and  dreary  monotony  of 
sun-scorched  plains,  where  no  living  thing  appeared  save  here  and 
there  an  antelope  flying  before  us  like  the  wind.  When  noon  came 
we  saw  an  unwonted  and  most  welcome  sight ;  a  rich  and  luxuriant 
growth  of  trees,  marking  the  course  of  a  little  stream  called  Horse- 
shoe Creek.  Right  gladly  —  I  can  answer  for  myself,  at  least — we 
turned  toward  it.  There  were  lofty  and  spreading  trees,  standing 
widely  asunder,  and  supporting  a  thick  canopy  of  leaves,  above  a 
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by  the  way  with  execrating  Indian  inconstancy.  When  we  came 
in  sight  of  our  little  white  tent  under  the  big  tree,  we  saw  that  it  no 
longer  stood  alone.  A  huge  old  lodge  was  erected  close  by  its  side, 
discolored  by  rain  and  storms,  rotten  with  age,  with  the  uncouth 
figures  of  horses  and  men  and  outstretched  hands  that  were  painted 
upon  it  well  nigh  obliterated.  The  long  poles  which  supported  this 
squalid  habitation  thrust  themselves  rakishly  out  from  its  pointed 
top,  and  over  its  entrance  were  suspended  a  '  medicine-pipe'  and 
various  other  implements  of  the  magic  art.  While  we  were  yet  at 
a  distance,  we  observed  a  greatly  increased  population  of  various 
colors  and  dimensions,  swarming  around  our  quiet  encampment. 
Moran  the  trapper  having  been  absent  for  a  day  or  two,  had  re- 
turned, it  seemed,  bringing  all  his  family  with  him.  He  had  taken 
to  himself  a  wife,  for  whom  he  had  paid  the  established  price  of  one 
horse.  This,  reader,  looks  cheap  at  first  sight,  but  in  truth  the  pur- 
chase of  a  squaw  is  a  transaction  which  no  man  should  enter  into 
without  mature  deliberation,  since  it  involves  not  only  the  payment 
of  the  first  price,  but  the  formidable  burden  of  feeding  and  sup- 
porting a  rapacious  horde  of  the  bride's  relatives,  who  hold  them- 
selves entitled  to  feed  upon  the  indiscreet  white  man.  They  gather 
round  like  leeches,  and  drain  him  of  all  he  has. 

Moran,  like  Reynal,  had  not  allied  himself  to  an  aristocratic  cir- 
cle. His  relatives  occupied  but  a  contemptible  position  in  Ogillal- 
lah  society ;  for  among  these  wild  democrats  of  the  prairie,  as 
among  us,  there  are  virtual  distinctions  of  rank  and  place  ;  though 
this  great  advantage  they  have  over  us,  that  wealth  has  no  part  in 
determining  such  distinctions.  Moran's  partner  was  not  the  most 
beautiful  of  her  sex,  and  he  had  the  exceedingly  bad  taste  to  array 
her  in  an  old  calico  gown,  bought  from  an  emigrant  woman,  in- 
stead of  the  neat  and  graceful  tunic  of  whitened  deer-skin  worn 
ordinarily  by  the  squaws.  The  moving  spirit  of  the  establishment, 
in  more  senses  than  one,  was  a  hideous  old  hag  of  eighty.  Human 
imagination  never  conceived  hobgoblin  or  witch  more  ugly  than 
she.  You  could  count  all  her  ribs  through  the  wrinkles  of  the 
leathery  skin  that  covered  them.  Her  withered  face  more  resem- 
bled an  old  skull  than  the  countenance  of  a  living  being,  even  to 
the  hollow,  darkened  sockets,  at  the  bottom  of  which  glittered  her 
little  black  eyes.  Her  arms  had  dwindled  away  into  nothing  but 
whip-cord  and  wire.  Her  hair,  half  black,  half  gray,  hung  in  total 
neglect  nearly  to  the  ground,  and  her  sole  garment  consisted  of  the 
remnant  of  a  discarded  buffalo-robe,  tied  round  her  waist  with  a 
string  of  hide.  Yet  the  old  squaw's  meagre  anatomy  was  wonder- 
fully strong.  She  pitched  the  lodge,  packed  the  horses,  and  did 
the  hardest  labor  of  the  camp.  From  morning  till  night  she  bustled 
about  the  lodge,  screaming  like  a  screech-owl  when  any  thing  disJ 
pleased  her.  Then  there  was  her  brother,  a  '  medicine-man,*  or 
-magician,  equally  gaunt  and  sinewy  with  herself.  His  mouth 
spread  from  ear  to  ear,  and  his  appetite,  as  we  had  full  occasion  to 
learn,  was  ravenous  in  proportion.  The  other  inmates  of  the  lodge 
were  a  young  bride  and  bridegroom ;  the  latter  one  of  those  Idftf, 
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good-far  .nothing  fellows  who  infest  an  Indian  village  as  well  as 
more  civilized  communities.  He  was  6t  neither  for  hunting  nor  for 
war;  and  one  might  infer  as  much  from  the  stolid  unmeaning  ex- 
pression of  his  face.  The  happy  pair  had  just  entered  upon  the 
honey-moon.  They  would  stretch  a  buffalo-robe  upon  poles,  so  as 
to  protect  them  from  the  fierce  rays  of  the  sun,  and  spreading  be- 
neath this  rough  canopy  a  luxuriant  couch  of  furs,  would  sit  affec- 
tionately side  by  side  for  half  the  day,  though  I  could  not  dis< 
that  much  conversation  passed  between  them.  Probably  they  had 
nothing  to  say ;  for  an  Indians  supply  of  topics  for  conversation  is 
far  from  being  copious.  There  were  half  a  dozen  children,  too, 
playing  and  whooping  about  the  camp,  shooting  birds  with  little 
bows  and  arrows,  or  making  miniature  lodges  of  sticks,  as  children 
of  a  different  complexion  build  houses  of  blocks. 

A  day  passed,  and  Indians  began  Tapidly  to  come  in.  Parties  of 
two  or  three  or  half  a  dozen  would  ride  up  and  silently  seat  them- 
selves on  the  grass,  The  fourth  tiny  came  at  last,  when  about  noon 
horsemen  suddenly  came  into  view  on  the  summit  of  the  neighbor- 
ing ridge.  They  descended,  and  behind  them  appeared  a  wild  pro* 
cession,  hurrying  in  haste  and  disorder  down  the  hill  and  over  the 
plain  below;  horses,  mules  and  dogs,  heavily-burdened  travaux, 
mounted  warriors,  squaws  walking  amid  the  throng,  and  a  host  of 
children,  swarming  over  the  bill-side.  For  a  full  half-hour  they 
continued  to  pour  down  ;  and  keeping  directly  to  the  bend  of  the 
stream,  within  a  furlong  of  us,  they  soon  assembled  there,  a  dark 
and  confuted  throng,  until,  as  if  by  magic,  a  hundred  and  fifty  tall 
lodges  sprung  up.  On  a  sudden  the  lonely  plain  was  transformed 
into  the  site  of  a  miniature  city.  Countless  horses  were  soon  gra- 
zing over  the  meadows  around  us,  and  the  whole  prairie  waa  ani- 
mated by  restless  figures  careering  on  horse-bflck,  or  sedately  stalk- 
ing in  their  long  white  robes.  The  Whirlwind  was  come  at  last! 
One  question  yet  remained  to  be  answered  :  '  Will  he  go  to  the  war, 
in  order  that  we,  with  so  respectable  an  escort,  may  pass  over  to 
the  somewhat  perilous  rendezvous  at  La  Boute's  camp  V 

Still  this  remained  in  doubt.  Characteristic  indecision  perplexed 
their  councils.  Indians  cannot  act  in  large  bodies.  Though  their 
object  be  of  the  highest  importance,  they  cannot  combine  to  attain 
it  by  a  series  of  connected  efforts.  King  Philip,  Pontiac  and  Te- 
cumseh  all  felt  this  to  their  cost.  The  Qgillallah  once  had  a  war- 
chief  who  could  control  them  ;  hut  he  was  dead,  and  now  they  were 
left  to  the  sway  of  their  own  unsteady  impulses. 

This  Indian  village  and  its  inhabitants  will  hold  a  prominent 
place  in  the  rest  of  this  narrative,  and  perhaps  it  may  not  be  amiss 
to  glance  for  an  instant  at  the  savage  people  of  which  they  form  a 
part.  The  Dahcotah  (I  prefer  this  national  designation  to  the  un- 
meaning French  name,  Sioux,)  range  over  a  vast  territory,  from  the 
river  St  Peter's  to  the  Rocky  Mountains  themselves.  They  are 
divided  into  several  independent  bands,  united  under  no  central 
government,  and  acknowledging  no  common  head.  The  same  lan- 
guage, usages  and  superstitions  form  the  sole  bond  between  them. 


They  do  not  unite  even  in  their  wars.  The  bends  of  the  east  fight 
the  Ojibwaa  on  the  Upper  Lakes  ;  those  of  the  west  make  incessant 
war  upon  the  Snake  Indiana  in  the  Rocky  Mo  tint  a  ins.  As  the 
whole  people  is  divided  into  bands,  so  each  band  is  divided  into  vil- 
lages. Each  village  has  a  chief,  who  is  honored  and  obeyed  only 
so  far  as  his  personal  qualities  may  command  respect  and  fear. 
Sometimes  be  is  a  mere  nominal  chief;  sometimes  his  authority  is 
little  shori  of  absolute,  and  his  fame  and  influence  reach  even  be- 
yond bis  own  village  ;  so  that  the  whole  band  to  which  be  belongs 
is  ready  to  acknowledge  him  as  their  head.  This  was,  a  few  years 
since,  the  case  with  the  Qgillallah.  Courage,  address  and  enterprise 
may  raise  any  warrior  to  the  highest  honor,  especially  if  he  be  the 
son  of  a  farmer  chief,  or  a  member  of  a  numerous  family,  to  sup- 
port him  and  avenge  bis  quarrels  ;  but  when  he  has.  reached  the 
dignity  of  chief,  and  the  old  men  and  warriors,  by  a  peculiar  cere- 
mony, have  formally  installed  him,  let  it  not  be  imagined  that  he 
assumes  any  of  the  outward  semblances  of  rank  and  honor.  He 
knows  too  well  on  how  frail  a  tenure  he  holds  his  station.  He  must 
conciliate  his  uncertain  subjects.  Many  a  man  in  the  village  lives 
better,  owns  more  squaws  and  more  horses,  and  goes  better  clad 
than  he.  Like  the  Teutonic  chiefs  of  old,  he  ingratiates  himself 
with  his  young  men  by  making  them  presents,  thereby  often  impo- 
verishing himself.  Does  he  fail  in  gaining  their  favor,  they  will  set 
bis  authority  at  naught,  and  may  desert  him  at  any  moment;  for 
the  wild  usages  of  his  people  have  provided  no  sanctions  by  which 
he  may  enforce  his  authority.  Very  seldom  does  it  happen,  at  least 
among  these  western  bands,  that  a  chief  attains  to  much  power,  un- 
less he  is  the  head  of  a  numerous  family.  Frequently  the  village 
is  principally  made  up  of  his  relatives  and  descendants,  and  the 
wandering  community  assumes  much  of  the  patriarchal  character. 
A  people  so  loosely  united,  torn  too  with  rankling  feuds  and  jea- 
lousies, can  have  little  power  or  efficiency. 

The  western  Dahcotah  have  no  fixed  habitations.  Hunting  and 
fighting,  they  wander  incessantly,  through  summer  and  winter. 
Some  are  following  the  herds  of  buffalo  over  the  waste  of  prairie ; 
others  are  traversing  the  Black  Hills,  thronging,  on  horse-back  and 
on  foot,  through  the  dark  gulfs  and  sombre  gorges,  beneath  the  vast 
splintering  precipices,  and  emerging  at  last  upon  the  *  Parks,'  those 
beautiful  but  most  perilous  hunting-grounds.  The  buffalo  supplies 
them  with  almost  all  the  necessaries  of  life  ;  wTith  habitations,  food, 
clothing  and  fuel  ;  with  strings  for  their  bows,  with  thread,  cordage 
and  trail-ropes  for  their  horses,  with  coverings  for  their  saddles, 
with  vessels  to  hold  water,  with  boats  to  cross  streams,  with  glue, 
and  with  the  means  of  purchasing  all  that  they  desire  from  the 
traders.  When  the  buffalo  are  extinct,  they  too  must  dwindle 
away. 

War  is  the  breath  of  their  nostrils.  Against  most  of  the  neigh- 
boring tribes  they  cherish  a  deadly,  rancorous  hatred,  transmitted 
from  father  to  son,  and  inflamed  by  constant  aggression  and  retalia- 
tion.    Many  times  a  year,  in  every  village,  the  Great  Spirit  is  called 
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upon,  fasts  are  made,  the  war-parade  is  celebrated,  and  the  warriors 
go  out  by  bandfuls  at  a  lime  against  the  enemy.  This  fierce  and 
evil  spirit  awakens  their  most  BBger  aspirations,  and  calls  forth  their 
greatest  energies.  It  is  chiefly  this  that  saves  them  from  leth I 
and  utter  abasement.  Without  its  powerful  stimulus  they  would  be 
like  the  utiwarlike  tribes  beyond  the  mountains,  who  are  scattered 
among  the  caves  and  rocks  like  beasts,  living  on  roots  and  reptiles. 
These  latter  have  little  of  humanity  except  the  form  ;  but  the  proud 
and  ambitious  Uahcotah  warrior  can  sometimes  boast  of  heroic 
virtues.  It  is  very  seldom  that  distinction  and  influence  are  attained 
among  tbern  by  any  other  course  than  that  of  arms.  Their  super- 
stition, however,  sometimes  gives  great  power  to  those  among  tnera 
who  pretend  to  the  character  of  magicians.  Their  wild  hearts,  too, 
can  feel  the  power  of  oratory,  and  yield  deference  to  the  masters 
of  it. 

But  to  return,  Look  into  our  tent,  reader,  or  enter,  if  you  can 
bear  the  stifling  smoke  and  the  close  atmosphere.  There, 
close  together,  you  will  see  a  circle  of  stout  warriors,  passing  the 
pipe  a  round,  joktng,  telling  stories,  and  making  themselves  merry, 
after  their  fashion  We  were  also  infested  by  little  copper  colored 
naked  boys  and  snake-eyed  girls.  They  would  come  up  to  OS,  mut- 
tering certain  words,  which  being  interpreted  conveyed  the  concise 
invitation,  'Come  and  eat/  Then  we  would  rise,  cursing  the  per- 
tinacity of  Dahcotah  hospitality,  which  allowed  scarcely  an  hour  of 
rest  between  sun  and  sun,  and  to  which  we  were  bound  to  do  honor, 
unless  we  would  offend  our  entertainers.  This  necessity  was  par- 
ticularly burdensome  to  me,  as  I  was  scarcely  able  to  walk,  from 
the  effects  of  illness,  and  was  of  course  poorly  qualified  to  dispose 
of  twenty  meals  a  day.  Of  these  sumptuous  banquets  I  gave  a 
specimen  in  a  former  chapter,  where  the  tragical  fate  of  the  little 
dog  was  chromeled:  therefore  no  more  of  tbern,  just  at  pn 
The  recollection  is  quite  sufficient,  and  I  would  fain  be  excused 
from  the  details.  So  bounteous  an  entertainment  looks  like  an 
gushing  of  good- will  ;  but  doubtless  one-half  at  least  of  our  kind 
hosts,  had  they  met  us  alone  and  unarmed  on  the  prairie,  w 
have  robbed  us  of  our  horses,  and  perchance  have  bestowed  m 
arrow  upon  us  beside.  Trust  not  an  Indian.  Let  your  rifle  be 
ever  in  your  hand.  Wear  next  your  heart  the  old  ehivalric  motto, 
1  Semper  Par  at  us  S 

One  morning  we  were  summoned  to  the  lodge  of  an  old  mar* 
good  truth  the  Nestor  of  his  tribe.  We  found  him  half  Bitting,  half 
reclining  on  a  pile  of  buffalo-robes;  his  long  hair,  jet-black  even 
now,  though  he  had  seen  some  eighty  winters,  buttc  on  either  side 
of  his  thin  features.  Those  most  conversant  with  Indians  in  their 
homes  will  scarcely  believe  me  when  I  affirm  that  there  was  true 
dignity  in  his  countenance  and  mien.  His  gaunt  but  symmeti 
frame  did  not  more  clearly  exhibit  the  wreck  of  by-gone  strength 
than  did  his  dark  wasted  features,  still  prominent  and  commanding, 
bear  the  stamp  of  mental  energies.  I  recalled,  as  I  saw  him,  the 
eloquent  metaphor  of  the  Iroquois  sachem  :  *  I  am  an  aged  hem- 
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lock ;  the  winds  of  am* bund  red  winters  have  whistled  through  ray 
branches,  and  lam  dead  at  the  top !'  Opposite  the  patriarch  was 
the  life-figure  of  his  nephew,  the  young  aspirant  Mahto-Tatouka ; 
and  beside  these,  there  were  one  or  two  womeu  in  the  lodge. 

The  old  man's  story  is  peculiar,  and  singularly  illustrative  of  a 
superstitious  custom  that  prevails  in  full  force  among  many  of  the 
Indian  tribes.  He  was  one  of  a  powerful  family,  renowned  for 
their  warlike  exploits.  When  a  very  young  man,  he  submitted  to 
the  singular  rite  to  which  most  of  the  tribe  subject  themselves  be- 
fore entering  upon  life.  He  painted  his  face  black  ;  then  seeking 
out  a  cavern  in  a  sequestered  part  of  the  Black  Hills,  he  lay  for 
seven  days,  fasting  and  praying  to  the  Great  Spirit.  In  the  dreams 
and  visions  produced  by  his  weakened  and  excited  state,  he  fancied, 
like  all  Indians,  that  he  saw  supernatural  revelations.  Again  and 
again  the  form  of  an  antelope  appeared  before  him.  The  antelope 
is  the  graceful  peace-spirit  of  the  Ogillallah ;  but  seldom  is  it  that 
such  a  gentle  visitor  presents  itself  during  the  initiatory  fasts  of  their 
young  men.  The  terrible  grizzly  bear,  the  divinity  of  war,  usually 
appears  to  fire  them  with  martial  ardor  and  thirst  for  renown.  At 
length  the  antelope  spoke.  He  told  the  young  dreamer  that  be  was 
not  to  follow  the  path  of  war;  that  a  life  of  peace  and  tranquillity 
was  marked  out  for  him  ;  that  thenceforward  he  was  to  guide  the 
people  by  his  counsels,  and  protect  them  from  the  evils  of  their  own 
feuds  and  dissensions.  Others  were  to  gain  renown  by  fighting  the 
enemy ;  but  greatness  of  a  different  kind  was  in  store  for  him. 

The  visions  beheld  during  the  period  of  this  fast  usually  deter* 
mine  the  whole  course  of  the  dreamer's  life,  for  an  Indian  is  fast 
bound  by  his  iron  superstitions.  From  that  time  Le  Borgore,  which 
was  the  only  name  by  which  we  knew  him,  abandoned  all  thoughts 
of  war,  and  devoted  himself  to  the  labors  of  peace.  He  told  his. 
vision  to  the  people.  They  honored  his  commission  and  respected 
him  in  his  novel  capacity. 

A  far  different  man  was  his  brother  Mahto-Tatouka »  who  bad 
transmitted  his  names,  his  features,  and  many  of  his  characteristic 
qualities  to  his  son.  He  was  the  father  of  Henry  Chatillon's  squaw, 
a  circumstance  which  proved  of  some  advantage  to  us  as  securing 
for  us  the  friendship  of  a  family  perhaps  the  most  distinguished  and 
powerful  in  the  whole  Ogillallah  band.  Mahto-Tatouka,  in  his 
savage  way,  was  a  hero.  No  chief  could  vie  with  him  in  warlike 
renown,  or  in  power  over  his  people.  He  had  a  fearless  spirit,  and 
a  most  impetuous  and  inflexible  resolution.  His  will  was  law.  He 
was  politic  and  sagacious,  and  with  true  Indian  craft  be  always  be- 
friended the  whites,  well  knowing  that  he  might  thus  reap  great 
advantages  for  himself  and  his  adherents.  When  he  had  resolved 
on  any  course  of  conduct,  he  would  pay  to  the  warriors  the  empty 
compliment  of  calling  them  together  to  deliberate  upon  it,  and  when 
their  debates  were  over  he  would  quietly  state  his  own  opinion, 
which  no  one  ever  disputed.  The  consequences  of  thwarting  his 
imperious  will  were  too  formidable  to  be  encountered.  Wo  to  those 
who  incurred  his  displeasure !     He  would  strike,  them  or  Stab  them 
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on  the  spot ;  and  this  act,  which  if  attempted  by  any  other  chief  would 
instantly  have  cost  him  his  life,  the  awe  inspired  by  hid  name  ena- 
bled him  to  repeat  again  and  again  with  impunity.  In  a  commu- 
nity where,  from  immemorial  time,  no  man  has  acknowledged  any 
law  but  his  own  will,  Mahto-Tatouka,  by  the  force  of  his  dauntless 
resolution,  raised  himself  to  power  little  short  of  despotic.  His 
haughty  career  came  at  last  to  an  erid.  He  had  a  host  of  enemies 
only  waiting  for  their  opportunity  of  revenge,  and  our  old  friend 
Smoke,  in  particular,  together  with  all  his  kinsman,  hated  him  most 
cordially.  Smoke  sat  one  day  in  his  lpdge,  in  the  midst  of  his  own 
village,  when  Mahto-Tatouka  entered  it  alone,  and  approaching  the 
dwelling  of  his  enemy,  called  on  him  in  a  loud  voice  to  come  out,  if 
he  were  a  man,  and  fight.  Smoke  would  not  move.  At 'this  Mahto- 
Tatouka  proclaimed  him  a  coward  and  an  old  Woman,  and  striding 
close  to  the  entrance  of  the  lodge,  stabbed  the  chief's  best  horse, 
which  was  picketed  there.  Smoke  was  daunted,  and  even  this  in- 
sult failed  to  call  him  forth.  Mahto-Tatouka  moved  haughtily  a  Way ; 
all  made  way  for  him,  but  his  hour  of  reckoning  was  near. 

One  hot  day,  five  or  six  years  ago,  a  dozen  lodges  of  Smoke's  kins- 
men were  gathered  around  some  of  the  Fur  Company's  men,  who 
were  trading  in  various  articles  with  them,  and  whiskey  among  the 
rest.  Mahto-Tatouka  was  also  there  with  a  few  of  his  people.  As 
he  lay  in  his  own  lodge,  a  fray  arose  between  his  adherents  and  the 
kinsman  of  his  enemy.  The  war-whoop  was  raised,  bullets  and 
arrows  began  to  fly,  and  the  camp  was  in  confusion.  The  chief 
sprang  up,  and  rushing  in  a  fury  from  the  lodge,  shouted  to  the  com- 
batants on  both  sides  to  cease.  Instantly  -+-  for  the  attack  was  pre- 
concerted—  came  the  reports  of  two  or  three  guns,  and  the  twang- 
ing of  a  dozen  bows,  and  the  savage  hero,  mortally  wounded,  pitched 
forward  headlong  to  the  ground.  Rouleau  was  present,  and  told  me 
the  particulars.  The  tumult  became  general,  and  was  not  quelled 
until  several  had  fallen  on  both  sides.  When  we  were  in  the  coun- 
try, the  feud  between  the  two  families  was  still  rankling,  and  not 
likely  soon  to  cease. 

Thus  died  Mahto-Tatouka,  but  he  left  behind  him  a  goodly  army 
of  descendants,  to  perpetuate  his  renown  and  avenge  his  fate.  Be- 
side daughters,  he  had  thirty  sons,  a  number  which  need  not  stagger 
the  credulity  of  those  who  are  best  acquainted  with  the  Indian  usages 
and  practices.  We  saw  a  dozen  or  more  of  them,  all  marked  by 
the  same  dark  complexion,  and  the  same  peculiar  cast  of  features. 
Of  these,  our  visitor,  young  Mahto-Tatouka,  was  the  eldest,  and  some 
reported  him  as  likely  to  succeed  to  his  fathers'  honors.  Though  I 
should  think  him  not  more  than  twenty- one  years  old,  he  had  ofteuer 
struck  the  enemy,  and  stolen  more  horses  and  more  squaws  than 
any  young  man  in  the  village.  We  of  the  civilized  world  are  not 
apt  to  attach  much  credit  to  the  latter  species  of  exploits ;  but  horse- 
stealing is  well  known  as  an  avenue  to  distinction  on  the  prairies, 
and  the  other  kind  of  depredation  is  esteemed  equally  meritorious. 
Not  that  the  act  can  confer  fame  from  its  own  intrinsic  merits.  Any 
one  can  steal  a  squaw,  and  if  he  chooses  afterward  to  make  an  ade- 


quate  present  to  her  rightful  proprietor,  the  easy  husband  for  the 
most  part  rests  content,  his  vengeance  falls  asleep,  and  all  danger 
from  that  quarter  is  averted.  Yet  this  is  esteemed  but  a  pitiful  and 
mean-spirited  transaction.  The  danger  is  averted,  but  the  glory  of 
the  achievement  also  is  lost.  Mahto-Tatouka  proceeded  after  a 
more  gallant  and  dashing  fashion.  Out  of  several  dozen  squaws 
whom  he  had  stolen,  he  could  boast  that  he  had  never  paid  for  one, 
but  snapping  his  finger*  in  the  face  of  the  injured  husband,  had  de- 
fied the  extremity  of  bis  indignation,  and  no  one  yet  had  dared  to 
lay  the  finger  of  violence  upon  him.  He  was  following  close  in  the 
footsteps  of  his  father.  The  young  men  and  the  young  squaws,  each 
in  their  way,  admired  him.     The  one  would  always  follow  him  to 

par,  and  be  was  esteemed  to  have  an  unrivalled  charm  in  the  eyes  of 
the  other.  Perhaps  his  impunity  may  excite  some  wonder.  An 
arrow  shot  from  a  ravine,  a  stab  given  in  the  dark,  require  no  great 
valor,  and  are  especially  suited  to  the  Indian  genius;  but  Mahto- 
Tatouka  had  a  strong  protection.  It  was  not  alone  his  courage  and 
audacious  will  that  enabled  him  to  career  so  dashingly  anions  hia 
compeers.  His  enemies  did  not  forget  that  he  was  one  of  thirty 
warlike  brethren,  all  growing  up  to  manhood.  Should  they  wreak 
their  anger  upon  him,  twenty-nine  keen  eyes  would  be  ever  upon 
them,  twenty-nine  fierce  hearts  would  thirst  for  their  blond.  The 
avenger  would  dog  their  footsteps  every  where.  To  kill  Mahto-Ta- 
touka would  be  no  better  than  an  act  of  suicide. 

Though  he  found  such  favor  in  the  eyes  of  the  fair,  he  was  no 
3andy,  As  among  us,  those  of  highest  worth  and  breeding  are  most 
simple  in  manner  and  attire,  so  our  aspiring  young  friend  was  indif- 
ferent to  the  gaudy  trappings  and  ornaments  of  his  companions. 
TIe  was  content  to  rest  his  chances  of  success  upon  his  own  warlike 

lerits.  He  never  arrayed  himself  in  gaudy  blanket  and  glittering 
lecklacee,  but  left  his  statue-like  form  limbed  like  an  Apollo  of 
jronze,  to  win  its  own  way  to  favor.  His  voice  was  singularly  deep 
and  strong.  It  sounded  from  his  chest  like  the  deep  notes  of  an 
organ.  Yet  after  all,  he  was  but  an  Indian.  See  him  as  he  lies  there 
the  sun  before  our  tent,  kicking  his  heels  in  the  air  and  cracking 

okes  with  his  brother.  Does  he  look  like  a  hero  1  See  him  now 
the  hour  of  bil  glory,  when  at  sunset  the  whole  village  empties 
tself  to  behold  him,  for  to-morrow  their  favorite  young  partizan 
^oes  out  against  the  enemy.  His  superb  head-dress  is  adorned  with 
crest  of  the  war-eagles'  feathers,  rising  in  a  waving  ridge  above 
bis  brow,  and  sweeping  far  behind  him.  His  round  white  shield 
hangs  at  his  breast,  with  feathers  radiating  from  the  centre  like  a  star, 
His  quiver  is  at  his  back  ;  his  tall  lance  in  his  hand,  the  iron  point 
flashing  against  the  declining  sun,  while  the  long  scalp-locks  of  his 
enemies  flutter  from  the  shaft.  Thus,  gorgeous  as  a  champion  in 
his  panoply,  he  rides  round  and  round  within  the  great  circle  of 
lodges,  balancing  with  a  graceful  buoyancy  to  the  free  movements 
of  bis  war-horse,  while  with  a  sedate  brow  he  sings  his  song  to  the 
"treat  Spirit.  Young  rival  warriors  look  askance  at  him  ;  vermil- 
ion-cheeked girls  gaze  in  admiration,  boys  whoop  and  scream  in  a 
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thrill  of  delight,  and  old  women  yell  forth  his  name  and  proclaim 
his  praises  tt«n  lodge  to  lodge, 

Truly  it  is  a  poor  thing,  this  life  of  an  Indian,  Few  and  mean 
are  its  pleasures.  War  without  the  iusps ration  of  chivalry,  gal- 
lantry with  no  sentiment  to  elevate  it!  Yet  never  have  I  seen  in 
any  Indian  village  on  the  remote  prairies  such  abject  deprr 
such  utter  abasement  and  prostitution  of  every  nobler  part  uf  hu- 
manity, as  I  have  seen  in  great  cities,  the  centres  of  the  world's  wis- 
dom and  refinement.  The  meanest  savage  in  the  Whirlwind's  camp 
would  seem  noble  and  dignified  compared  with  some  of  the  h>>t 
children  of  civilization. 

Mabto-Tatouka,  to  come  back  tobim,  was  the  best  of  all  our  In- 
dian friends.  Hour  after  hour  and  day  after  day,  when  swarms  of 
savages  of  every  age,  sex  and  degree,  beset  our  camp,  he  would  lie 
in  our  tent,  his  lynx-eye  ever  open  to  guard  our  property  from 
pillage. 

The  Whirlwind  invited  us  one  day  to  his  lodge.  The  feast  was 
finished  and  the  pipe  began  to  circulate.  It  was  a  remarkably  large 
and  tine  one,  and  I  expressed  my  admiration  of  its  form  and  dimen- 
sions, 

*  If  the  Meneaska  likes  the  pipe/ asked  the  Whirlwind,  'why 
does  he  not  keep  it  V 

Such  a  pipe  among  the  Ogillallab  is  valued  at  the  price  of  a  horse. 
A  princely  gift,  thinks  the  reader,  and  worthy  of  a  chieftain  anil  a 
warrior.  The  Whirlwind's  generosity  rose  to  no  such  pitch.  He 
gave  me  the  pip*  confidently,  expecting  that  I  in  return  should  make 
him  a  present  of  equal  or  superior  value.  This  is  the  implied  con- 
dition of  every  gift  among  the  Indians  as  among  the  Orientals,  and 
should  it  not  be  complied  with,  the  present  is  usually  reclaimed  by 
the  giver,  Sol  arranged  upon  a  gaudy  calico  handkerchief  an  as- 
sortment  of  verm il lion,  tobacco,  knives  and  gunpowder,  and  sum* 
raoningthe  chief  to  camp,  assured  him  of  my  Friendship,  and  begged, 
bis  acceptance  of  a  slight  token  of  it.  Ejaculating  how  !  how  !  be 
folded  up  the  offerings  and  withdrew  to  his  lodge. 

Several  days  passed,  and  we  and  the  Indians  remained  encamped 
side  by  side.  They  could  not  decide  whether  or  not  to  go  to  the 
war  I  Toward  evening,  scores  of  them  would  surround  our  tent,  a 
wild  and  picturesque  group.  Late  one  afternoon,  a  dozen  of  thetn 
mounted  on  horseback  came  suddenly  in  sight  from  behind  ty 
slumps  of  bushes  that  lined  the  bank  of  the  stream,  folding  with 
them  a  mule,  on  whose  back  was  a  wretched  negro,  only  sustained 
in  his  seat  by  the  high  pommel  and  canlle  of  the  Indian  saddle.  Mis 
cheeks  were  withered  and  shrunken  in  the  hollow  of  his  jaws  ;  bis 
eyes  were  unnaturally  dilated,  and  his  lips  seemed  shrivelled  and 
drawn  back  from  his  teeth  like  those  of  a  corpse.  When  they  brought 
him  up  before  ourtent,and  lifted  him  from  the  saddle,  he  could  not 
walk  or  stand,  but  he  crawled  a  short  distance  and  with  a  look  of 
u  er  misery  sat  down  on  the  grass.  All  the  children  and  women 
came  pouring  out  of  the  lodges  around  us,  and  with  screams  and 
cries  made  a  close  circle  around  him,  while  be  sat  supporting  him- 
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self  with  his  hands,  and  looking  from  side  to  side  with  a  vacant  stare. 
The  wretch  was  starving  to  death  !  For  thirty-three  days  he  had 
wandered  alone  on  the  prairie,  without  weapon  of  any  kind  ;  with- 
out shoes,  moccasins,  or  any  other  clothing  than  an  old  jacket  and 
pantaloons ;  without  intelligence  and  skill  to  guide  his  course,  or 
any  knowledge  of  the  productions  of  the  prairie.  All  this  time  he 
had  subsisted  on  crickets  and  lizards,  wild  onions  and  three  eggs 
which  he  found  in  the  nest  of  a  prairie  dove.  He  had  not  seen  a 
human  being.  Utterly  bewildered  in  the  boundless,  hopeless  desert 
that  stretched  around  him,  offering  to  his  inexperienced  eye  no  mark 
by  which  to  direct  his  course,  he  had  walked  on  in  despair,  till  he 
could  walk  no  longer,  and  then  crawled  on  his  knees,  until  the  bone 
was  laid  bare.  He  chose  the  night  for  his  travelling,  lying  down  by 
day  to  sleep  in  the  glaring  sun,  always  dreaming,  as  he  said,  of  the 
broth  and  corn-cake  he  used  to  eat  under  his  old  master's  shed  in 
Missouri.  Every  man  in  the  camp,  both  white  and  red,  was  aston- 
ished at  his  wonderful  escape  not  only  from  starvation  but  from  the 
grizzly  bears,  which  abound  in  that  neighborhood,  and  the  wolves 
which  howled  around  him  every  night. 

Reynal  recognized  him  the  moment  the  Indians  brought  him  in. 
He  had  run  away  from  his  master  about  a  year  before  and  joined 
the  party  of  Mr.  Richard,  who  was  then  leaving  the  frontier  for  the 
mountains.  He  had  lived  with  Richard  ever  since,  until  in  the  end 
of  May  he  with  Reynal  and  several  other  men  went  out  in  search 
of  some  stray  horses,  when  Jack  got  separated  from  the  rest  in  a 
storm,  and  had  never  been  heard  of  up  to  this  time.  Knowing  his 
inexperience  and  helplessness,  no  one  dreamed  that  he  could  still  be 
living.     The  Indians  found  him  lying  exhausted  on  the  ground. 

As  he  sat  there,  with  the  Indians  gazing  silently  on  him,  his  hag- 
gard face  and  glazed  eye  were  disgusting  to  look  upon.  Delorier 
made  him  a  bowl  of  gruel,  but  he  suffered  it  to  remain  untasted  be- 
fore him.  At  length  he  languidly  raised  the  spoon  to  his  lips ;  again 
be  did  so,  and  again  ;  and  then  his  appetite  seemed  suddenly  inflamed 
into  madness,  for  he  seized  the  bowl,  swallowed  all  its  contents  in  a 
few  seconds,  and  eagerly  demanded  meat.  This  we  refused,  telling 
him  to  wait  until  morning,  but  he  begged  so  eagerly  that  we  gave 
him  a  small  piece,  which  he  devoured,  tearing  it  like  a  dog.  He  said 
he  must  have  more.  We  told  hirn  that  his  life  was  in  danger  if  he 
ate  so  immoderately  at  first.  He  assented,  and  said  he  knew  he  was 
a  fool  to  do  so,  but  he  must  have  meat.  This  we  absolutely  refused, 
to  the  great  indignation  of  the  senseless  squaws,  who,  when  we 
were  not  watching  him,  would  slyly  bring  dried  meat  and  poumes 
blanches,  and  place  them  on  the  ground  by  his  side.  Still  this  was 
not  enough  for  him.  When  it  grew  dark  he  contrived  to  creep  away 
between  the  legs  of  the  horses  and  crawl  over  to  the  Indian  village, 
about  a  furlong  down  the  stream.  Here  he  fed  to  his  heart's  con- 
tent, and  was  brought  back  again  in  the  morning,  when  Jean  Gras, 
the  trapper,  put  him  on  horseback  and  carried  him  to  the  fort.  Jack 
managed  to  survive  the  effects  of  his  insane  greediness,  and  though 
slightly  deranged,  when  We  left  this  part  of  the  country,  he  was- 
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otherwise  in  tolerable  health,  and  expressed  his  firm  conviction  that 
nothing  could  ever  kill  him. 

When  thexsmi  was  as  yet  an  hour  high,  it  was  a  gay  scene  in  the 
village.  The  warriors  stalked  sedately  among  the  lodges,  or  along 
the  margin  of  the  stream,  or  walked  out  to  visit  the  bands  of  horses 
that  were  feeding  far  and  wide  ovei  rie.     Half  the  village 

population  deserted  the  close  and  heated  lodges  and  betoolt  them- 
selves to  the  water ;  and  here  you  might  see  boys  and  girls  and 
young  squaws,  splashing,  swimming  and  diving,  beneath  the  after- 
noon sun,  with  merry  laughter  and  screaming.  But  when  the  sun 
was  just  resting  above  the  broken  peaks,  and  the  purple  mountains 
threw  their  prolonged  shadows  for  miles  over  the  prairie  ;  when  our 
grim  old  tree,  lighted  by  the  horizontal  rays,  assumed  an  aspect  of 
peaceful  repoee,  sucfe  m  tie  &oul  loves  after  scenes  of  tumuli  and 
excitement ;  and  when  the  whole  wild  landscape,  of  swelling  plains 
and  scattered  groves,  was  softened  into  a  tranquil  beauty j  then 
our  encampment  presented  a  striking  spectacle.  Could  Salvator 
Rosa  have  transferred  it  to  bis  canvass,  it  would  have  added  new 
renown  to  his  pencil.  Scores  of  savage  figures  surrounded  our  tent, 
with  quivers  at  their  backs,  and  guns,  lances  or  tomahawks  in  their 
hands.  Some  sat  on  horseback,  motionless  as  equestrian  statues, 
their  arms  crossed  on  their  breasts,  their  eyes  fixed  in  a  steady  un- 
wavering gaze  upon  us.  Some  stood  erect,  wrapped  from  bead  to 
foot  in  their  long  white  robes  of  buffalo-hide.  Some  sat  together  on 
the  grass,  holding  their  shaggy  horses  by  a  rope,  with  their  broad 
dark  busts  exposed  to  view  as  they  suffered  their  robes  to  fall  from 
their  shoulders.  Others  again  stood  carelessly  among  the  throng, 
with  nothing  to  conceal  the  matchless  symmetry  of  their  forms  ;  and 
J  do  not  exaggerate  when  I  say,  that  only  on  the  prairie  and  in  the 
Vatican  have  I  seen  such  faultless  models  of  the  human  figure.  See 
that  warrior  standing  by  the  tree,  towering  six  feet  and  a  half  in 
stature.  Your  eye  may  trace  the  whole  of  his  graceful  and  majestic 
height,  and  discover  no  defector  blemish.  Willi  his  free  and  noble 
attitude,  with  the  bow  in  his  hand,  and  the  quiver  at  his  back,  he 
might  seem,  but  for  his  face,  the  Pythian  Apollo  himself  Such  a 
figure  rose  before  the  imagination  of  Benjamin  West,  when  on  first 
seeing  the  Belvidere  in  the  Vatican,  he  exclaimed,  *  By  heaven,  a 
ft*  ohawk  warrior !' 

The  Mad  Wolf  was  the  name  of  the  lofty  champion.  Unless 
fame  belied  him,  he  was  a  hold,  subtle,  and  cruel  warrior,  and  his 
features  bore  the  impress  of  such  a  character. 

When  the  sky  darkened  and  the  stars  began  to  appear  ;  when  the 
prairie  was  involved  in  gloom,  and  the  horses  were  driven  in  and 
secured  around  the  camp,  the  crowd  began  to  melt  away.  Fire3 
gleamed  around  us,  duskily  revealing  the  rough  trappers  and  the 
graceful  Indians.  One  of  the  families  near  us  would  always  be 
gathered  around  a  bright  blase,  that  displayed  the  shadowy  dimen- 
sions of  their  lodge,  and  sent  its  lights  far  up  among  the  masses  of 
foliage  above,  gilding  the  dead  and  ragged  branches.  Withe  rid 
witch-like  hags  flittered  to  and  fro  around  the  blaze;   and  here  for 


hour  after  hour  sat  a  circle  of  children  and  young  girls,  laughing 
and  talking,  their  round,  merry  hires  glowing  in  the  ruddy  light. 
We  could  lu  iar  the  monotonous  notes  rf  &«  drum  From  the  Indian 
villages,  with  the  daunting  of  the  war-son^  deadened  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  the  long  chorus  of  quavering  yells,  where  the  war-dance 
was  going  on  in  the  largest  lodge.  For  several  nights,  too,  we  could 
hear  wild  and  mournful  cries,  rising  and  dying  away  like  the  melan- 
choly voice  of  a  wolf.  They  came  from  the  sisters  and  female  rela- 
tives of  Mahto-Tatouka,  who  were  gashing  their  limbs  with  knives 
and  he  wailing  the  death  of  Henry  CbaUillon'i  squaw.  The  hour 
would  grow  late  before  all  retired  to  rest  in  the  camp.  Then  the  em- 
bers of  the  fires  would  be  glowing  dimly,  the  men  would  N-  stretched 
in  their  blankets  on  the  ground,  and  nothing  could  be  heard  but  the 
restless  motions  of  the  crowded  horses* 

I  recall  these  scenes  with  a  mixed  feeling  of  pleasure  and  pain. 
At  this  time,  I  was  so  reduced  by  illness  that  I  could  seldom  walk 
without  reeling  like  a  drunken  man,  and  when  I  rose  from  my  seat 
upon  the  ground  the  landscape  suddenly  grew  dim  before  my  eyes, 
the  trees  and  lodges  seemed  to  sway  to  and  fro,  and  the  prairie  to 
rise  and  fall  like  the  swells  of  the  ocean.  Such  a  state  of  things  is 
by  no  means  enviable  any  where.  In  a  country  where  a  man's  life 
may  at  any  moment  depend  on  the  strength  of  his  arm,  or  it  may  be 
on  the  activity  of  his  legs,  it  is  more  particularly  inconvenient. 
Medical  assistance  of  course  there  was  none  ;  neither  had  I  the 
means  of  pursuing  a  system  of  diet  j  and  sleeping  ou  damp  ground, 
with  an  occasional  drenching  from  a  shower,  would  hardly  be  re- 
commended  as  beneficial.  I  sometimes  suffered  the  extremity  of 
languor  and  exhaustion,  and  though  at  the  time  I  felt  no  appruhen* 
liooi  of  the  final  result,  1  have  since  learned  that  at  several  periods 
my  situation  was  a  critical  one. 

Beside  other  formidable  inconveniences,  I  owe  it  in  a  great  mea- 
sure to  the  remote  effects  of  that  unlucky  disorder  that  from  defi- 
cient eye  sight  I  am  compelled  to  employ  the  pen  of  another  in 
taking  down  this  narrative  from  my  lips  ;  and  I  have  learned  very 
effectually  that  a  violent  attack  of  d\  on  the  prairie  is  a  thing 

too  serious  for  a  joke.  I  tried  repose  and  a  very  sparing  diet.  For 
a  long  time,  with  exemplary  patience,  1  lounged  about  the  camp,  or 
at  the  utmost  staggered  over  to  the  Indian  village,  and  walked  faint 
and  dizzy  among  the  lodges.  It  would  not  do  ;  and  I  bethought  me 
of  starvation.  During  five  days  I  sustained  life  on  one  small  bis- 
cuit a  day.  At  the  end  of  that  time  1  was  weaker  than  before,  but 
the  disorder  seemed  shaken  in  its  strong-hold,  and  very  gradually  I 
began  to  resume  a  less  rigid  diet.  No  sooner  had  I  done  so  than 
the  same  detested  symptoms  revisited  me;  my  old  enemy  resumed 
his  pertinacious  assauha,  yet  not  with  his  former  violence  or  con- 
stancy, and  though  before  I  regained  any  fair  portion  of  my  ordi- 
nary strength  weeks  had  elapsed,  and  months  passed  before  the  dis- 
order left  me,  yel  thanks  to  old  habits  of  activity,  and  a  merciful 
Providence,  I  was  able  to  sustain  myself  against  it. 

I  used  to  lie  languid  and  dreamy  before  our  tent,  and  muse  on 


the  past  and  the  future,  anil  when  most  overcome  with  lassitude,  my 
eyes  tinned  always  toward  the  distant  Black  Hills,  There  is  a 
spirit  of  energy  <nnl  vigor  in  mount  Bins,  and  they  impart  it  to  all 
who  approach  their  presence.  At  that  titne  I  did  not  know  how 
many  dark,  superstitious  and  gloomy  legends  are  associated  with 
those  mountains  in  the  mind  of  the  Indians,  but  I  fett  an  eager  de- 
sire to  penetrate  their  hidden  recesses,  to  explore  the  awful  chasms 
and  precipices,  the  black  torrents,  the  silent  forests  that  I  fancied 
were  concealed  there. 

At  length  the  Whirlwind  and  his  warriors  determined  to  move. 
They  had  resolved  lifter  all  their  preparations  not  to  go  to  the  ren- 
dezvous at  La  Boute's  camp,  hut  to  pass  through  the  Black  Hills  and 
spend  a  few  weeks  in  hunting  the  buftTulo  on  the  other  side,  until 
had  killed  enough  to  furnish  them  with  a  stock  of  provisions  and 
with  hides  to  make  their  lodges  for  the  next  season.  This  done,  they 
were  to  send  out  a  small  independent  war-party  against  the  enemy. 
Their  final  determination  left  us  in  some  embarrassment.  Should 
we  go  to  La  Brute's  camp,  it  was  not  impossible  that  the 
lages  might  prove  as  vacillating  and  indecisive  as  the  Whirlwind's, 
and  that  no  assembly  whatever  would  lake  place.  Our  old  com- 
panion Reynal  had  conceived  a  liking  for  us,  or  rather  for  our  bis- 
cuit and  coffee,  and  for  the  occasional  small  presents  which  we  made 
him.  He  wbb  very  anxious  that  we  should  go  with  the  village  which 
he  himself  intended  to  accompany.  He  declared  he  was  certain 
ib at  no  Indians  would  meet  al  the  rendezvous,  and  sn\d  moreover 
that  it  would  be  easy  to  convey  our  cart  and  baggage  through  the 
Black  Hills.  In  raying  tins,  he  told  as  usual  an  egregious  falsehood. 
Neither  he  nor  any  white  man  with  us  had  ever  seen  the  difficult 
anil  obscure  defiles,  through  which  the  India  us  intended  to  make 
their  way.  I  passed  them  afterward,  and  had  much  ado  to  force 
my  distressed  horse  along  narrow  ravines,  and  through  chasms 
where  day-light  could  scarcely  penetrate.  Our  cart  might  as  easily 
have  been  conveyed  over  the  summit  of  Pike's  Peak*  Anticipating 
the  difficulties  and  uncertainties  of  an  attempt  to  visit  the  rendez- 
vous, we  recalled  the  old  proverb :  '  A  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two 
in  the  bush,' and  derided  to  follow  the  village. 

Both  camps,  the  Indian's  and  our  own,  broke  up  on  the  morning 
of  the  first  of  July.  I  was  so  weak  that  the  aid  of  a  potent  auxil- 
iary, a  spoonful  of  whiskey,  swallowed  at  short  intervals,  alone  ena- 
bled me  to  sit  my  barrly  little  mare  Pauline,  through  the  short  journey 
of  that  day.  For  half  a  mile  before  us,  and  half  a  mile  heboid,  the 
prairie  was  covered  far  and  wide  with  the  moving  throng  of  savages. 
The  barren,  broken  plain  stretched  away  to  the  right  and  left,  and 
far  in  front  rose  the  gloomy  precipitous  ridge  of  the  Black  Hills. 
We  pushed  forward  to  the  head  of  the  scattered  column,  pi 
the  burdened  travaux,  the  heavily  laden  pack-horses,  the  gaunt  old 
women  on  foot,  the  gay  young  squaws  on  horse-back,  the  restless 
children  running  among  the  crowd,  old  men  striding  along  in  their 
white  buffalo  robes,  and  groups  of  young  warriors  mounted  on  their 
best  horses.     Henry  Chatillon,  looking  backward  over  the  di 


prairie,  exclaimed  suddenly  that  a  horseman  was  approach  lag,  and 
in  truth  we  could  just  discern  a  small  Mack  speck  slowly  moving 
over  rhe  face  of  a  distant  swell,  like  a  fly  creeping  on  a  wall.  It: 
rapidly  grew  larger  as  it  approached* 

*  White  man,  1  b'lieve,*  said  Henry;  '  look  bow  he  ride!  Indian 
never  ride  that  way.     Yes  ;   he  got  rifle  on   the  saddle  before  him.' 

The  horseman  disappeared  in  a  hollow  of  the  prairie,  hut  we 
eoon  saw  bim  agfrin  ;  and  at  i i *-  came  riding  at  a  gallop  toward  us 
through  the  crowd  of  Indians,  his  lon<*  hair  streaming  in  the  wind 
behind  him,  we  recognized  the  ruddy  face  and  old  buck* skin  frock 
of  Jean  iiiast  die  trapper.  He  was  just  arrived  from  Fort  Lu ra- 
mie, where  he  had  been  on  a  visit,  and  he  said  he  had  a  message 
for  us*  A  trader  named  Bisonette,  one  of  Henry's  friends,  waa 
lately  come  from  the  settlements,  and  intended  to  ^o  with  a  party 
of  men  to  La  Route's  camp,  where,  as  Jean  Gras  assured  us, 
ten  or  twelve  villages  of  Indians  would  certainly  assemble.  Biso- 
nette desired  that  we  w^uld  cross  over  and  meet  him  there,  and 
promised  that  his  men  should  protect  our  horses  and  baggage  while 
we  went  among  the  Indians.  Shaw  and  I  stopped  our  horses  and 
held  a  council  of  war,  and  in  an  evil  hour  we  resolved  to  go. 

For  the  rest  of  that  day's  journey  our  course  and  that  of  the  In- 
dians was  the  same.  In  less  than  an  hour  we  came  to  where  the 
high  barren  prairie  terminated,  sinking  down  abruptly  in  steep  de- 
clivities -t  and  si  a  ruling  on  these  heights,  we  saw  below  us  a  great 
level  meadow,  Laramie  Creek  bounded  it  on  the  left,  sweeping 
along  in  the  shadow  of  the  declivities,  and  passing  with  its  shallow 
and  rapid  current  just  below  us.  We  sat  on  horse-back,  waiting  and 
looking  on,  while  the  whole  savage  array  went  pouring  past  us, 
hurrying  down  the  descent,  and  spreading  themselves  over  the 
meadow  below.  In  a  few  moments  the  plain  was  swarming  with 
the  moving  multitude,  some  just  visible,  like  specks  in  the  distance, 
others  still  passing  on,  pressing  down  and  fording  the  stream  with 
bustle  and  confusion.  On  the  edge  of  the  heights  sit  half  a  dozen 
of  the  elder  warriors,  gravely  smoking  and  looking  down  with  un- 
moved faces  on  the  wild  and  striking  spectacle, 

Up  went  the  lodges  in  a  circle  on  the  margin  of  the  stream.  For 
the  sake  of  quiet  we  pitched  our  tent  among  some  trees  at  half  a 
mile's  distance.  In  the  afternoon  we  were  in  the  village.  The 
day  was  a  glorious  one,  and  the  whole  camp  seemed  lively  and  ani- 
mated in  sympathy.  Groups  of  children  and  young  girls  were 
laughing  gaily  on  the  outside  of  the  lodges.  The  shields,  the  lances 
and  the  bows  were  removed  from  the  tall  tripods  on  which  they 
usually  hung,  before  the  dwellings  of  their  owners.  The  warriors 
were  mounting  their  horses,  and  one  by  one  riding  away  over  the 
prairie  toward  the  neighboring  hills. 

Shaw  and  I  sat  on  the  grass  near  the  lodge  of  Reynal.  An  old 
woman,  with  true  Indian  hospitality*  brought  a  bowl  o(  boiled  veni- 
son and  placed  h  before  us.  We  amused  ourselves  with  watching 
half  a  dozen  young  squaws  who  were  playing  together  and  chasing 
each  other  in  and  out  of  one  of  the  lodges.     Suddenly  the  wild  yell 


490 


The   Oregon    Trail, 


[December, 


of  the  war-hoop  came  pealing-  from  the  bills.  A  crowd  of  bi 
men  appeared,  rushing  down  their  sides,  and  riding  at  fall  speed 
toward  the  village,  each  warrior's  long1  hair  flying  behind  him  in  the 
wind  Hke  a  ship's  streamer.  As  they  approached  the  village,  the 
confused  throng  assumed  a  regular  order,  and  entering  two  by  two, 
they  circled  round  the  area  at  full  gallop,  each  warrior  singing  his 
war-song  as  he  rode.  Some  of  their  dresses  were  splendid,  Tbey 
wore  superb  crests  of  fen  the  rs,  and  close  tunics  of  antelope  skins, 
fringed  with  the  scalp-locks  of  their  enemies  ;  their  shields  too  were 
often  fluttering  with  the  war-eagle's  feathers.  All  had  bows  and 
arrows  at  their  hacks ;  some  carried  long  lances,  and  a  few  were 
armed  with  guns.  The  White  Shield,  their  partisan,  rode  in  gor- 
geous attire  at  their  head,  mounted  on  a  black-and-white  horse. 
Mahto-Tatouka  and  his  brothers  took  no  part  in  this  parad* 
they  were  in  mourning  for  their  sister,  and  were  all  sitting  in  their 
lodges,  their  bodies  bedaubed  from  bead  to  foot  with  white  clay,  and 
a  lock  of  hair  cut  from  each  of  their  foreheads. 

The  warriors  circled  three  times  round  the  village;  and  as  each 
distinguished  champion  passed,  the  old  women  would  scream  out 
bis  name,  in  honor  of  bis  bravery,  and  to  incite  the  emulation  of  the 
younger  warriors,  Little  urchins,  not  two  years  old,  fbfli 
warlike  pageant  with  glittering  eyes,  and  looked  with  eager  wonder 
and  admiration  at  those  whose  honors  were  proclaimed  by  the  pub- 
lic voice  of  the  village.  Thus  early  is  the  lesson  of  war  instilled 
into  the  mind  of  an  Indian,  and  such  are  the  stimulants  which  excite 
his  thirst  for  martial  renown. 

The  procession  rode  out  of  the  village  as  it  bad  entered  it,  and 
in  half  an  hour  all  the  warriors  had  returned  again,  dropping  quietly 
in,  singly  or  in  parties  of  two  or  three. 

As  the  sun  rose  the  next  morning  we  looked  across  the  meadow, 
and  could  see  the  lodges  levelled  and  the  Indians  gathering  together 
in  preparation  to  leave  the  camp.  Their  com  Be  laj  to  the  west- 
ward. We  turned  toward  the  north  with  our  three  men,  the  four 
trappers  following  us,  together  with  the  Indian  family  of  Mo 
We  travelled  until  night,  I  suffered  not  a  little  from  pain  and 
Weakness,  the  latter  of  which  would  have  forced  me  to  take  an  un- 
comfortable refuge  in  the  cart,  but  for  the  aid  of  my  former  friend, 
the  whiskey.  We  encamped  among  some  trees  by  the  side  of  a 
little  brook,  and  here  during  the  whole  of  the  next  day  we  lay  wait- 
ing for  Bisonctte,  but  no  Bisonctte  appeared.  Here  also  t\\ 
our  trapper  friends  left  us,  and  set  out  for  the  Rooky  Mountains. 
On  the  second  morning,  despairing  of  Bison ette's  arrival,  we  re* 
sumed  our  journey,  traversing  a  forlorn  and  dreary  monotony  of 
sun-scorched  plains,  where  no  living  thing  appeared  save  here  and 
there  an  antelope  flying  before  us  like  the  wind.  When  noon  came 
we  saw  an  unwonted  and  most  welcome  sight ;  a  rich  and  luxuriant 
growth  of  trees,  marking  the  course  of  a  little  stream  called  H 
shoe  Creek.  Right  gladly  —  I  can  answer  for  myself,  at  least  —  we 
turned  toward  it.  There  were  lofty  and  spreading  trees,  standing 
widely  asunder,  and  supporting  a  thick  canopy  of  leaves,  above  a 
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surface  of  rich,  tall  grass.  The  stream  ran  swiftly,  as  clear  as 
crystal,  through  the  bosom  of  the  wood,  sparkling  over  its  bed  of 
white  sand,  and  darkening  again  as  it  entered  a  deep  cavern  of 
leaves  and  boughs.  I  was  thoroughly  exhausted,  and  flung  myself 
on  the  ground,  scarcely  able  to  move.  All  that  afternoon  I  lay  in 
the  shade  by  the  side  of  the  stream,  and  those  bright  woods  and 
sparkling  waters  are  associated  in  my  mind  with  recollections  of 
lassitude  and  utter  prostration.  When  night  came  1  sat  down  by 
the  fire,  longing,  with  an  intensity  of  which  at  this  moment  I  can 
hardly  conceive,  for  some  powerful  stimulant. 

In  the  morning,  as  glorious  a  sun  rose  upon  us  as  ever  animated 
that  desolate  wilderness.  We  advanced,  and  soon  were  surrounded 
by  tall  bare  hills,  overspread  from  top  to  bottom  with  prickly  pears 
and  other  cacti,  that  seemed  like  clinging  reptiles.  A  plain,  flat 
and  hard,  and  with  scarcely  the  vestige  of  grass,  lay  before  us,  and 
a  line  of  tall  misshapen  trees  bounded  the  onward  view.  There 
was  no  sight  or  sound  of  man  or  beast,  or  any  living  thing,  although 
behind  those  trees  was  the  long-looked-for  place  of  rendezvous, 
where  we  fondly  hoped  to  have  found  the  Indians  congregated  by 
thousands.  We  looked  and  listened  anxiously.  We  pushed  for- 
ward with  our  best  speed,  and  forced  our  horses  through  the  trees. 
There  were  copses  of  some  extent  beyond,  with  a  scanty  stream 
creeping  through  their  midst ;  and  as  we  pressed  through  the  yield- 
ing branches,  deer  sprang  up  to  the  right  and  left.  At  length  we 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  prairie  beyond.  Soon  we  emerged  upon 
it,  and  saw,  not  a  plain  covered  with  encampments  and  swarming 
with  life,  but  a  vast  unbroken  desert  stretching  away  before  us 
league  upon  league,  without  a  bush  or  a  tree,  or  any  thing  that  had 
life.  We  drew  rein  and  gave  to  the  winds  our  sentiments  concern- 
ing the  whole  aboriginal  race  of  America,  couched  in  certain  con- 
cise and  vigorous  expressions,  peculiar  to  us  of  the  Anglo-Saxon 
breed.  Our  journey  was  in  vain,  and  much  worse  than  in  vain. 
For  myself,  I  was  vexed  and  disappointed  beyond  measure;  as  I 
well  knew  that  a  slight  aggravation  of  my  disorder  would  render 
this  false  step  irrevocable,  and  make  it  quite  impossible  to  accom- 
plish effectually  the  design  which  had  led  me  an  arduous  journey 
of  between  three  and  four  thousand  miles.  To  fortify  myself  as 
well  as  I  could  against  such  a  contingency,  I  resolved  that  I  would 
not  under  any  circumstances  attempt  to  leave  the  country  until  my 
object  was  completely  gained. 

And  where  were  the  Indians?  They  were  assembled  in  great 
numbers  at  a  spot  about  twenty  miles  distant,  and  there  at  that  very 
moment  they  were  engaged  in  their  warlike  ceremonies.  The 
scarcity  of  buffalo  in  the  vicinity  of  La  Boute's  camp,  which  would 
render  their  supply  of  provisions  scanty  and  precarious,  had  proba- 
bly prevented  them  from  assembling  there  ;  but  of  all  this  we  knew 
nothing  until  some  weeks  after. 

Shaw  lashed  his  horse  and  gallopped  forward.  I,  though  much 
more  vexed  than  he,  was  not  strong  enough  to  adopt  this  convenient 
vent  to  my  feelings ;  so  I  followed  at  a  quiet  pace,  but  in  no  quiet 
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mood.  We  rode  up  to  a  solitary  old  tree,  which  seemed  the  only 
place  fit  for  encampment-  Half  its  branches  were  dead,  and  the 
rest  were  so  scantily  furnished  with  leaves  that  they  cast  but  a 
meagre  and  wretched  shade;  and  the  old  twisted  trunk  alone  fur- 
nished sufficient  protection  from  the  sun.  We  threw  down  our 
saddles  in  the  strip  of  shadow  that  it  cast,  and  sat  down  upon  them. 
In  silent  indignation  we  sat  smoking  for  an  hour  or  more,  shifting 
our  saddles  with  the  shifting  shadow,  for  the  sun  was  intolerably 
hot. 


SOURCES       OF      THE      G  E  S  E  S  E  £  < 

Go,  Tourist,  where  the  Genesee 

Takes  rise  among  the  southern  hills* 
And,  swollen  by  a  thousand  rills, 
Flows  on  at  last  unclojprged  and  free: 
Rocks,  vainly  piled  to  bur  his  way, 
Look  dim  through  clouds  of  mounting  spray, 
And  over  ragged  flinty  stairs 
The  silver  feet  of  Ins  waves  trip  down, 
And  beetfing  cliffs  above  him  frown  ; 
But  little  the  restless  river  cares  t 
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Turrets  tremble  with  pealing  bells  ; 

Joy  loudly  winds  his  bugle 'horn, 
And  the  heart  of  a  nation  proudty  swells 

When  an  heir  to  royally  is  born  ; 
But,  greeted  by  a  strain  more  wild, 
Leaps  from  its  fount  the  Mountain  Child, 
Old  piny  groves  a  mellow  roar 
From  their  mysterious  depths  out  pour, 

Commingled  with  the  panther's  scream, 
Murmur  of  torrents,  and  the  cry 
Of  the  gray  eagle  circling  high  ; 

Meet  welcome  for  a  stream 
That  dashes  down  in  youthful  force 
From  the  green  hills,  to  run  its  course. 

Go,  Tourist,  where  the  Genesee 

In  falling  shakes  the  solid  land ; 
Cam,  Avon,  Tcviol  and  Dee 

Roll  not  through  scenes  more  truly  grand  : 
The  vision,  from  one  point  of  view. 

Is  gladdened  by  a  rainbow,  blending 
Its  colors  with  the  snow-white  hue 

Of  cataracts  descending ; 
Through  walls  of  rock,  on  either  shore, 
That  rise  till  scarce  you  see  them  more, 
The  river  like  an  arrow  sweep, 
V-  li- -it  taken  three  tremendous  leaps  ; 
Then  winds  through  vales  for  beauty  famed, 
The  '  Paradise  of  Red  Men '  named, 
Until  the  Spirit  of  the  Lake 

Uprises  front  his  silvery  cave, 
While  dancing  foum-hells  round  hiro  break, 

To  greet  its  tributary  wave. 
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&  Neto  Rape  of  tfre  locfe: 

OK   CAPTAIN   JONES'   MISADVENTURE. 


BY     JOHN     O.      BiXJt 


To  follow  the  line  of  Captain  Jones 
Back  to  the  old  ancestral  bones, 

Were  surely  an  idle  endeavor ; 
For  all  that  is  known  of  the  family  feats 
Is  that  his  sire,  as  a  paver  of  streets, 
Had  paved  his  way  in  a  manner  that  meets 

The  appellation  of  clever. 


'T  were  pleasant  enough  more  fully  to  trace 
The  various  steps  in  the  Captain's  Race, 

If  the  records  of  heraldry  had  'em ; 
But  History  leaps  at  a  single  span 
From  the  primitive  pair  to  the  pavior-man, 

From  Adam  down  to  Mac  Adam. 


'T  was  rumored  indeed,  but  nobody  knows 
What  credit  to  give  to  such  rumors  as  those, 

His  grand-papa  was  a  cooper ; 
But  getting  fatigued  with  this  round-about  mode 
Of  staving  through  life,  he  took  to  the  Road, 

As  a  kind  of  irregular  trooper. 


But  soon,  although  a  fellow  of  pluck, 
By  a  singular  turn  in  the  wheel  of  luck, 

He  met  with  a  mortal  miscarriage, 
By  means  of  a  cord  that  was  dangling  loose, 
And  fell  over  his  head  in  a  dangerous  noose, 

That  was  n't  at  all  like  Marriage. 


A  tale  invented  by  foes,  no  doubt, 
Which  idle  people  had  help'd  about, 
'Till  it  went  alone,  it  got  so  stout ; 

For  as  to  the  truth  of  the  story, 
I  scarcely  ought  to  have  named  it  here, 
It  seems  to  me  so  exceedingly  clear 

The  fable  is  Newgate-ory. 


And  that 's  the  pith  of  the  pedigree 
Of  Captain  Jones,  whose  family  tree 
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Was  a  little  shrub,  't  is  plain  to  see ; 

But  what  the  topers  mention 
Respecting  wine,  is  true  of  blood : 
It '  needs  no  bush  if  it 's  only  good,' 
Much  less  a  tree  of  the  oldest  wood, 

To  warrant  the  world's  attention. 


Now  Captain  Jones  was  five-feet  ten, 
(The  height  of  Chesterfield's  gentlemen,) 

With  a  manly  breadth  of  shoulder ; 
And  Captaiu  Jones  was  straight  and  trim, 
With  nothing  about  him  anywise  slim, 
And  had  for  a  leg  as  perfect  a  limb 

As  ever  astonish 'd  beholder. 


With  a  calf  of  such  a  notable  size, 

'T  would  surely  have  taken  the  highest  pri2e 

At  any  fair  in  creation  ; 
'T  was  just  the  leg  for  a  prince  to  sport 
Who  wished  to  stand,  at  a  Royal  Court, 

At  the  head  of  Foreign  Leg-ation. 


And  Captain  Jones  had  an  elegant  foot, 
'T  was  just  the  thing  for  his  patent  boot, 

And  could  so  prettily  shove  it, 
'T  was  a  genuine  pleasure  to  see  it  repeat 
In  the  public  walks  the  Milonian  feat 

Of  bearing  the  calf  above  it. 


But  the  Captain's  prominent  personal  charm 
Was  neither  his  foot,  nor  leg,  nor  arm, 

Nor  his  very  distingue  air ; 
Nor  was,  although  you  're  thinking  upon 't, 
The  front  of  his  head,  but  his  (  head  and  front' 

Of  beautiful  coal-black  hair. 


So  very  bright  was  the  gloss  they  had, 
'T  would  have  made  a  rival  raving  mad 

To  look  at  his  raven  curls  ; 
Wherever  he  went,  the  Captain's  hair 
Was  certain  to  fix  the  public  stare, 
And  the  constant  cry  was,  ( I  declare !' 
And  (  Did  you  ever !'  and  '  Just  look  there !' 

Among  the  dazzled  girls. 


And  though  you  may  deem  the  assertion  rash, 
There  never  was  such  another  moustache 

A  gentleman's  lip  to  cover  ; 
'T  was  such  a  broad  and  shady  shed 
Over  his  teeth  as  they  lay  in  their  bed, 
That  in  English  or  French,  't  was  properly  said 

To  be  a  perfect  chef-d'otuvre. 
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Captain  Jones  was  a  master  bold 

Of  a  merchant-ship,  some  dozen  years  old, 

And  every  name  could  have  easily  told, 

(And  never  confound  the  ( hull '  and  the  '  hold/) 

Throughout  her  inventory  ; 
And  he  had  sailed  to  foreign  parts, 
And  learn'd  a  number  of  foreign  arts, 
And  play'd  the  deuce  with  foreign  hearts, 

As  the  Captain  told  the  story. 


He  had  learn'd  to  chatter  the  French  and  Spanish, 
To  splutter  the  Dutch  aud  mutter  the  Danish, 

In  a  way  that  sounded  oracular  ; 
Had  gabbled  among  the  Portuguese, 
And  caught  the  Tartar,  or  rather  a  piece 
Of  '  broken  China/  it  was  n't  Chinese, 

Any  more  than  his  own  vernacular. 


How  Captain  Jones  was  wont  to  shine 

In  the  line  of  ships,  (not (  Ships  of  the  Line/) 

How  he  'd  brag  of  The  Water,  over  his  wine, 

And  of  women  (  over  the  water !' 
And  then,  if  you  credit  the  Captain's  phrase, 
He  was  more  expert  in  such  queer  ways 
As  '  doubling  capes '  and  '  putting  in  stays/ 

Than  any  milliner's  daughter. 


Now  the  Captain  kept  in  constant  pay 
A  single  Mate,  as  a  Captain  may, 
(In  a  nautical,  not  in  a  naughty  way, 

As  '  mates'  are  sometimes  carried  ;) 
But  to  hear  him  prose  of  the  '  squalls'  that  arose 
In  the  dead  of  night  to  break  his  repose  ; 
Of  '  white-caps '  and  '  cradles/  and  such  things  as  those. 
And  of  '  breezes'  that  ended  in  regular  '  blows/ 

You  'd  have  sworn  the  Captain  was  married. 


The  Captain's  morals  were  fair  enough, 
Though  a  sailor's  life  is  rather  rough, 

By  dint  of  the  ocean's  force ; 
And  that  one  who  makes  so  many,  in  ships, 
Should  make,  upon  shore,  occasional  trips, 

Seems  quite  a  matter  of  course. 


And  Captain  Jones  was  stiff  as  a  post 
To  the  vulgar  Fry,  but  among  the  most 
Genteel  and  polished  ruled  the  Roast, 
As  no  professional  cook  could  boast 

That  ever  you  set  your  eye  on ; 
Indeed,  't  was  enough  to  make  him  vain, 
For  the  pretty  and  proud  coufess'd  his  reign, 
And  Captain  Jones,  in  manners  and  mane, 

Was  deem'd  a  genuine  lion. 
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And  the  Captain  revel  I'd,  early  and  late, 
At  the  balls  and  routs  of  the  rich  and  great/ 
And  seemed  a  sturdy  believer  in  fites, 

Though  merely  a  minion  of  pleasure ; 
And  he  laughed  with  the  girls  in  merry  sport, 
And  paid  the  mammas  the  civilest  court, 
And  drank  their  wine,  whatever  the  sort, 
By  the  nautical  rale  of  •  Any  port  — ' 

You  may  add  the  rest  at  leisure. 


Miss  Susan  Brown  was  a  dashing  girl 
As  ever  revolved  in  the  waltz's  whirl, 
Or  twinkled  a  foot  in  the  polka's  twirl, 

By  the  glare  of  spermaceti ; 
And  Susan's  form  was  trim  and  slight, 
And  her  beautiful  skin,  as  if  in  spite 
Of  her  dingy  name,  was  exceedingly  white, 
And  her  azure  eyes  were  '  Sparkling  and  Bright,' 

And  so  was  her  favorite  ditty. 


And  Susan  Brown  had  a  score  of  names, 
Like  the  very  voluminous  Mr.  James, 
(Who  got  at  the  Font  his  strongest  claims 

To  be  reckoned  a  '  Man  of  Letters ;') 
But  thinking  the  task  will  hardly  please 
Scholars  who  've  taken  the  higher  degrees, 
To  be  set  repeating  their  A,  B,  C's, 
I  choose  to  reject  such  fetters  as  these, 

Though  merely  Nominal  fetters. 


The  patronymical  name  of  the  maid 
Was  so  completely  overlaid 

With  a  long  pronominal  cover, 
That  if  each  additional  proper  noon 
Was  laid,  with  additional  emphasis,  down, 
Miss  Susan  was  <  done  uncommonly  Brown/ 

The  moment  her  christ'ning  was  over ! 


And  Susan  was  versed  in  modern  romance, 

In  the  '  Modes'  of  Murray  and  '  Modes'  of  France, 

And  had  learn'd  to  sing  and  learn'd  to  dance 

In  a  style  decidedly  pretty ; 
And  Susan  was  versed  in  classical  lore, 
In  the  works  of  Horace,  and  several  more 
Whose  opera  now  would  be  voted  a  bore 

By  the  lovers  of  Donnhettl 


And  Susan  was  rich.    Her  provident  sin 
Had  piled  the  dollars  up  higher  and  higher, 

By  dint  of  his  personal  labors, 
'T  ill  he  reckon'd  at  last  a  sufficient  amount 
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To  be  counted,  himself,  a  man  of  account 
Among  his  affluent  neighbors. 


By  force  of  careful  culture  alone, 
Old  Brown's  estate  bad  rapidly  grown 

A  plum  for  his  only  daughter  ; 
And  after  all  the  fanciful  dreams 
Of  golden  fountains  and  golden  streams, 
The  sweat  of  patieut  labor  seems 

The  true  Pactolian  water. 


And  while  your  theorist  worries  his  mind 
In  hopes  '  the  magical  stone'  to  find, 

By  some  alchemical  gammon, 
Practical  people,  by  regular  knocks, 
Are  filling  their  *  pockets  full  of  rocks' 

From  the  golden  mountain  of  Mammon. 


With  charms  like  these,  you  may  well  suppose 
Miss  Susan  Brown  had  plenty  of  beaux, 

Breathing  nothing  but  passion, 
And  twenty  sought  her  hand  to  gain, 
And  twenty  sought  her  baud  in  vain ; 
Were  '  cut,'  and  did  n't '  oorae  again,' 

In  the  Ordinary  fashion. 


Captain  Jones,  by  the  common  voice, 

At  length  was  voted  the  man  of  her  choice, 

And  she  his  favorite  fair ; 
It  was  n't  the  Captain's  manly  face, 
His  native  sense,  nor  foreign  grace, 
That  took  her  heart  from  its  proper  place 
And  put  it  into  a  tenderer  case, 

But  his  beautiful  coal-black  hair. 


How  it  is,  why  it  is,  none  can  tell, 
But  all  philosophers  know  full  well, 

Though  puzzled  about  the  action, 
That  of  all  the  forces  under  the  sun 
You  can  hardly  find  a  stronger  one 

Than  capillary  attraction. 


The  locks  of  canals  are  strong  as  rocks ; 

And  wedlock  is  strong  as  a  banker's  box ; 

And  there  's  strength  in  the  locks  a  cockney  cocks 

At  innocent  birds,  to  give  himself  knocks ; 

In  the  locks  of  safes,  and  those  safety-locks 

They  call  the  Permutation  ; 
But  of  all  the  locks  that  ever  were  made 
In  Nature's  shops,  or  the  shops  of  trade, 

The  subtlest  combination 
Of  beauty  and  strength  is  found  in  those 
Which  grace  the  heads  of  belles  and  beaux 

In  every  civilized  nation. 
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The  gossips  whispered  it  through  the  town, 
That  •  Captain  Jones  loved  Susan  Brown  ;' 

But,  speaking  with  due  precision. 
The  gossips'  tattle  was  out  of  joint, 
For  the  lady's  « blunt'  was  the  only  point 

That  dazzled  the  lover's  vision. 


And  the  Captain  begg'd,  in  his  smoothest  tones, 
Miss  Susan  Brown  to  be  Mistress  Jones  — 
Flesh  of  his  flesh  aud  bone  of  his  bones, 

'Till  death  the  union  should  sever ; 
For  these  are  the  words  employed  of  course, 
Though  Death  is  cheated,  sometimes,  by  Divorce ; 
A  fact  which  gives  an  equivocal  force 

To  that  beautiful  phrase  '  forever.' 


And  Susan  sighed  the  conventional  '  nay' 

In  such  a  bewitching  affirmative  way, 

The  Captain  perceived  't  was  the  feminine  'ay,' 

And  sealed  in  such  commotion 
That  no  ( lip-service*  that  ever  was  paid 
To  the  ear  of  a  god  or  the  cheek  of  a  maid 

Look'd  more  like  real  devotion. 


And  Susan's  mamma  made  an  elegant  fete, 
And  exhibited  all  the  family  plate 

In  honor  of  Susan's  lover ; 
For  now  't  was  settled,  another  trip 
Over  the  sea  in  his  merchaut  ship, 

And  his  bachelor-ship  was  over. 


There  was  an  alderman,  well-to-do, 
Who  was  fond  of  talking  about  vertU, 
And  had,  beside,  the  genuine  goUt, 

If  one  might  credit  his  telling  ; 
And  the  boast  was  true,  beyond  a  doubt, 
If  he  had  only  pronounced  it  *  gout,' 

According  to  English  spelling. 


A  crockery-merchant  of  great  parade, 
Always  boasting  of  having  made 
.  His  large  estate  in  the  China-trade, 

Several  affluent  tanners ; 
A  lawyer  whose  most  important  '  case' 
Was  that  which  kept  his  books  in  place ; 
His  wife,  a  lady  of  matchless  grace, 
Who  bought  her  form,  and  made  her  face, 
And  plainly  borrowed  her  manners : 


A  druggist ;  an  undevout  divine  ; 

A  banker  who  'd  grot  as  rich  as  a  mine 

'  In  the  sugar  trade  and  cotton  line/ 
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Along  the  Atlantic  border ; 
A  doctor  fumbling  his  golden  seals, 
And  an  undertaker  close  at  his  heels, 

Quite  in  the  natural  order. 


People  of  rank  and  people  of  wealth, 
Plethoric  people  in  delicate  health, 
(Who  fast  in  public  and  feast  by  stealth,) 

And  people  slender  and  hearty, 
Flock'd  in  so  fast,  't  was  plain  to  the  eye 
Of  any  observer  standing  by, 
That  party-spirit  was  running  high, 

And  ibis  was  the  popular  party. 


To  tell  what  griefs  and  woes  betide 
The  hapless  world  from  female  pride, 

Were  a  long  and  dismal  story : 
Alas !  for  Susan,  aud  womankind  ! 
A  sudden  ambition  seiz'd  her  mind, 

In  the  height  of  her  party-glory. 


To  pique  a  group  of  laughing  girls 
Who  stood  admiring  the  Captain's  curls, 

She  form'd  the  resolution 
To  get  a  lock  of  her  lover's  hair, 
In  the  gaze  of  the  guests  assembled  there, 
By  some  expedient,  foul  or  fair, 

Before  the  party's  conclusion. 


*  Only  a  lock,  dear  Captain!  —  no  mora, 

*  *  A  lock  for  Memory,'  I  implore !' 

But  Jones,  the  gayest  of  quizzers, 
Replied,  as  he  gave  his  eye  a  cock, 
«  "i  is  a  treacherous  memory  needs  a  lock,' 

And  dodg  d  the  envious  i 


Alas  !  that  Susan  could  n't  refrain, 
In  her  zeal  the  precious  lock  to  gain, 
From  laying  her  hand  on  the  lion's  mane ! 

To  see  the  cruel  mocking, 
And  hear  the  short,  affected  cough, 
The  general  titter,  and  chuckle,  and  scoff, 
When  the  Captain's  Patent  Wig  came  off, 

Was  really  dreadfully  shocking ! 


Of  Susan's,  swoon,  the  tale  is  told, 
That  long  before  her  earthly  mould 

Regain'd  its  ghostly  tenant, 
Pier  luckless,  wigless,  loveless  lover 
Was  on  the  sea,  and  «  half-seas-over,' 
Dreaming  that  some  piratical  rover 
Had  carried  away  his  Pennant ! 
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Do  n*t  you  know;  dear  Ahhmad,  that  when  people  have  on  their 
minds  a  subject  that  interests  them  deeply,  they  are  apt  to  convert 
It  iota  B  hobby  which  they  not  only  ride  very  hard,  but  expect  their 
friends  to  gel  into  the  saddle  and  ride  just  as  hard  and  as  long  as 
they  do  themselves  ?  So  it  is  with  me  on  the  article  of  civilization  | 
and  although  1  think  I  see  yon  yawn  and  beg  to  be  dropped  at  the 
first  Khant  yet  I  cannot  now  heed  your  prayer,  but  must  make  you 
jolt  on  a  little  farther,  I  mean  however  to  be  merciful,  with  a  pro- 
mise that  this  is  the  last  journey  you  shall  take  with  me  in  this  direc- 
tion, holding  in  reserve  my  remaining  tediousness  to  be  bestowed 
upon  you  at  a  future  period,  as  a  mark  of  my  special  favor. 

Instead  of  endeavoring  to  civilize  rude  tribes,  mankind,  in  most 
cases,  have  preferred  to  reduce  or  exterminate  them,  and  put  them- 
selves into  their  place,  after  which  they  have  misrepresented  their 
character  by  way  of  excuse  for  their  own  violence.  This  may  be 
noticed  in  the  acts  of  the  Spaniards  ;  and  even  the  enlightened  ad- 
venturers who  first  planted  themselves  in  the  United  States,  are  not 
entirely  free  from  censure  on  this  head. 

It  is  a  melancholy  thought  that  the  first  advances  toward  civiliza- 
tion are  frequently  made  by  violence.  The  attempts  of  modem 
times  are  more  peaceful,  but  in  former  days,  piracies  by  sea,  wars 
and  marauding  expeditions  were  the  precursors  of  improvement. 
Possession  of  the  soil  was  usurped  to  show  the  superiority  of  intel- 
lect, and  the  inhabitants  were  made  slaves  in  order  to  ameliorate 
their  condition.  Commerce  which  was  and  still  is  one  of  the  greatest 
promoters  of  civilization,  owes  its  origin  to  piracy  ;  neither  wa 
act  deemed  dishonorable  in  former  times.  A  proclamation  o! 
English  Edward  111.,  sets  forth  that, '  Whereas  certain  right  noble 
lords  and  right  honorable  ladies  do  accustom  themselves  to  robbery 
on  the  high  roads  and  piracy  tin  the  high  seas/ etc. ;  and  these  prac- 
tices were  <  lucked  solely  because  the  revenue  suffered  by  their  ex- 
i -,'•  'in je.  And  if  we  go  farther  bark  n>  the  eighth  and  ninth  century 
of  the  Christian  era,  we  shall  find  Anglo-Saxon  ordina  quir- 

ing that  ;i  fleet  should  be  in  readiness  every  year  immediately 
Easier,  to  sail  to  the  Northern  Ocean  on  an  expedition  which  would 
now  he  considered  as  piracy  ;jihI  punishable  as  such.     Nor  were  the 
Northern  nations  backward  in  returning  these  visits,  as  may  bi 
by  the  English  annals,  wherein  the  ravages  made  in  these  predatory 
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a  expeditions  are  fully  detailed.  These  piratical  adventures  were 
continued  several  years,  and  were  marked  by  many  circumstances 
of  horror,  yet  all  historians  agree  in  asserting  that  they  had  a  favor- 
able influence  on  civilization,  by  bringing  distant  people  into  contact 
with  each  other.  This  influence  became  more  effective  when  many 
of  the  Northern  bands  made  permanent  settlements  in  the  countries 
they  invaded,  such  as  Normandy  in  France,  and  England. 

1  have  already  remarked  on  the  difficulty  of  establishing  the  pe- 
riod when  civilization  begins  ;  the  precise  time  when  men  emerged 
from  a  savage  condition ;  when,  tired  of  their  rough  and  cheerless 
mode  of  life,  they  seek  to  render  it  better  by  confederating  with  their 
brethren  for  the  purpose  of  forming  a  domestic  union.  Neither  is 
it  easy  to  say  how  far  men  have  the  capacity  of  working  out  their 
own  improvement  without  extraneous  aid.  We  can  conjecture  and 
reason  from  analogy  of  what  we  see  in  our  own  time,  and  that  is  all 
we  can  do. 

It  appears  that  some  nations  continue  in  the  same  state,  without 
change  for  better  or  worse,  although  the  individuals  that  compose 
them  possess  much  natural  capacity  and  active  minds.  One  reason, 
and  perhaps  the  only  one,  that  can  be  given  for  this  is,  that  their  physi- 
cal condition  is  made  easy  by  living  on  a  fertile  soil  and  under  a 
mild  climate,  where  little  labor  and  less  ingenuity  is  requisite  to 
supply  their  natural  wants,  while  at  the  same  time  no  objects  are 
presented  to  their  view  which  may  create  a  dislike  of  what  they 
possess,  or  a  desire  for  something  they  like  better.  An  uncivilized 
people  may  be  quite  contented  with  their  lot,  the  demands  of  the 
body  being  satisfied ;  but  show  them  something  they  never  saw  before, 
and  a  new  want  is  created,  and  they  will  not  be  at  ease  till  it  is 
gratified.  When  the  king  of  the  Sandwich  Islands  was  presented 
with  a  sailor's  jacket,  he  set  no  bounds  to  his  delight ;  but  when  he 
saw  a  red-coat  and  a  cocked-hat,  he  despised  the  jacket  and  pleaded 
urgently  for  the  coat  and  hat.  This  attraction  to  novelty  is  a  promi- 
nent feature  in  the  character  of  children,  and  untutored  grown-up 
men  are  in  many  points  like  children,  and  are  influenced  in  much 
the  same  way. 

But  people  do  not  take  to  themselves  the  merit  of  inventing  the 
first  arts  of  civilization.  It  appears  that  all  nations  have  traditions 
of  a  system  of  civilization  superior  to  their  own.  They  refer  their 
origin  to  a  race  of  beings  more  intelligent  than  themselves,  and  even 
represent  them  as  divine  persons,  sent  from  the  region  of  spirits  to 
instruct  the  world  of  mankind  below.  Whatever  arts  they  possess 
they  attribute  to  other  beings  who  dwelt  on  earth  at  a  very  re  mote  age. 
It  is  presumable,  and  tradition  sanctions  the  belief,  that  a  race  of  per- 
sons did  exist  at  an  extremely  remote  period  of  time,  the  ancestors 
of  those  whom  we  now  see  degraded,  some  of  them  even  to  bar- 
barism, who  left  traces  of  their  own  intelligence  which  the  present 
tribes  have  been  able  to  use  as  models  for  their  rude  domestic  arts. 
Here  the  door  is  closed  against  farther  knowledge.  We  cannot  go 
back  to  see  how  these  by-gone  people  acquired  their  knowledge. 
Supposing  them  to  be  mortal,  we  can  only  imagine  they  were  en- 
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do  wed  with  faculties  such  as  we  possess,  and  that  they  brought  these 
into  exercise  by  a  slow  process.  As  ordinary  wants  stimulated  to 
experiments,  these  faculties  became  developed  ;  and  herein  is  made 
manifest  that  inward  excitement  called  inspiration,  which  is  con- 
stantly at  work  to  urge  men  onward  in  the  career  of  human  exist- 
ence. It  is  engrafted  in  a  greater  or  less  degree  in  the  souls  of  all 
men,  and  without  it  man  would  not  be  what  he  is.  It  is  present  as  a 
prompter,  sometimes  as  a  guide.  It  is  a  holy  influence  exerted  upon 
Mind  to  assist  in  the  discovery  of  truth  and  happiness.  It  is  the 
key  to  the  secret  chamber  of  the  soul,  wherein  lie  hidden  the  mate- 
rials which  the  Creator  has  rough-cast,  abiding  the  time  when  they 
are  to  be  brought  forth  and  fashioned  to  fit  man  to  be  truly  lord  of 
the  creation,  and  take  a  rank  but  little  lower  than  the  angels.  It  is 
this  that  made  the  prophets  and  poets  of  old,  and  has  made  for  the 
christians  the  Shakspeares  and  Miltons  of  modern  times.  More- 
over, we  have  ample  evidences  strewed  over  all  parts  of  the  world, 
in  ruined  temples,  sepulchral  monuments  and  mounds  of  earth,  that 
a  high  degree  of  civilization  once  existed  in  countries  now  sunk  into 
sileut  barbarism,  or  which  are  merely  wild  deserts.  Europe  and 
Asia  abound  in  the  remains  of  ancient  grandeur,  and  the  United 
States  furnish  similar  materials,  to  amuse  the  antiquarian  and  in- 
struct the  historian. 

In  its  popular  sense,  civilization  comprises  many  ideas  condensed 
into  one  term,  having  for  its  end  not  only  the  improvement  of  the 
physical  organization  of  society,  but  also  reference  to  the  whole 
nature  of  man,  his  present  well-being  as  well  as  his  destiny,  both 
here  and  hereafter.  It  may  be  called  the  union  of  industry,  science 
and  art :  it  unfolds  itself  separately  in  the  practical  man  who  acts, 
the  intellectual  man  who  knows,  and  the  artist  who  feels,  adorns 
and  embellishes  life.  It  is  a  mysterious  law,  seen  only  by  its  effects, 
and  acts  in  its  operation  by  attraction  and  repulsion,  as  the  heavenly 
bodies  are  propelled.  Its  movement  is  not  steadily  in  advance,  for 
the  social  condition  of  a  people  may  be  good  whose  civilization  is 
low,  and  a  nation  (as  we  perceive  by  reading,)  may  be  greatly  on 
the  decline  when  refinement  has  reached  an  exalted  point.  Social 
activity  may  make  a  people  contented  and  even  happy  ;  like  Hol- 
land in  the  seventeenth  and  eighteenth  century  of  the  Christian  era; 
yet  Holland  was  below  France  and  Italy  in  what  is  properly  called 
civilization,.  This  remark  will  apply  to  the  actual  condition  of  the 
United  States,  where  social  activity  has  existed  many  years,  and  at 
this  time  is  even  excessive ;  yet  refinement,  one  of  the  elements  of 
civilization,  is  only  just  in  its  commencement.  I  learn,  however, 
that  this  is  perceptible ;  that  a  great  change  is  observable  within 
the  last  thirty  or  forty  years.  I  am  told  that  higher  qualifications 
are  now  required  for  admission  into  their  universities;  more  is  ex- 
acted of  those  who  offer  themselves  as  candidates  for  public  favor; 
literature  has  acquired  a  rank,  and  many  persons  take  it  up  as  a 
calling,  and  thrive,  when  before  they  would  have  starved  ;  the  arts 
of  music  and  painting  are  better  appreciated,  and  a  taste  for  them 
is  now  cultivated  as  a  source  of  enjoyment. 


1847.]  The  Egyptian  Letters.  503 

As  men  advance  from  domestic  union,  associate  in  large  commu- 
nities, and  interchange  mind  with  mind,  the  progress  of  civilization 
is  rapid.  New  perceptions  generate  and  become  more  intense  and 
more  sure  when  made  known  and  confirmed  by  others ;  thought 
flies  from  one  to  another  and  on  to  a  thousand,  till  it  reflects  back 
its  own  light ;  then  comes  action,  which  is  unspent  even  by  its  own 
labors  ;  it  even  gains  strength  by  the  very  work  it  performs.  In 
fact,  without  this  association  and  action  there  is  no  life  in  the  body. 
The  flint  and  the  steel  have  no  fire  in  them;  they  have  not  even 
warmth  ;  but  put  them  in  motion  one  against  the  other,  and  the 
world  may  be  set  into  a  blaze.  Farther,  as  regards  this  law  of  as- 
sociation, man  is  but  half  what  he  is  intended  to  be  when  he  lives 
alone.  If  he  owes  much  to  himself,  the  secoud  pait  of  the  moral 
law  is  duty  to  his  neighbor;  and  if  there  is  no  neighbor,  if  man 
does  not  join  himself  to  man,  then  is  there  no  morality,  and  we  are 
all  thrown  back  again,  worse  tban  when  we  sat  out.  It  is  not 
enough,  the  mere  supply  of  physical  wants  and  the  strengthening 
of  the  understanding;  these  alone  are  not  the  sum  of  man's  exist- 
ence. He  may  have  earthly  comforts  in  abundance,  and  abound 
in  knowledge  ;  yet  he  is  not  a  whole  man  unless  he  cultivate  a  re- 
ligious  feeling  ;  and  this  requires  no  great  effort  to  do,  for  we  see 
he  sets  about  the  work  as  soon  as  he  begins  to  think,  though  to  be 
sure  in  a  rude  manner.  The  first  attempt  is  made  by  worshipping 
the  physical  attributes  of  the  Deity.  In  time  they  cease  to  satisfy. 
His  head  and  his  heart  require  something  more  of  a  spiritual  nature, 
and  he  perceives  that  his  original  mode  of  worship  does  not  impart 
strength  or  favor.  A  desire  to  know  more  arises  in  his  mind  ;  his 
soul  seeks  to  escape  from  its  dark  prison,  the  body,  and  he  begins 
to  doubt.  Here  is  the  beginning  of  better  things.  He  questions 
the  doctrine  he  has  heretofore  believed  to  be  true,  and  it  does  not 
stand  the  test.  He  has  become  more  acute;  his  questions  are 
searching;  he  carefully  examines  the  claim  made  upon  his  belief, 
and  he  finds  the  doctrine  is  not  adapted  to  his  nature,  which  de- 
mands something  more  elevated. 

Thus  the  case  stood  in  ages  past.  Paganism  flourished  because 
nothing  better  was  thought  of.  The  Jewish  system  would  have 
been  received,  for  beyond  doubt  it  was  in  its  essence  infinitely  bet- 
ter ;  but  it  was  not  offered  ;  nay  more,  it  was  not  permitted  to  be 
approached.  The  Jews  disdained  to  make  proselytes  ;  they  exter- 
minated, or  tried  to  do  so.  They  considered  God  as  their  God 
only,  not  the  God  of  all  mankind. 

Paganism  lasted  out  its  time,  till  Polytheism  took  its  place,  being 
thought  better.  Still,  the  Polytheist  was  left  alone  to  grope  his 
way  as  well  as  he  could.  He  was  in  the  dark,  or  rather  saw  so 
dimly  as  to  mistake  the  object.  Yet  the  mind  being  constantly  at 
work,  much  was  produced  by  its  natural  workings.  Many  of  the 
later  Polytheists  saw  their  way  clearly;  in  truth,  had  a  distinct 
view  of  the  ultimate  good.  Their  doctrines,  theistical  and  moral, 
were  in  many  respects  better  than  those  of  Moses,  which  had  lost 
its  original  influence,  had  dwindled  into  forms,  and  was  falling  into 
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decay.  Nevertheless,  the  newly-enlightened  Polytheist  made  small 
progress,  because  he  was  isolated  ;  he  needed  support  and  surety, 
which  association  alone  could  give  him.  He  wanted  help,  and 
waited  for  the  sign.  It  came  at  last ;  purer  forms  appeared ;  his 
hopes  were  confirmed,  and  the  dawn  was  made  perfect  day. 

With  this  I  will  give  you,  dear  Ahhmad,  a  respite,  contenting 
myself  by  observing  that  the  physical  wants  supplied,  the  mental 
qualities  cultivated,  the  moral  code  equal  and  just,  and  the  religious 
system  pure  and  exalted,  these  produce  refinement,  and  form  the 
sum  of  civilization. 

ffeie-York,  eighteenth  day  of  the  Moon  \ 

Mokarum:  Begira,  1360.  >  — 

letter  3Ttocnt2*sebenti). 

FROM   THE  SAME   TO   THE  SAME. 

A  young  unmarried  man,  at  the  beginning  of  his  business  career, 
and  to  economize,  goes  to  a  boarding-house  to  reside.  A  young 
couple  who  have  not  perhaps  the  means  of  hiring  and  furnishing 
a  house,  or  who  are  ignorant  of  the  house-keeping  art,  go  to  a 
boarding-house  till  their  means  accumulate  and  they  can  be  more 
independent.  Sometimes  two  devoted  souls,  who  have  married  in 
haste,  come  to  a  boarding-house,  trusting  to  Providence,  having 
neither  prudence  nor  furniture.  They  think  it  delightful  to  be 
always  near  each  other  in  one  room,  and  expect  to  live  by  the  signs 
of  the  almanac,  which  tells  them,  as  they  believe,  '  About  this  time 
look  out  for  a  sprinkling  of  real  happiness.'  They  who  have  been 
unsuccessful  in  their  affairs  give  up  their  house  and  board,  to  be 
still  within  view  of  the  world,  and  to  save  money.  Old  persons,  es- 
pecially men  of  small  fortunes,  who  are  unwilling  to  burden  them- 
selves with  domestic  cares,  go  to  a  boarding-house  where  they  can 
live  comfortably,  hear  what  is  passing  in  the  world,  and  talk  to 
each  other  of  times  past,  when  they  were  rich.  When  all  these 
people,  different  in  habits,  disposition  and  manners,  are  found  as- 
sembled in,  one  house,  (at  meal  times,  all  in  one  room,)  you  may 
well  say,  '  Here  is  an  epitome  of  the  world  !'  You  see  strange 
faces ;  see  strange  ways  of  doing  things  ;  hear  strange  speeches ; 
see  a  little  grace,  and  many  attempts  at  grace  that  utterly  fail ;  now 
and  then  a  sensible  person,  yet  more  often  the  greatest  of  all  bores,N 
one  who  thinks  himself  sensible ;  a  young  lady  who  minces,  and 
who  never  eats  more  than  a  small  piece  of  the  breast  of  a  chicken ; 
and  an  elderly  lady  who  has  seen  much  affliction,  which  she  deals 
out  in  small  portions  to  every  one,  yet  who  is  blessed  with  a  good 
appetite,  takes  a  pretty  large  quantity  of  gravy,  and  is  unwilling  to 
soil  her  napkin.  Men,  gross  feeders,  who  send  up  twice  for  soup, 
and  who  mix  in  the  same  plate  fish,  flesh  and  vegetables,  with  all 
sorts  of  condiments,  the  mass  surmounted  with  apple-sauce  to  give 
it  a  more  piquant  gout ;  all  these  at  work  at  the  same  time,  with 
an  earnestness  that  leads  you  to  suppose  this  is  the  first  meal  they 
ever  saw,  or  the  last  they  ever  expect  to  swallow. 
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These  houses  are  kept  for  the  most  part  by  persons  (generally 
females,)  in  reduced  circumstances,  who  adopt  this  method  of  ob- 
taining a  livelihood  ;  most  commonly  by  widows,  who  are  left  penni- 
less, perhaps  with  a  family  beside,  who  have  never  before  been 
dependent,  and  do  still  remember  they  have  seen  easier  days.  They 
are  generally  ignorant  of  the  way  such  establishments  should  be 
conducted  ;  above  all,  are  very  reluctant  at  coming  down  to  the  re- 
quirements of  their  new  calling.  These  are  called  '  perfect  ladies,' 
and  generally  speaking,  they  keep  the  poorest  houses.  They  bear 
in  mind  what  they  call  '  days  of  former  prosperity ;'  although,  if 
the  truth  were  told,  they  may  have  been  forced  to  struggle  hard  to 
keep  up  appearances,  and  had  an  ill-natured  husband ;  yet  they 
seldom  fail  of  giving  a  hint  to  the  boarders,  singly  and  collectively, 
that  once  they  set  the  fashion,  and  were  on  a  level  with  Mr.  John 
Smith,  of  Washington  Square,  or  Mr.  M'Fuzzle,  of  Union  Place. 
They  sit  at  the  head  of  the  table,  as  mistress  of  their  own  house,  as 
if  the  boarders  were  their  guests,  and  take  their  place  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, as  the  lady  hostess,  whose  duty  it  is  ta  entertain  the  com- 
pany. The  male  boarders  are  in  the  house  only  at  meal-times,  or 
when  they  come  home  to  sleep ;  the  females  keep  in  their  own 
rooms  when  not  out  on  visits,  or  what  is  very  usual,  call  at  each 
other's  apartments  to  tell  the  news  and  compare  notes.  Then  the 
work  of  destruction  commences.  The  mistress  of  the  house,  her 
high  charges,  the  miserable  fare  she  gives  for  so  much  money  paid, 
her  intolerable  meanness  in  denying  sugar,  butter  and  cake  to  the 
childreu  when  they  ask  for  them  ;  all  these  are  descanted  upon  till 
she  of  the  house  is  entirely  used  up.  One  would  be  apt  to  suppose 
she  was  about  to  lose  all  her  boarders,  were  it  not  well  known 
among  the  complainants  that  they  intend  to  remain,  because  they 
cannot  do  better  by  going  elsewhere.  It  is  not  easy  to  reconcile 
people,  each  of  whom  wants  to  receive  much  and  give  little. 

The  mistress  of  the  house  being  despatched,  the  fair  inmates  be- 
gin to  tear  each  other  to  pieces,  after  the  most  approved  manner. 
*  Did  you  ever  see  any  one  eat  so  much  as  Mrs.  Allgrinder  does  1 
She  ought  to  pay  more  than  any  of  the  other  boarders.  And  then, 
that  sanctified  Miss  Puckermouth,  who  wastes  so  much  time  in 
making  shirts  for  the  cannibals  of  the  Fejee  Islands,  who  devour 
missionaries  and  go  naked!'  'Lor,  Mrs.  Cullender!  I  am  glad 
you  are  come ;  it 's  quite  neighborly,  this  call !  Do  you  know,  I 
have  been  wanting  to  tell  you  something ;  and  as  I  know  how  dis- 
creet you  are,  and  never  let  out,  I  must  just  say  that  Mrs.  M'Faddle, 
who  lodges  in  the  next  room,  receives  too  much  company.  They 
are  too  gay,  these  M'Faddles,  who  pretend  they  see  their  friends 
only  to  discuss  the  Reverend  Reuben  Twaddle's  discourses,  before 
they  are  cut  up  into  tracts  to  be  distributed  by  the  '  Moral  Reform 
Society.'  It  is  more  probable  they  come  together  to  talk  over  their 
own  experiences  ;  and  you  and  I  know  what  these  must  be,  if  they 
would  tell  all !' 

Women  have  so  few  moments  of  relaxation  from  the  insipid 
routine  of  domestic  life,  that  to  obtain  a  little  variety,  and  create  ex- 
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citement,  they  fall  upon  the  characters  of  their  near  neighbors. 
They  cannot,  if  they  were  disposed,  read  while  household  duties 
are  to  be  performed  ;  but  they  can  talk,  even  while  the  children 
squall ;  and  what  topic  is  more  easy  to  find  than  that  of  making 
known  the  faults  of  a  friend,  that  they  may  be  corrected  by  the 
public,  or  the  secret  vices  of  others,  that  they  may  be  shunned  1 
Detraction,  so  called,  may  perform  the  duty  of  a  monitoT,  and  a 
little  pleasant  scandal  may  be  a  means  of  reclaiming  many  from 
the  path  of  error.     Then  the  motive  is  so  pure  ! 

In  these  bouses  flirtation  is  practised  in  various  ways,  and  with 
various  success.  When  conducted  skilfully  between  single  persons 
it  is  not  reproved,  but  rather  looked  upon  as  a  mark  of  cleverness, 
which  affords  amusement  to  the  boarders  who  look  on.  Intrigues 
with  married  women  are  got  up  occasionally,  but  they  are  practised 
with  little  art  and  on  a  narrow  scale,  for  want  of  the  sound  judg- 
ment and  great  experience  which  such  matters  require.  As  the 
world  grows  older  every  day,  bringing  forth  neophytes  who  are 
arid  of  knowledge,  it  is  not  to  be  doubted  that  in  a  great  city  like 
this,  full  of  enterprising  inhabitants,  and  boarding-houses  too,  such 
affairs  will  become  as  prevalent  as  they  are  in  Europe,  and  be  con- 
ducted with  like  skill,  without  incurring  more  blame.  It  must  be 
confessed  that  the  boarding-house  system  is  well  adapted  to  foster 
rising  talent  of  this  sort,  and  it  is  to  be  presumed  that  the  next 
generation  will  not  be  slow  in  turning  to  account  the  scanty  legacy 
bequeathed  by  their  parents. 

Where  there  are  women  in  the  house  who  have  with  them  mar- 
riageable daughters,  flirtation  on  the  part  of  the  girls,  and  intrigue 
on  the  part  of  the  mothers,  are  both  managed  pretty  openly;  for 
here  is  a  laudable  purpose  to  be  attained.  The  boarders,  seeing 
these  praisworthy  intentions,  are  generally  kind  enough  to  lend 
their  aid  by  giving  counsel  to  the  mamma,  and  drawing  the  victim 
to  submit  becomingly  to  his  fate.  Many  matches  are  made  in  this 
way  ;  sometimes  from  love,  and  often  because  the  man  is  beset,  and 
cannot  help  himself.  There  are  instances  where  the  whole  of  the 
courting  has  been  done  by  the  mother,  and  succeeded,  although  the 
parties  most  interested  showed,  and  really  felt,  little  affection  for 
each  other.  Some  thoughtful,  worldly-minded  young  men,  when 
their  bills  have  run  up  beyond  their  means  to  discharge,  straight- 
way fall  in  love  with  the  landlady's  daughter;  by  which  course 
pay-day  is  put  off  indefinitely,  to  their  great  relief.  There  are  also 
sly,  shrewd  persons,  who  marry  the  landlady  herself;  by  which 
wise  measure  they  not  only  have  their  accounts  cancelled,  but  are 
comfortably  provided  for  during  the  rest  of  their  lives. 

While  all  this  by-play  is  going  on,  the  house  is  remarkably  tran- 
quil, each  treats  the  other  with  great  courtesy,  and  all  petty  jars 
cease.  The  reason  is,  each  is  watching  the  general  movement  with 
so  intense  a  look  that  the  minds  of  all  are  occupied,  while  sly  nods, 
winks,  and  half-confidence,  that  pass  back  and  forth,  keep  up  a  sort 
of  excitement  that  renders  quarrelling  unnecessary  as  a  pastime. 
In  fact  women  are  less  prone  to  quarrel  than  men ;  yet  it  is  always 
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well  to  throw  an  object  in  their  way  to  prevent  them  sliding  into 
the  habit. 

There  is  a  set  of  men  who  do  much  to  disturb  the  quiet  of  a  house. 
They  are  what  is  called  in  this  country,  Politicians,  a  race  very  hap- 
pily unknown  among  us  in  Egypt.  Our  benevolent  Ruler,  who  has 
the  welfare  of  his  subjects  at  heart,  will  not  allow  their  peace  to  be 
disturbed  by  people  who  are  known  to  be  inquisitive  and  meddle- 
some. You  must  know  that  every  individual  here  having  a  personal 
influence  in  the  formation  of  the  government,  supposes  himself  well 
acquainted  with  the  laws  and  the  art  of  governing. 

Individuals  naturally  talk  much  on  what  is  uppermost  in  their 
minds,  and  as  politics  is  a  favorite  theme  which  they  are  fond  of  dis- 
cussing, and  one  wherein  they  seldom  agree  with  each  other  in 
opinion,  your  ears  are  stunned  with  the  jarring,  wrangling  and  spite- 
ful conversation  o£  the  parties,  who  are  foolish  enough  to  imagine 
you  take  a  great  interest  in  their  affairs.  Houses  where  these  dispu- 
tants abound  are  generally  shunned  by  those  who  love  tranquillity. 

Another  knot  of  persons  is  sometimes  met  with,  who  are  even 
more  annoying  by  their  manners  and  conversation.  They  are  called 
the  '  Evangelicals,'  who  would  have  one  believe  they  only  know  the 
road  that  leads  to  Heaven,  and  that  one  way  to  attain  it  is  to  torment 
their  brethren  on  earth.  When  these  get  into  a  house,  their  endeavor 
seems  to  be  to  suppress  gayety,  even  cheerfulness ;  and  a  look  at  their 
wo-begone  countenances  certainly  does  take  away  all  disposition 
to  mirth.  They  eat,  drink  and  talk  after  the  manner  of  the  elect, 
and  are  more  loud  in  their  praises  of  the  doctrine,  as  expounded  by 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Long  or  the  Rev.  Mr.  Short,  than  they  are  of  the  pre- 
cepts of  the  great  Founder  of  their  faith.  They  overflow  with  their 
Bible,  which  they  spill  about  in  all  directions,  and  they  cannot  pro- 
nounce a  common-place  phrase  without  hooking  on  to  it  a  parable. 
Calvinistic  tracts,  full  of '  original  sin/  are  flung  at  you  wherever  you 
pass ;  and  if  at  any  time  you  wish  to  escape  to  any  other  part  of  the 
house  for  relief,  one  is  thrust  into  your  hand,  that  you  may  learn  to 
ponder  on  your  latter  end.  They  may  be  likened  to  what  in  poli- 
tics is  called  the  '  movement  party,'  for  they  are  never  at  rest.  They 
are  constantly  getting  up  revivals  among  the  lazy  in  spirit,  fitting  out 
missionaries  to  carry  Bibles  to  remote  regions  where  the  inhabitants 
cannot  read  :  their  only  relaxation  is  being  '  under  concern,'  and  the 
only  repose  to  the  mind  is  when  they  are  on  the  '  anxious  seat.' 

You  will  easily  imagine  tbajt  in  a  company  so  mixed,  the  charac- 
ter of  the  inhabitants  must  show  itself  more  distinctly  than  in  pri- 
vate reunions  or  public  assemblies :  to  me  it  affords  a  study,  not 
always  a  disagreeable  one,  for  occasionally  may  be  found  persons 
of  good  sense  joined  to  pleasant  manners.  A  looker-on  like  myself, 
who  takes  all  things  calmly,  cannot  fail  of  deriving  instruction,  with 
a  good  deal  of  amusement,  by  observing  these  groups ;  and  as  I  am 
regarded  in  the  light  of  a  neutral  character,  I  am  let  into  many 
secrets  on  all  sides,  by  which  I  get  into  the  under-current,  which 
after  all  is  the  true  stream  that  carries  you  to  a  thorough  knowledge 
of  men,  manners  and  things,  as  they  exist  in  social  life. 

vol.  xxx.  $6 
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These  receptacles  are  less  numerous  in  Europe  than  in  this  coun- 
try. The  English  are  an  unsocial  people,  and  dislike  to  have  others 
near  them,  or  to  be  intruded  upon  ;  the  French  are  volatile,  live 
much  in  the  open  air,  and  are  unwilling  to  be  restrained  by  the  regu- 
larity of  domestic  life.  It  is  in  America  where  they  abound,  and  in 
New-York,  above  all  other  places  in  the  Union,  the  greatest  number 
is  to  be  seen.  Each  city  has  some  distinctive  appellation  by  which 
it  is  recognized.  One  is  called  the  Land  of  Steady  Habits,  another  is 
the  Prim  and  Quakerish,  a  third  is  Monumental,  but  New-York  may 
justly  be  called  the  City  of  Boarding-Houses. 

We  cannot  in  Cairo  have  these  places  of  abode,  there  being  no 
regularity  in  forming  the  rooms,  or  any  communication  one  with 
another ;  the  object  being  to  render  the  house  as  private  as  possible. 
And  you  know  the  almost  insurmountable  unwillingness  01  the  in- 
habitants, having  families,  to  let  lodging  apartments  to  single  men 
unless  they  have  parents  or  near  relations  to  dwell  with  them.  In- 
deed, the  state  of  the  unmarried  men  is  rendered  uncomfortable  by 
being  obliged  to  resort  to  the  Weka'leh,  the  building  designed  only 
for  the  reception  of  merchants  and  strangers,  where  no  chambers 
are  furnished  as  bed-rooms.  A  lone  man  can  only  spread  his  mat 
on  the  house-top  in  summer,  or  in  winter  sleep  in  the  Kur'neh,  where 
the  bed  is  rolled  up  in  the  day  time  and  placed.  These  inconve- 
niences, together  with  the  ill-favor  with  which  a  single  man  is  re- 
garded, forces  him  into  the  custom,  which  our  Holy  Law  enjoins,  of 
taking  a  wife  as  soon  as  his  means  enable  him  to  maintain  one. 
The  Hhareem  is  the  place  of  a  Moslem's  true  enjoyment.  After 
the  business  of  the  day  is  finished,  he  retires  there  for  quiet  thought; 
while  he  reposes  on  a  divan,  with  his  legs  on  his  wife's  lap,  he  smokes 
the  pipe  she  has  prepared  for  him,  and  rests  for  hours  together  in 
total  silence,  absorbed  in  the  luxury  of  calm  reflection. 

New-York,  twenty  >ixth  day  of  the  1 
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Hkbd  the  words,  thou  man  of  wealth  I 
Bring  back  the  fading  hne  of  health 
In  the  poor  man's  sunken  cheek  — 
Thou  art  strong,  and  he  is  weak ; 
He  hath  neither  gold  nor  land : 
Help  to  raise  him  — '  lend  a  hand.' 

Heed  the  words,  thou  poor  man !  —  thou 
Who  livest  by  thy  sweating  brow ; 
If  a  sinking  brother  need 
Thy  assistance,  give  him  heed ; 
Thou  may'st  better  understand 
What  his  woes  are :  ( lend  a  hand.' 

Heed  the  words,  O  thou  in  whom 

The  softer  virtues  live  and  bloom ; 

If  an  erring  sister  claim 

Aid  and  pity  in  her  shame, 

Scorn  her  not,  but  take  thy  stand 

On  higher  ground,  and  *  lend  a  hand.'  *»  8-  cmm**. 
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ELEGIAC        STANZAS. 


Wi  hare  reuon  to  believe  that  the  ensuing  stances  refer  to  the  recent  death  of  Gsobob  F.  Whxtk,  a 
distinguished  preacher  of  the  8oolety  of  Friends.  He  went  down  to  the  grave  '  like  a  shook  of  corn 
fully  ripe  in  ite  season  »  Ea>  xmoMaaooM*. 

Wi  have  lost  thee,  we  have  lost  thee  ;  and  as  orphan  children  weep 
When  they  lay  a  tender  parent  down  to  take  his  dreamless  sleep, 
Even  thus  in  loneliness  of  soul  do  we  bewail  thy  loss, 
Beloved  Father  in  the  Truth  —tried  Soldier  of  the  Cross ! 

Like  the  confused  remembrance  of  a  sad  and  troubled  dream 
Do  the  mournful  tidings  of  thy  death  and  thy  solemn  burial  seem ; 
Thou  didst  stand  when  last  we  saw  thee  where  so  firmly  thou  hast  stood, 
And  enough  of  strength  was  left  thee  to  tell  that '  God  is  good.' 

Thou  didst  leave  us  for  a  little  time,  and  we  missed  thee  from  thy  place, 
We  dreamed  not  then  that  we  had  looked  our  last  upon  thy  face, 
That  our  Father  deemed  it  best  for  us  that  thou  shouldst ( go  away,' 
And  that  all  Hi  would  return  to  us  was  thy  cold  and  senseless  clay  ! 

'T  is  true  that  from  the  spirit-land  a  warning  voice  had  come, 
To  bid  thee  cease  thy  warfare  here,  and  call  thy  forces  home  ; 
To  rest  in  silence,  that  thou  might'st  renew  thy  strength  to  sing 
Hosannas  through  eternal  years  to  Heaven's  Almighty  King. 

We  saw  thee  not ;  the  coffin-lid  was  closed  upon  that  face 
Whose  chastened  lineaments  in  life  so  well  we  loved  to  trace  ; 
But  we  knew  whose  venerated  form  within  unconscious  slept, 
And  we  deemed  it  not  a  crime  to  weep,  for  even  (  Jesus  wept' 

If  then  the  lowly  Lamb  of  God,  he  who  could  raise  the  dead, 
'  Tears,  such  as  angels  weep,'  upon  the  grave  of  Lazarus  shed, 
May  we  not  sorrow  too  for  one  we  never  can  restore, 
A  father,  whose  paternal  voice  will  plead  with  us  no  more  ? 

We  know  that  thou  hadst  longed  at  times  to  lay  thy  burthen  down, 

And  having  meekly  borne  thy  cross,  was  waiting  for  thy  crown  ; 

That  the  Angel  of  the  Covenant  but  wrought  a  sweet  release, 

When  he  touched  the  *  weary  wheels  of  life,'  and  bade  thy  conflicts  cease. 

But  though  thou  met'st  him  with  a  smile,  rejoicing  to  the  end, 
We  feel  while  Heaven  hath  gained  a  Saint,  that  we  have  lost  a  Friend ; 
And  though  '  instructors'  in  the  Truth,  by  '  thousands'  may  remain, 
'  Not  many  fathers'  such  as  thou  will  e'er  arise  again. 

As  Moses  to  Abarim's  mount  went  at  his  God's  behest, 
There  to  compose  his  aged  limbs  to  everlasting  rest, 
So,  when  the  time  appointed  came,  wert  thou  called  up  to  die, 
Thy  soul's  worn  vestments  to  exchange  for  immortality. 

The  conquest  is  achieved  at  last ;  thy  weapons  true  and  tried, 
Thy  battered  shield  and  coat  of  mail  forever  laid  aside  ; 
Thy  battle-axe  thou  needest  not ;  no  fierce  temptations  come, 
To  break  the  perfect  peace  that  reigns  within  thy  heavenly  home. 
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Thou  need'st  not '  sleep  in  armor*  now,  thy  covert  is  secure, 
Thy  rest  shall  be  as  undisturbed  as  thy  reward  is  sure ; 
No  summons  '  to  thy  tent'  shall  rouse  thy  quiet  slumbers  more, 
Thy  foes  are  all  at  peace  with  thee — thy  struggles  all  are  o'er ! 

Another  ransomed  spirit  swells  the  rapt  angelic  throng, 
Another  glad  triumphant  voice  repeats  the  enraptured  song; 
Another  new  and  radiant  crown  lies  at  the  Father's  feet, 
Another  liberated  soul  attests  that  rest  is  sweet 

Whom  will  thy  '  God  and  Savior'  now  through  suffering  prepare, 
The  pure  and  living  Word  like  thee  with  boldness  to  declare  ? 
Who  shall  be  able  to  partake  the  cup  which  thou  hast  quaffed, 
And  bless,  if  bitter  or  if  sweet,  the  Hand  that  mixed  the  draught? 

Who  shall  be  ever  on  the  watch  like  thee  when  duty  calls 
To  wave  the  standard  of  our  Faith  above  our  Zion's  walls  ? 
The  answer  rests  with  God  alone  —  let  us  in  hope  abide ; 
When  He  requires  the  sacrifice,  He  will  a  lamb  provide. 

But  if  among  us  should  arise  no  gifted  one  like  thee, 

Like  '  bread  upon  the  waters  cast'  thy  ministry  shall  be ; 

Its  blessed  influence  shall  extend  even  to  coming  years, 

And  call  the  wayward  wanderer  home,  through  penitence  and  tears. 

Yes  ;  Time  may  level  with  the  earth  the  mound  above  thy  breast, 
And  grind  to  dust  the  simple  stone  that  marks  thy  place  of  rest ; 
But  as  a  precious  legacy  thy  words  shall  still  remain, 
And  each  succeeding  year  shall  prove  thou  hast  not  lived  in  vain. 

*    How  often  have  we  seen  thee  rise,  faltering  at  first,  and  weak, 
'  Willing,'  '  obedient,'  yet  afraid  to  trust  thyself  to  speak  ; 
Till  gathering  strength  and  gaining  power,  thy  weakness  was  forgot, 
And  it  seemed,  thy  Master  s  cause  to  plead,  one  tongue  sufficed  thee  not 

Even  now  I  catch  the  holy  light  that  glittered  in  thine  eye, 
Now  bent  upon  the  listening  throng,  now  raised  in  prayer  on  high  J 
And  feel  thine  eloquent  appeals  once  more  my  bosom  thrill, 
Or  hear  thy  melting  accents  raised  in  soft  entreaty  still. 

Who  could  resist  thine  eloquence  ?  —  what  eye  that  could  not  see 
That 't  was  a  power  Omnipotent  that  spake  and  wrought  through  thee  ? 
What  heart  so  hard  it  would  not  melt  beneath  the  living  fire 
That  glowed  in  each  impassioned  word,  and  warmed  each  pure  desire  ? 

No  bounds  thy  simple  trusting  faith,  thy  deep  devotion  knew, 
Few  their  allegiance  have  maintained  so  tender  and  so  true ; 
Unawed  by  Hatred  and  Reproach,  unstained  by  Flattery's  breath, 
The  «  resurrection  unto  life'  disarmed  the  ( second  death.' 

Ah  !  many  a  heart  that  beat  with  thine  with  thee  its  grave  hath  made  I 
Thy  long  resplendent  sun  hath  set,  and  wrapped  their  world  in  shade ; 
And  life  to  them  hath  lost  the  best  and  brightest  charm  it  wore, 
For  they  know  that  they  shall  hear  thy  voice  and  see  thy  face  no  more. 

Yet  though  they  cannot  call  thee  back,  not '  comfortless'  are  they, 
For  He  who  gave  thee,  still  remains  to  lead  them  on  their  way  ; 
And  while  in  this  deep  chastisement  a  Father's  hand  appears, 
Faith's  struggling  sunbeams  intertwine  a  rainbow  with  their  tears. 
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O,  if  thy  spirit  still  beholds  this  scene  of  guilt  and  strife, 
If  glimpses  of  thy  former  home  pervade  thy  better  life, 
Will  not  the  soul  that  here  on  earth  our  weary  burthens  bore 
Still  in  the  yearnings  of  its  love  revisit  us  once  more  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  sometimes  hover  near,  when  trials  shall  assail, 
And  cheer  us  on  our  heavenward  way,  when  strength  and  courage  fail  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  watch  as  was  thy  wout  our  feeble  progress  still  1 
A  voice  e'en  more  than  earthly  sweet,  replies, '  I  will  —  I  will !' 
Sew-  York,  10th  mo.,25, 1847. 
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The  history  of  Cotton-Spinning  in  New-England  is  yet  to  be 
written.  Some  facts  relative  to  the  introduction  of  this  branch  of 
industry  among  us,  and  to  the  improvements  in  the  machinery  by 
which  it  is  carried  on,  have  indeed  been  published  under  that  title;  but 
nothing  that  can  be  called  a  complete  history  of  our  manufacturing 
system,  including  a  full  account  of  its  origin,  its  progress,  and  above 
all,  the  influence  which  it  is  exerting  upon  the  character  and  social 
condition  of  the  New-England  people. 

It  is  working  a  great  change  in  the  condition  of  society  in  those 
States  where  it  flourishes  most,  and  a  change  perhaps  as  great, 
though  not  so  obvious,  in  the  character  of  their  citizens,  of  every 
class ;  whether  for  the  better  or  worse,  experience  will  certainly 
show  in  time,  and  a  careful  observation  probably  point  out  to  us  be- 
forehand. These  changes  are  in  a  great  degree  owing  to  the  in- 
creased demand  it  has  made  for  female  labor,  and  the  new  channels 
which  it  has  opened  for  that  labor  to  flow  in.  It  has  raised  the  rate 
of  women's  wages  in  its  own  department  to  something  near  a  just 
proportion,  when  compared  with  those  of  men.  And  the  effects  of 
this  are  felt  directly,  not  only  by  those  who  work  for  their  living, 
but  also  by  those  who  are  in  easy  and  independent  circumstances. 
It  has  made  labor  more  honorable  in  common  estimation.  A  girl 
whose  education  does  not  qualify  her  for  •  keeping  school/  thrown 
upon  her  own  exertions  for  support,  will  not  go  out  to  service  in  a 
family  for  one  or  two  dollars  a  week,  with  board,  while  she  may  make 
three,  four,  or  five  dollars,  and  sometimes  more,  beside  what  she 
will  pay  for  her  board  in  the  same  time,  by  going  into  the  mill.  The 
consequence  is,  that  household-servants  are  difficult  to  be  obtained, 
and  more  difficult  to  be  kept,  and  are  often  foreigners,  unacquainted 
with  the  work  they  are  expected  to  do ;  so  that  the  mistress  of  the 
house,  perhaps  wealthy,  and  educated  in  ease  and  luxury,  is  ofttimes 
obliged  to  take  an  active  part  in  the  house-work,  even  to  the  making 
of  bread  and  cooking  of  dinner  for  her  husband  and  children. 

Beside  this,  it  encourages  a  strong  spirit  of  independence.     The 
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household  servant  is  often  troubled  with  a  consciousness  of  inferi- 
ority in  submitting  to  the  control  of  a  mistress.  She  must  come  and 
go  at  her  bidding,  and  have  all  her  duties  regulated  by  her  variable 
will ;  and  then  she  may  be  called  upon  at  all  hours,  having  no  time 
that  she  can  properly  call  her  own.  It  is  otherwise  in  the  mill.  Here, 
though  she  is  immediately  under  the  eye  of  the  overseer,  she  is  sub- 
ject to  his  control  only  in  regard  to  that  particular  part  which  she  has 
undertaken  to  perform.  Her  hours  of  work  are  fixed ;  and  whether 
it  be  ten,  twelve,  or  fourteen  hours  a  day,  when  the  bell  rings  at 
night  her  work  is  done,  and  the  rest  of  the  twenty-four  hours  is  com- 
pletely her  own,  to  be  applied  as  she  chooses  to  any  purpose  of  re- 
creation or  profit.  This  habit  of  working  at  fixed  hours,  and  at  one 
appointed  task,  subject  to  no  control  except  in  regard  to  the  work 
and  time,  begets  a  feeling  of  independence,  which,  in  the  opinion 
of  the  uneducated  at  least,  little  accords  with  that  deference  and 
submission  which  is  expected  in  the  domestic  service.  This  feeling 
is  farther  increased  by  a  consciousness  of  the  power  which  may  be  ex- 
erted by  combination,  which  is  manifested  upon  all  such  occasions  as 
excite  a  general  feeling  of  pity  or  indignation.  It  is  not  often,  there- 
fore, that  they  are  obliged  to  submit  to  gross  injustice  or  abuse. 
That  petty  tyranny,  which  the  petulance  of  an  unfeeling  mistress 
too  often  inflicts  upon  a  gentle  and  timid  disposition,  can  hardly 
show  itself  within  the  walls  of  the  mill,  without  exciting  at  once  such 
a  general  clamor  of  indignation  as  will  compel  the  observance  of  a 
tolerable  degree  of  justice  and  propriety.  If  this  independence  has 
sometimes  degenerated  into  insolence  toward  the  wealthier  and 
better  educated  class  of  society,  it  is  not  the  natural  result  of  the 
factory  system,  but  the  consequence  of  the  treatment  to  which  they 
have  been  subjected.  When  individuals,  qualified  by  manners,  edu- 
cation and  morals  to  hold  a  respectable  station  in  society,  are  ex- 
cluded by  those  who  claim  to  hold  the  first  rank,  and  are  denied 
the  privileges  of  social  intercourse,  and  treated  with  contempt,  as 
belonging  to  a  class  degraded  by  their  occupation,  they  cannot  be 
expected  to  bear  much  good-will  toward  those  who  have  unjustly 
scorned  them.  And  thus  losing  one  of  the  strongest  inducements 
to  self-improvement,  they  have  as  a  class  sometimes  given  way  to 
feelings  of  envy  and  bitter  hatred. 

There  are  some  persons  in  other  parts  of  our  country  who  are 
accustomed  to  look  upon  factory  life  as  a  thing  in  some  degree  akin 
to  slavery,  and  to  speak  of  the  men  and  women  who  work  in  the 
mills  as  degraded  morally,  mentally  and  physically.  Such  shallow 
observers  betray  an  entire  ignorance  of  the  factory  system. 

These  views  were  once  very  prevalent  in  some  parts  of  New- 
England,  both  among  those  who  were  in  independent  circumstances, 
and  those  also  who,  being  obliged  to  support  themselves  by  manual 
labor,  sought  work  in  the  mills.  Within  the  last  twenty  or  thirty  years 
a  complete  change  has  been  wrought.  Good  wages  and  steady  em- 
ployment have  tempted  those  to  become  *  factory  girls'  whose  com- 
mon sense  and  education  were  sufficient  to  teach  them  that  honest 
labor  was  honorable,  and  that  they  were  in  no  way  degraded,  or  en- 
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titled  to  less  respect,  since  they  had  taken  up  this  occupation,  aud 
poverty  no  longer  compelled  them  to  suhmit  to  be  ranked  indis- 
criminately as  a  '  lower  class.'  The  means  by  which  they  were  able 
to  enforce  their  claims  to  a  proper  consideration,  may  be  illustrated 
by  the  following  incident,  which  happened  a  few  years  ago  in  a 
flourishing  manufacturing  town  in  New-England. 

An  independent  military  company  had  been  organized,  and  kept 
up  for  some  time  with  the  usual  spirit  of  patriotism  and  gallantry 
which  our  young  men  are  wont  to  manifest  in  times  of  peace  and 
general  prosperity.  The  ladies  of  the  town,  wishing  to  display  their 
grateful  admiration  of  the  courage  and  devoted  gallantry  of  their 
•  defenders,'  proposed  that  a  handsome  banner  should  be  presented 

to  them  in  the  name  of  the  *  Ladies  of  D  .'     A  subscription  for 

the  purpose  was  accordingly  opened.  Some  of  the  '  factory  girls' 
wishing  in  like  manner  to  show  their  patriotism  as  American  wo- 
.men,  and  feeling  perhaps  a  personal  interest  in  some  of  these  •  de- 
fenders' of  their  country  and  themselves,  subscribed  among  the 
others.  Those  who  had  started  the  subscription,  however,  looked 
with  contempt  upon  such  as  worked  in  the  mills,  and  intended  that 

their  banners  should  be  entirely  the  gift  of  the  *  Ladies'  of  D ,' 

as  they  styled  themselves  exclusively.  They  therefore  declined  re- 
ceiving the  contributions  of  the  •  factory  girls,'  which  were  quietly 
withdrawn.  The  banner  was  procured,  and  the  day  appointed  for  the 
presentation.  The  lawyer  of  the  town  was  employed  to  present  it 
in  behalf  of  the  ladies,  and  make  an  appropriate  speech.  The  day 
came,  and  all  passed  off  with  the  usual  ceremony  and  display,  the 
com  pa  if y  performing  their  exercises  in  their  best  style,  and  the4  ladies' 
appearing  in  procession  with  their  deputy,  who  made  the  presenta- 
tion.    This  was  the  end  of  the^rj*  act. 

The  factory  girls  were  all  this  time  keenly  sensible  of  the  indig- 
nity that  had  been  put  upon  them,  and  were  little  disposed  to  submit 
tamely  to  this  assumption  of  superiority ;  and  before  this,  had  got  the 
affair  all  in  train  for  the  vindication  of  their  honor  and  credit.  Two 
hundred  young  women,  more  or  less,  with  a  fair  share  of  beauty  and 
intelligence,  could  be  at  no  loss  for  the  means  of  redress  under  such 
a  pointed  insult.  Brothers  and  lovers  were  of  course  ready  to  assist 
them.  It  was  not  long,  therefore,  before  another  military  company 
was  chartered,  much  larger  than  the  other,  and  more  handsomely 
equipped.  To  furnish  these  with  a  standard,  the  *  factory  girls' 
raised  a  subscription  among  themselves,  and  procured  a  banner  of 
the  most  elegant  design  and  execution.  The  lawyer,  who  was  un- 
disputed orator  of  the  village,  had  been  employed  as  spokesman  by 
their  rivals  on  the  former  occasion ;  but  they  thought  that  for  them 
to  do  such  a  thing  would  be  to  acknowledge  themselves  incompe- 
tent to  carry  out  what  they  had  undertaken,  and  they  accordingly 
chose  one  of  their  own  number  to  prepare  and  deliver  the  address  at 
the  presentation.  The  girl  they  selected  for  this  duty  was  a  dresser- 
lender  in  one  of  the  mills,  a  young  woman  of  good  natural  abilities 
and  well-educated.  She  wrote  the  address  at  first  in  Latin,  and 
showed  it  to  the  agent  of  the  mill,  who  was  favorably  interested  in 
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their  undertaking,  though  his  position  in  society  would  have  ranked 
him  with  the  '  Ladies'  clan.  Not  being  a  classical  scholar,  however, 
he  could  not  read  it,  but  advised  her  to  write  it  in  English,  which 
she  accordingly  did.  When  all  was  ready,  the  presentation  was 
made  by  their  own  hands,  with  neat  and  appropriate  speeches,  well 
delivered  on  both  sides;  the  girls, all  arrayed  in  simple  white  dresses, 
with  lace-caps  and  tasteful  parasols,  formiug  a  long  and  beautiful  pro- 
cession, which  completely  eclipsed  the  display  made  by  the  '  Ladies' 
who  had  treated  them  so  contemptuously.  This  was  the  death-blow 
to  Aristocracy  in  the  town  of  D . 

As  we  have  already  said,  they  err  greatly  who  look  upon  the 
4  operatives'*  of  a  manufacturing  establishment  as  all  of  one  class, 
to  be  despised  or  respected  alike.  Factory  life  is  in  fact  but  little 
understood,  as  a  general  thing,  even  in  New-England,  by  those  who 
are  not  immediately  connected  with  the  mills.  An  authentic  ob- 
server, standing  off  on  one  side,  will  see  much  that  is  curious  and 
new  to  him,  and  much  that  will  teach  him  valuable  lessons  in  the 
philosophy  of  life,  and  oblige  him  to  throw  aside  his  preconceived 
notions,  like  old  clothes,  out-grown  and  ill-fashioned,  and  array  him- 
self in  many  a  garment  of  new  opinions.  But  it  will  be  in  vain  for 
him,  how  acute  soever  he  may  be,  to  expect  to  understand  it  tho- 
roughly. To  do  this ;  to  see  and  know  what  factory  life  is,  and  what 
the  inmates  of  the  factory  are  ;  he  must  go  among  them,  live  with 
them,  work  with  them,  join  them  in  their  recreations.  Then  will 
he  have  the  subject  laid  open  before  him  ;  and  if  he  is  mindful  of  all 
the  little  incidents  that  happen  around  him,  and  discriminating  in 
his  observations,  he  will  be  able  to  form  some  judgment  dp  on  the 
effects  of  this  system,  which  brings  so  many  together  for  the  purpose 
of  unremitting  toil.  Then  will  he  be  able  to  understand  the  feelings 
of  the  men  and  women  subject  to  this  influence,  and  to  account  for 
their  prejudices  and  peculiar  tastes,  and  to  sympathize  with  them 
in  their  cares  and  in  their  joys.  Then  will  he  know  what  are  the 
necessary  and  what  the  incidental  effects  of  hard  work,  for  twelve  or 
fourteen  hours  a  day,  upon  the  minds  and  manners  of  those  who 
must  follow  it  year  after  year. 

If  he  will  not  do  this,  then  let  him  never  meddle  with  the  subject; 
for  whatever  he  may  say  about  it  will  be  but  senseless  drivel,  like 
the  dull  pratings  of  learned  stupidity,  which  reclines  at  ease  in  luxu- 
rious libraries,  and  preaches  about 4  the  divinity  of  labor,'  and  the 
blessedness  of  that  man's  lot  whose  spirit  is  crushed  with  hopeless 
poverty ;  whose  moral  growth  has  been  checked,  and  whose  physical 
life  is  wasting  away  prematurely,  under  the  influence  of  never-end- 
ing and  ill-paid  toil.  Out  upon  the  whole  canting  tribe  !  If  there 
is  any  thing  above  aU  others  disgusting  to  the  weary  laborer,  it  is 
this  ill-timed  and  ill-applied  praise  of  the  fruitful  source  of  his  bodily 
ills  and  mental  anxieties.  He  works  too  much ;  he  knows  it ;  the 
world  at  large  knows  it ;  and  so  will  this  canting  philosopher  know 
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expeditious  are  fully  detailed.  These  piratical  adventures  were 
continued  several  years,  and  were  marked  by  many  circumstances 
of  horror,  yet  all  historians  a^ree  in  asserting  that  they  had  a  favor- 
able influence  on  civilization,  by  bringing  distant  people  into  contact 
with  each  other.  This  influence  became  more  effective  when  many 
of  the  Northern  bands  made  permanent  settlements  in  the  countries 
they  invaded,  such  as  Normandy  in  France,  and  England. 

1  have  already  remarked  on  the  difficulty  of  establishing  the  pe- 
riod when  civilization  begins  ;  the  precise  time  when  men  emerged 
from  a  savage  condition  ;  when,  tired  of  their  rough  and  cheerless 
mode  of  life,  ihey  seek  to  render  it  better  by  confederating  with  their 
brethren  for  the  purpose  of  forming  a  domestic  union.  Neither  is 
it  easy  to  say  how  far  men  have  the  capacity  of  working  out  their 
own  improvement  without  extraneous  aid*  We  can  conjecture  and 
reason  from  analogy  of  what  we  see  in  our  own  time,  and  that  is  all 
we  can  do. 

It  appears  that  some  nations  continue  in  the  same  state,  without 
change  for  better  or  worse,  although  the  individuals  that  compose 
them  possess  much  natural  capacity  and  active  minds.  One  reason, 
and  perhaps  the  only  one,  that  can  be  given  for  this  ist  tLat  their  physi- 
cal condition  is  made  easy  by  living  on  a  fertile  soil  and  under  a 
mild  climate,  where  little  labor  ana  less  ingenuity  is  requisite  to 
supply  their  natural  wants,  while  at  the  same  time  no  objects  are 
presented  to  their  view  which  may  create  a  dislike  of  what  they 
possess,  or  a  desire  for  something  they  like  better.  An  uncivilized 
people  may  be  quite  contented  with  their  lot,  the  demands  of  the 
body  being  satisfied ;  but  show  them  something  they  never  saw  before, 

"anew  want  is  created,  and  they  will  not  be  at  ease  till  it  is 
ified.     When  the  king  of  the  Sandwich  Islands  was  presented 

ith  a  sailor's  jacket,  he  set  no  bnunds  to  bis  delight  j  but  when  he 
saw  a  red-coat  and  a  cocked-hat,  he  despised  the  jacket  and  pleaded 
urgently  for  the  coat  and  hat.  This  attraction  to  novelty  is  i  promi- 
nent feature  in  the  character  of  children,  and  untutoi,  n-up 
men  are  in  many  points  like  children,  and  are  influenced  in  much 
the  same  way, 

But  people  do  not  take  to  themselves  the  merit  of  inventing  the 
first  arts  of  civilization.  It  appears  that  all  nations  have  traditions 
of  a  system  of  civilization  superior  to  their  own.  They  refer  their 
origin  to  a  race  of  beings  more  intelligent  than  themselves,  and  even 
represent  them  as  divine  persona,  sent  fnun  the  region  of  spirits  to 
instruct  the  world  of  mankind  below.  Whatever  arts  they  possess 
they  attribute  to  other  beings  who  dwelt  on  earth  at  a  very  remote  age. 
It  is  presumable,  and  tradition  sanctions  the  belief,  that  a  race  of  per- 
sons did  exist  at  an  extremely  remote  period  of  time,  the  ancestors 
of  those  whom  we  now  see  degraded,  some  of  them  even  to  bar- 
barism, who  left  traces  of  their  own  intelligence  which  the  present 
tribes  have  been  able  to  use  as  models  for  their  rude  domestic  arts. 
Here  the  door  is  closed  against  farther  knowledge.  We  cannot  go 
back  to  see  how  these  by-gone  people  acquired  their  knowledge. 
Supposing  them  to  be  mortal,  we  can  only  imagine  they  were  en- 


614  Factory  Life  in  New- England.  [December, 

their  undertaking,  though  his  position  in  society  would  have  ranked 
him  with  the  '  Ladies'  clan.  Not  being  a  classical  scholar,  however, 
he  could  not  read  it,  but  advised  her  to  write  it  in  English,  which 
she  accordingly  did.  When  all  was  ready,  the  presentation  was 
made  hy  their  own  hands,  with  neat  and  appropriate  speeches,  well 
delivered  on  both  sides;  the  girls, all  arrayed  in  simple  white  dresses, 
with  lace-caps  and  tasteful  parasols,  forming  a  long  and  beautiful  pro- 
cession, which  completely  eclipsed  the  display  made  by  the  '  Ladies9 
who  had  treated  them  so  contemptuously.  This  was  the  death-blow 
to  Aristocracy  in  the  town  of  D . 

As  we  have  already  said,  they  err  greatly  who  look  upon  the 
4  operatives'*  of  a  manufacturing  establishment  as  all  of  one  class, 
to  be  despised  or  respected  alike.  Factory  life  is  in  fact  but  little 
understood,  as  a  general  thing,  even  in  New-England,  by  those  who 
are  not  immediately  connected  with  the  mills.  An  authentic  ob- 
server, standing  off  on  one  side,  will  see  much  that  is  curious  and 
new  to  him,  and  much  that  will  teach  him  valuable  lessons  in  the 
philosophy  of  life,  and  oblige  him  to  throw  aside  his  preconceived 
notions,  like  old  clothes,  outgrown  and  ill-fashioned,  and  array  him- 
self in  many  a  garment  of  new  opinions.  But  it  will  be  in  vain  for 
him,  how  acute  soever  he  may  be,  to  expect  to  understand  it  tho- 
roughly. To  do  this ;  to  see  and  know  what  factory  life  is,  and  what 
the  inmates  of  the  factory  are  ;  he  must  go  among  them,  live  with 
them,  work  with  them,  join  them  in  their  recreations.  Then  will 
he  have  the  subject  laid  open  before  him  ;  and  if  he  is  mindful  of  all 
the  little  incidents  that  happen  around  him,  and  discriminating  in 
his  observations,  he  will  be  able  to  form  some  judgment  dpon  the 
effects  of  this  system,  which  brings  so  many  together  for  the  purpose 
of  unremitting  toil.  Then  will  he  be  able  to  understand  the  feelings 
of  the  men  and  women  subject  to  this  influence,  and  to  account  for 
their  prejudices  and  peculiar  tastes,  and  to  sympathize  with  them 
in  their  cares  and  in  their  joys.  Then  will  he  know  what  are  the 
necessary  and  what  the  incidental  effects  of  hard  work,  for  twelve  or 
fourteen  hours  a  day,  upon  the  minds  and  manners  of  those  who 
must  follow  it  year  after  year. 

If  he  will  not  do  this,  then  let  him  never  meddle  with  the  subject; 
for  whatever  he  may  say  about  it  will  be  but  senseless  drivel,  like 
the  dull  pratings  of  learned  stupidity,  which  reclines  at  ease  in  luxu- 
rious libraries,  and  preaches  about '  the  divinity  of  labor,'  and  the 
blessedness  of  that  man's  lot  whose  spirit  is  crushed  with  hopeless 
poverty ;  whose  moral  growth  has  been  checked,  and  whose  physical 
life  is  wasting  away  prematurely,  under  the  influence  of  never-end- 
ing and  ill-paid  toil.  Out  upon  the  whole  canting  tribe  !  If  there 
is  any  thing  above  aU  others  disgusting  to  the  weary  laborer,  it  is 
this  ill-timed  and  ill-applied  praise  of  the  fruitful  source  of  his  bodily 
ills  and  mental  anxieties.  He  works  too  much ;  he  knows  it ;  the 
world  at  large  knows  it ;  and  so  will  this  canting  philosopher  know 
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As  men  advance  from  don  in  large  nunmti- 

nities,  and  interchange  niiud  with  mind,  the  progress  of  civilization 
is  rapid.     New  perceptions  generate  and  more  intense  and 

more  sure  when   made  known  and  confirmed   by  others;  thought 
flies  from  one  to  another  and   on  to  nd,  fill  it  reflects  hack 

its  own  It^ht  ;  then  comet  action,  which  i*  unspent  even  by  [tfl  own 
labors;  it  even  otitis  strength  by  the  very  work  il  perform*.  In 
fact,  Without  this  association  and  action  there  is  no  life  in  the  body. 
The  Mint  and  the  ateel  have  no  tire  in  them  ;  they  have  not  even 
warmth  ;  but  put  them  in  motion  one  against  the  other,  and  the 
world  may  be  set  into  a  blaze.  Farther,  as  regards  this  law  uf  as- 
sociation, man  is  but  half  what  he  is  intended  to  be  wlirn  he  lives 
alone.  If  he  owes  much  to  himself,  the  second  pait  of  the  moral 
law  is  duty  to  his  neighbor;  and  if  there  is  no  neighbor,  if  man 
does  not  join  himself  to  man,  then  is  there  no  morality,  and  W€ 
all  thrown  bark  again,  worse  than  when  we  sat  out.  It  is  not 
enough,  the  mere  supply  of  physical  wants  and  the  strengthening 
of  the  understanding;  these  alone  are  not  the  sum  of  man's  exist- 
ence. He  may  have  earthly  comforts  in  abundance,  and  abound 
in  knowledge  ;  yet  he  is  not  a  whole  man  unless  he  cultivate  a  re* 
ligious  feeling;  and  this  requires  no  great  effort  to  do.  for  we  see 
he  sets  about  the  work  as  soon  as  he  begins  to  think,  though  t«>  he 
sure  in  a  rude  manner,  The  first  attempt  is  made  by  worshipping 
the  physical  attributes  of  the  DsrffT.  In  time  I  hey  cease  to  satisfy. 
His  head  and  his  heart  require  something  more  of  a  spiritual  nature, 
and  he  perceives  that  his  original  mode  of  worship  does  not  impart 
strength  or  favor,  A  desire  to  know  more  arises  in  his  mind  ;  his 
soul  seeks  to  escape  from  its  dark  prison,  the  body,  and  be  begins 
to  doubt.  Here  is  the  beginning  of  better  tilings.  He  questions 
the  doctrine  he  has  heretofore  believed  to  be  true,  and  it  does  not 
stand  the  test.  He  has  become  more  acute;  his  questions  are 
searching;  ho  carefully  examines  the  claim  made  upon  his  belief, 
and  be  finds  the  doctrine  is  not  adapted  to  his  nature,  which  de- 
mands something  more  elevated. 

Thus  the  case  stood  in  ages  past.  Paganism  flourished  because 
nothing  better  was  thought  o£  The  Jewish  system  would  have 
been  received,  for  beyond  doubt  it  was  il  nee  infinitely  bet- 

ter; hut  it  was  not  offered  ;  nay  more,  it  was  not  permitted  i< 
approached.     The  Jews  disdained  to  mBke  proselytes  ;   they  exter- 
minated, or  tried  to  do  so.     They  considered  God   as  their  God 
only,  not  the  Goo  of  all  mankind. 

Paganism  lasted  out  its  time,  till  Polytheism  took  its  place,  being 
thought  better.  Still,  the  Polytheist  was  left  alone  to  grope  his 
way  as  well  as  be  could.  He  was  in  the  dark,  <>r  rather  saw  so 
dimly  as  to  mistake  the  object.  Yet  the  mind  being  constantly  at 
work,  much  was  produced  by  its  natural  workings.  Many  of  the 
later  Polytheists  saw  their  way  clearly;  in  truth,  had  a  distinct 
view  of  the  ultimate  good.  Their  doctrines,  theisticel  and  moral, 
were  in  many  respects  better  than  those  of  Moses,  which  had  lost 
its  original  influence,  had  dwindled  into  form3,  and  was  falling  into 
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mill,  and  a  fall  of  a  few  feet,  furnishes  a  site  for  some  little  factory, 
generally  for  spinning  cotton  or  wool.  These  situations  are  often 
scenes  of  great  picturesque  beauty.  Sometimes  a  moun tain-rivulet, 
rushing  over  a  rocky  bed,  between  hills  covered  with  groves  of 
forest-trees,  and  high  rocks  which  stand  out  here  and  there,  to  mark 
the  stages  of  its  descent,  turns  the  wheel  of  a  little  mill,  perched 
upon  a  steep  rock,  or  the  high  bank  of  the  stream,  accompanied 
with  a  little  cluster  of  cottages,  and  shaded  with  the  oak  and  ma- 
ple, and  then  flows  below,  after  passing  under  a  rustic  plank- 
bridge  through  a  fertile  valley,  enlivened  with  many  a  farm-house 
and  orchard.  Sometimes  it  is  a  substantial  stone-mill,  seated  on  a 
level  spot,  just  at  the  head  of  a  beautiful  valley,  with  pleasant 
dwellings,  not  crowded  together,  but  scattered  about  it,  each  in  the 
midst  of  a  little  clump  of  fruit-trees,  and  high  rocky  hills,  almost 
covered  with  trees,  in  the  back-ground,  and  a  broad  pond  of  smooth 
water  stretching  away  between  the  opening  hills. 

The  Ponogansett  Mill,  a  cotton-factory  of  some  four  or  five  thou- 
sand spindles,  is  situated  in  one  of  the  loveliest  of  these  scenes, 
which  presents  a  considerable  amount  of  varied  beauty,  though 
without  the  wild  grandeur  of  some  of  those  farther  back  among 
the  hills.  It  is  within  a  mile  of  the  Narragansett  Bay,  of  which  it 
commands  a  fine  view,  between  the  high  banks  that  rise,  now  on  the 
right  hand  and  now  on  the  left  of  the  little  river,  as,  growing  wider 
and  wider,  it  winds  its  way  to  the  sea.  The  tide  flows  up  to  the 
mill,  and  at  the  flood  will  bear  a  small  sloop  through  the  channel ; 
it  is  however  chiefly  used  by  pleasure-boats,  whose  sails  often  enli- 
ven its  waters  between  the  mill  and  the  bay.  The  bridge  is  close 
by  the  mill  and  just  below  the  mill-dam,  above  which  the  pond 
forms  a  large  sheet  of  water,  extending  back  between  steep  hills 
till  it  is  lost  among  the  tall  trees  which  spread  out  their  branches 
from  the  banks,  and  the  many  little  islands  lying  in  that  part  of  the 
pond.  On  the  one  side,  the  house  and  gardens  of  the  proprietor 
overlook  the  pond  and  mill,  and  on  the  other,  under  the  shade  of 
the  trees,  crooked  little  foot-paths  are  traced  along  the  steep  bank, 
winding  up  and  down  among  the  bushes,  and  occasionally  crossing 
each  other.  These  are  favorite  resorts  in  the  warm  summer  eve- 
nings, the  mossy  banks  and  large  projecting  roots  forming  rustic 
seats,  where  little  parties  of  half  a  dozen  may  sit  and  chat  in  com- 
pany. There  are  other  favorite  spots.  '  Bald  Hill '  is  one.  This 
rises,  crowned  with  rocks,  a  little  way  back  from  the  pond,  and 
overlooks  a  large  part  of  Narragansett  Bay,  with  its  islands,  its 
steam-boats  and  its  shipping.  Here  are  favorite  walks  for  the  Sun- 
day afternoon.  *  Happy  Hollow'  is  another.  This  is  a  little  vale, 
encircled  with  smooth  turfy  hills  on  all  sides  save  one,  where  it 
looks  out  on  the  distant  bay ;  it  is  shaded  with  the  sweet  flowering 
locust  and  broad-spreading  oak  trees.  It  was  so  named  by  those 
who  held  a  meeting  here  at  the  time  of  one  of  the  religious  revi- 
vals, in  commemoration  of  their  own  conversion,  and  the  name  is 
so  appropriate  to  the  beautiful  spot  that  it  remains  with  it. 

The  dwelling-houses  of  the  village  form  the  least  pleasing  part  of 


These  bouses  are  kept  for  the  most  part  by  persons  (generally 
females,)  in  reduced  circumstances,  who  adopt  this  method  of  ob- 
taining a  livelihood  ;  most  commonly  by  widows,  who  are  left  penni- 
less, perhaps  with  a  family  beside,  who  have  never  before  been 
dependent,  and  do  still  remember  they  have  seen  easier  days-  They 
are  generally  ignorant  of  the  way  such  establishments  should  be 
conducted;  above  all,  are  very  reluctant  at  coming  down  to  the  re- 
quirements of  their  new  calling.  These  are  called  '  perfect  ladies/ 
and  generally  speaking,  they  keep  the  poorest  houses.  They  bear 
in  mind  what  tbey  call  '  days  of  former  prosperity  f  although,  if 
the  truth  were  told,  they  may  have  been  forced  to  struggle  hard  to 
keep  up  appearances,  and  had  an  ill-natured  husband  ;  yet  (liey 
seldom  fail  of  giving  a  hint  to  the  boarders,  singly  and  collectively, 
that  once  they  set  the  fashion,  and  were  on  a  level  with  Mr.  John 
Smith,  of  Washington  Square,  or  Mr.  M'Fuzzle,  of  Union  Place. 
They  sit  at  the  head  of  the  table,  as  mistress  of  iheir  own  house,  as 
if  the  boarders  were  their  guests,  and  take  their  place  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, as  the  lady  hostess,  whose  duty  it  is  to  entertain  the  com- 
pany* The  male  boarders  are  in  the  house  only  at  meabtimes,  or 
when  they  come  home  to  sleep;  the  females  keep  in  their  own 
rooms  when  not  out  on  visits,  or  what  is  very  usual,  call  at  each 
other's  apartments  to  tell  the  news  and  compare  notes.  Then  the 
work  of  destruction  commences.  The.  mistress  of  the  house,  her 
high  charges,  the  miserable  fare  she  gives  for  so  much  money  paid, 
her  intolerable  meanness  in  denying  sugar,  butter  and  cake  to  the 
children  when  they  ask  for  them  j  all  these  are  descanted  upon  till 
she  of  the  house  is  entirely  used  up.  One  would  be  apt  to  suppose 
she  was  about  to  lose  all  her  boarders,  were  it  not  well  known 
among  the  complainants  that  tbey  intend  to  remain,  because  they 
cannot  do  better  by  going  elsewhere*  It  is  not  easy  to  reconcile 
people,  each  of  whom  wants  to  receive  much  and  give  little. 

The  mistress  of  the  house  being  despatched,  the  fair  inmates  be- 
gin to  tear  each  other  to  pieces,  after  the  most  approved  manner, 
'  Did  you  ever  see  any  one  eat  so  much  as  Mrs*  Allgrinder  does  ] 
She  ought  to  pay  mure  than  any  of  the  other  boarders.  And  then, 
that  sanctified  Miss  Puckermouth,  who  wastes  so  much  time  in 
making  shirts  for  the  cannibals  of  the  Fejee  Islands,  who  devour 
missionaries  and  go  naked!'  'Lor,  Mrs*  Cullender!  1  am  glad 
you  are  come;  it's  quite  neighborly,  this  call!  Do  you  know,  I 
have  been  wanting  to  tell  you  something ;  and  as  I  know  how  dis- 
creet you  are,  and  never  let  out,  I  must  just  say  that  Mrs.  M*Faddle, 
who  lodges  in  the  next  room,  receives  too  much  company.  They 
are  too  gay,  these  M*Faddlea,  who  pretend  they  see  their  friends 
only  to  discuss  the  Reverend  Reuben  Twaddle's  discourses,  before 
they  are  cut  up  into  tracts  to  be  distributed  by  the  *  Moral  Reform 
Society.1  It  is  more  probable  they  come  together  to  talk  over  their 
own  experiences  j  and  you  and  I  know  what  these  must  be,  if  they 
would  tell  all  P 

Women  have  so  few  moment^  of  relaxation  from  the  insipid 
routine  of  domestic  life,  that  tu  obtain  a  little  variety,  and  create  ex- 
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they  pay  a  dollar  and  a  quarter  for  board.  Whatever  they  earn 
over  their  necessary  expenses  is  variously  disposed  of.  Some  lay  it 
up,  and  have  considerable  sums  of  money  in  the  bank  ;  some  join 
with  their  brothers  and  sisters  in  paying  for  a  little  house  and  lot ; 
some  provide  themselves  with  household  furniture.  This  is  a  favor- 
ite plan  with  many  of  the  younger  part,  who  are  looking  forward 
to  a  settlement  in  married  life,  being,  it  may  be,  already  '  engaged/ 
They  pride  themselves  upon  being  furnished  with  silver  spoons  and 
all  the  necessaries  and  conveniences  of  house-keeping.  Some  use 
it  to  pay  the  expenses  of  their  own  education  during  a  part  of  the 
year ;  some,  whose  fathers  are  idle  and  dissipated,  for  the  support 
and  schooling  of  their  little  brothers  and  sisters  ;  and  some  spend 
it  entirely  in  dress  and  decoration.  These  last,  though  in  fact  but 
a  small  part,  have  attracted  more  notice  than  all  the  rest,  and  care- 
less observers  have  done  the  injustice  of  ascribing  to  the  whole  the 
follies  and  weakness  of  this  class.  These  are  indeed  wild  and 
giddy-headed,  mostly  ignorant,  and  content  to  remain  so.  They 
have  one  grand  double  aim,  and  that  is  to  make  a  display  and  '  catch 
a  beau.'  They  fancy  that  after  they  once  '  get  married '  they  shall 
have  but  little  to  do.  They  will  not  see,  though  the  examples  of  it 
lie  all  around  them,  that  the  toils  they  are  undertaking  will  make 
the  labors  of  their  former  life  seem  like  mere  play.  Many  and 
many  a  sigh  do  they  afterward  breathe  for  those  careless  and  happy 
days.  Some  of  them,  after  having  seen  much  trouble,  and  having 
but  small  families  left  to  care  for,  do  go  back  into  the  mills  to  work. 
But  how  they  are  changed  !  The  light  elastic  spirits  of  youth  will 
never  return,  and' care's  indelible  impression  is  left  upon  their  brow. 
They  move  to  their  work  with  a  quiet  step,  and  look  with  a  calm, 
perchance  even  cheerful  countenance,  upon  the  scene  around  them. 
But  a  faint  smile  is  the  warmest  response  called  forth  by  their  light- 
hearted  companions'  most  joyous  mirth.  Peace  and  rest  be  with 
them !  — for  they  have  passed  through  many  afflictions  and  some 
fiery  trials. 


KATURK'8       CONSECRATION. 


BT     S.    W.     BBX.XSX.B. 

Noyxxbbb  winds  swept  o'er  the  hill* 
Where  once  in  childhood's  pleasant  hows 

I  sought,  along  the  sunny  rills, 
To  cull  fresh  wreaths  of  early  flowers ; 

Two  favorite  elms,  whose  giant  forms 
"Have  braved  for  centuries  the  storms, 

Stand  in  a  cool  sequestered  spot 

Beside  my  childhood's  humble  cot. 

Beneath  their  shade,  in  days  gone  by, 

A  doting  mother  sank  to  rest ; 
I  saw  the  last  tear  in  her  eye, 

1  saw  the  sod  placed  on  heV  breast ; 
A  sinter  loo  lies  by  her  side, 
A  brother,  in  his  youthful  pride; 
These  oonseerate  that  sacred  spot, 
Beside  my  childhood's  humble  cot. 


well  to  throw  an  object  in  their  way  to  prevent  them  sliding  into 
the  habit. 

There  is  a  set  of  men  who  do  much  to  disturb  the  quiet  of  a  house. 
They  are  what  is  called  in  this  country,  Politicians,  a  race  very  hap- 
pily unknown  among  us  in  Egypt  Our  benevolent  Ruler,  who  has 
the  welfare  of  his  subjects  at  heart,  will  not  allow  their  peace  to  be 
disturbed  by  people  who  are  known  to  bo  inquisitive  and  meddle- 
some. You  must  know  that  every  individual  here  having  a  personal 
influence  in  tbe  formation  of  the  government,  supposes  himself  well 
acquainted  with  the  laws  and  the  art  of  governing. 

Individuals  naturally  talk  much  nu  what  is  uppermost  in  their 
minds,  and  as  politics  is  a  favorite  theme  which  they  are  fond  of  dis- 
cussing, and  one  wherein  they  seldom  agree  with  each  other  in 
opinion,  your  ears  are  stunned  with  the  jarring,  wrangling  and  spite- 
ful conversation  of  the  parties,  who  are  foolish  enough  to  imagine 
you  take  a  great  interest  in  their  affairs  Houses  where  these  dispu- 
tants abound  are  generally  shunned  by  those  who  love  tranquillity. 

Another  knot  of  persons  is  sometimes  met  with,  who  are  even 
more  annoying  by  their  manners  and  conversation.  They  are  called 
the  '  Evangelicals,'  who  would  have  one  believe  they  only  know  the 
road  that  leads  to  Heaven,  and  that  one  way  to  attain  it  is  to  torment 
their  brethren  on  earth.  When  these  get  into  a  house,  their  endeavor 
seems  to  be  to  suppress  gayety,even  cheerfulness ;  and  a  look  at  their 
wo-begone  countenances  certainly  does  take  away  all  disposition 
to  mirth.  They  eat,  drink  and  talk  after  the  manner  of  the  elect, 
and  are  more  loud  in  their  praises  of  the  doctrine,  as  expounded  by 
the  Rev,  Mr.  Long  or  the  Rev,  Mr.  Short,  than  they  are  of  the  pre- 
cepts of  the  great  Founder  of  their  faith-  They  overflow  with  their 
Bible,  which  they  spill  about  in  all  directions,  and  they  cannot  pro- 
nounce a  common-plate  phrase  without  hooking  on  to  it  a  parable. 
Calvinistic  tracts,  full  of  *  original  sin,*  are  flung  at  you  wherever  you 
pass  ;  and  if  at  any  time  you  wish  to  escape  to  any  other  part  of  the 
house  for  relief,  one  is  thrust  into  your  hand,  that  you  may  learn  to 
ponder  on  your  latter  end.  They  may  be  likened  to  what  in  poli- 
tics is  called  the  '  movement  party/  for  they  are  never  at  rest.  They 
are  constantly  getting  up  revivals  among  the  lazy  in  spirit,  fitting  out 
missionaries  to  carry  Bibles  to  remote  regions  where  the  inhabitants 
cannot  read  :  their  only  relaxation  is  being  *  under  concern,'  and  the 
only  repose  to  the  mind  is  when  they  are  on  the  '  anxious  seat/ 

You  will  easily  imagine  that  in  a  company  so  mixed,  the  charac- 
ter of  the  inhabitants  must  show  itself  more  distinctly  than  in  pri- 
vate reunions  or  public  assemblies :  to  me  it  affords  a  study,  not 
always  a  disagreeable  one,  for  occasionally  may  be  found  persons 
of  good  sense  joined  to  pleasant  manners.  A  looker-on  like  myself, 
who  takes  all  things  calmly,  cannot  fail  of  deriving  instruction,  with 
a  good  deal  of  amusement,  by  observing  these  groups  ;  and  as  I  am 
regarded  in  the  light  of  a  neutral  character,  I  am  let  into  many 
secrets  on  all  sides,  by  which  I  get  into  the  under-current,  which 
after  all  is  the  true  stream  that  carries  you  to  a  thorough  knowledge 
of  men,  manners  and  things,  as  they  exist  in  social  life. 
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A       WELCOME       TO       WINTER. 

Blast  of  the  North  !  that  exiled  long  hatb  roamed, 

Where  Winter  chained  by  flowing  streamlets  lies, 
Where  the  fair  son  with  ceaseless  light  has  domed, 

Through  half  his  yearly  course,  the  starless  skies; 
Stern  Wiuter's  march  thy  trumpet-voice  doth  sound, 

His  prison-house  thou  hast  at  length  unbarred; 
No  more  the  sun,  bright  sentry  !  in  his  round 

Unquenched  by  night,  the  strong  domain  doth  guard. 

Then  welcome,  Winter,  from  the  dreary  clime 

Where  verdant  landscape  never  greets  the  eye, 
Bat  iceberg-monuments  arise  sublime, 

To  mark  the  grave  where  buried  Nature  lies ; 
The  autumn  leaflets,  as  in  sore  amaze, 

Curl,  shrinking  from  thy  touch,  and  drop  in  fear  ; 
When  in  the  lake -spread  mirror  thou  wouldst  gaze, 

Thy  chilling  breath  hath  dimmed  its  surface  clear. 

Yet  thou  art  welcome,  with  thy  elfiu  train, 

That  shrieking  gambol  o'er  the  storm-swept  heath  ; 
Whose  hands  have  pictured  on  the  frosted  pane 

The  dream-born  fancies  caught  from  sleepers'  breath  ; 
Welcome  to  us !  —  thy  iron  reign  doth  bring 

The  joys  that  cluster  round  the  social  hearth  ; 
Where  the  glad  voice  of  Inuoceuce  doth  ring, 

And  guileless  youth  rejoices  in  his  mirth, 
And  home  is  made  the  paradise  of  earth. 
JBorfes,  (Mast.) 


OLD      FRENCH      EPIGRAMS 


■ 


'  I  lovk  everjr  thing  that  '•  old  ;  old  times,  Old  friends.  Old  book*.'  —  Goldsmith. 


It  is  curious  to  observe  how  men  will  run  into  a  prevailing  fashion, 
both  in  literature  and  in  life,  whatsoever  that  position  may  be. 
Genius,  indeed,  will  usually  strike  out  a  path  for  itself;  but  not  even 
genius  is  always  proof  against  the  seductions  of  fashion. 

At  one  period,  and  that  too  a  pretty  long  one,  it  was  the  fashion  in 
France  to  write  epigrams.  All  the  world  wrote  epigrams  ;  church- 
men and  laymen,  civilian  and  soldier,  noble  and  abb6,  and  cavalier, 
poet  and  poetaster,  all  employed  their  time  and  talents  in  the  pro- 
duction of  epigrams.  Epigrams,  brilliant,  racy  and  spiriluelle,  re- 
sounded on  every  side ;  epigrams  enlivened  '  the  camp,  the  court,  the 
grove  ;*  epigram  a,  in  the  words  of  an  eminent  French  critic,  *  flew 
from  drawing-room  to  druwing-room,  from  alley  to  alley,  shedding 
ridicule  upon  their  victims,  and  glory  and  renown  upon  their  authors.' 

Were  it  possible  to  collect  all  these  choice  morceaux  into  one  ex- 

auifrite  whole,  it  would  furnish   forth  a  bouquet  worthy  of  a  lite- 

liiua.     But  this,  unfortunately,  is  not  possible  ;  for  although 


ELEGIAC        STANZAS, 


Wl  hare  raa*on  to  b*llev«  that  tha  ensuing  itAtizu  refer  to  the  recaot  daatb  of  OioRqi  F*  WniTC,  a 
dlaUngukabad  praachar  of  tha  Society  of  Friend*.  H*  Want  down  to  the  gra?o  •  Uk«  a  ■  bock  of  Cora 
fuUyrtp.lniU.e«cm*  S».  Xira«sm.o«»*. 

W«  have  lost  thee,  wo  have  lost  thee  ;  and  as  orphan  children  weep 
When  they  Jay  a  tender  parent  down  to  take  his  dreamless  sleep, 
Even  thus  in  loneliness  of  soul  do  we  bewail  thy  loss, 
Beloved  Father  in  the  Truth  — tried  Soldier  of  the  Cross! 


Like  the  confused  remembrance  of  a  sad  and  troubled  dream 
Bo  the  mournful  tidings  of  thy  death  and  thy  solemn  burial  seem  ; 
Thou  didst  stand  when  last  we  saw  thee  where  so  firmly  thou  hast  stood, 
And  enough  of  strength  was  Left  thee  to  tell  that '  God  is  good.' 

Thou  didst  leave  us  for  a  little  lime!  and  we  missed  thee  from  thy  place, 
We  dreamed  not  then  that  we  had  looked  our  last  upon  thy  face, 
That  our  Father  deemed  it  best  for  us  that  thoushouldst  *  go  away/ 
And  that  all  He  would  return  to  us  was  thy  cold  and  senseless  clay  I 

*T  is  true  that  from  the  spirit-land  a  warning  voice  had  come, 
To  bid  thee  cease  thy  warfare  here,  and  call  thy  forces  home  ; 
To  rest  in  silence,  that  thou  mighlst  renew  thy  strength  to  sing 
Hosannas  through  eternaJ  yean  lo  Heaven's  Almighty  Kino. 

We  taw  thee  not ;  the  coffin- lid  was  closed  upon  that  face 
Whose  chastened  lineaments  in  life  so  well  we  loved  to  trace  ; 
But  we  knew  whose  venerated  form  within  unconscious  slept, 
And  we  deemed  it  not  a  crime  to  weep,  for  even  *  Jesus  wept* 

If  then  the  lowly  Lamb  of  God,  he  who  could  raise  the  dead, 
1  Tears*  such  as  an  gets  weep,'  upon  the  grave  of  Lazarus  shed, 
May  roe  not  sorrow  too  for  one  we  never  can  restore, 
A  father,  whose  paternal  voice  will  plead  with  us  no  more? 

We  know  that  thou  hadst  longed  at  times  to  lay  thy  burthen  down, 

And  having  meekly  borne  thy  cross,  was  waiting  for  thy  crown  ; 

That  the  Angel  of  the  Covenant  but  wrought  a  sweet  release, 

When  he  touched  the  *  weary  whei  h  of  Lf<-,'  and  bade  thy  conflict*  cease* 

But  though  thou  rnet'st  him  with  a  smile,  rejoicing  to  the  end. 
We  feel  while  Heaven  hath  gained  a  Saint*  that  we  have  lost  a  Friend  j 
And  though  *  instructors'  in  the  Truth,  by  '  thousands1  may  remain, 
4  Not  many  fathers'  such  as  thou  will  e'er  arise  again, 

As  Moses  to  AbarinVs  mount  went  at  his  God's  behest, 
There  10  compose  his  aged  limbs  to  everlasting  rest, 
So,  when  the  time  appointed  came,  wert  thou  called  op  to  die, 
Thy  sours  worn  vestment*  to  exchange  for  immortality. 

The  conquest  is  achieved  at  last ;  thy  weapons  true  and  tried, 
Thy  battered  shield  and  coat  of  mail  forever  laid  aside  ; 
Thy  battle-axe  thou  needest  not ;  no  fierce  temptations  come, 
To  break  the  perfect  peace  that  reigns  within  thy  heavenly  home. 
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A       WELCOME       TO       WINTER. 

Blast  of  the  North  !  that  exiled  long  hath  roamed, 

Where  Winter  chained  by  flowing  streamlets  lies, 
Where  the  fair  sun  with  ceaseless  light  has  domed, 

Through  half  his  yearly  course,  the  starless  skies; 
Stern  Winter's  march  thy  trumpet-voice  doth  sound* 

His  prison-house  thou  hast  at  length  unbarred ; 
No  more  the  sun,  bright  seutry  !  in  his  round 

Unquenched  by  night,  the  strong  domain  doth  guard. 

Then  welcome,  Winter,  from  the  dreary  clime 

Where  verdant  landscape  never  greets  the  eye, 
But  iceberg-monuments  arise  sublime, 

To  mark  the  grave  where  buried  Nature  lies ; 
The  autumn  leaflets,  as  in  sore  amaze, 

Curl,  shrinking  from  thy  touch,  and  drop  in  fear  ; 
When  in  the  lake-spread  mirror  thou  wouldst  gaze, 

Thy  chilling  breath  hath  dimmed  its  surface  clear. 

Yet  thou  art  welcome,  with  thy  elfin  train, 

That  shrieking  gambol  o'er  the  storm -swept  heath  ; 
Whose  bands  have  pictured  on  the  frosted  pane 

The  dream-born  fancies  caught  from  sleepers'  breath  ; 
Welcome  to  us!  —  thy  iron  reign  doth  bring 

The  joys  that  cluster  round  the  social  hearth  ; 
Where  the  glad  voice  of  Innocence  doth  ring, 

And  guileless  youth  rejoices  in  his  mirth, 
And  home  is  made  the  paradise  of  earth. 
Boston,  (Mast.) 


OLD      FRENCH      EPIGRAMS. 


'  I  LOVK  every  thing  thfct '»  old  ;  old  times,  Old  friends,  bid  books.'  —  Goldsmith. 


It  is  curious  to  observe  how  men  will  run  into  a  prevailing  fashion, 
both  in  literature  and  in  life,  whatsoever  that  position  may  be. 
Genius,  indeed,  will  usually  strike  out  a  path  for  itself;  but  not  even 
genius  is  always  proof  against  the  seductions  of  fashion. 

At  one  period,  and  that  too  a  pretty  long  one,  it  was  the  fashion  in 
France  to  write  epigrams.  All  the  world  wrote  epigrams ;  church- 
men and  laymen,  civilian  and  soldier,  noble  and  abbe\  and  cavalier, 
poet  and  poetaster,  all  employed  their  time  and  talents  in  the  pro- 
duction of  epigrams.  Epigrams,  brilliant,  racy  and  spirituelle,  re- 
sounded on  every  side  j  epigrams  enlivened  *  the  camp,  the  court,  the 
grove  ;'  epigrams,  in  the  words  of  an  eminent  French  critic,  '  flew 
from  drawing-room  to  drawing-room,  from  alley  to  alley,  shedding 
ridicule  upon  their  victims,  and  glory  and  renown  upon  their  authors.' 

Were  it  possible  to  collect  all  these  choice  morceaux  into  one  ex- 
quisite whole,  it  would  furnish  forth  a  bouquet  worthy  of  a  lite- 
rary Vitellius.     But  this,  unfortunately,  is  not  possible  ;  for  although 


O,  if  thy  spirit  still  behold*  (his  scene  of  guilt  and  strife, 
If  glimpses  of  thy  former  homo  pervade  thy  better  life, 
Will  not  the  soul  that  here  on  earth  our  weary  burthens  bore 
Still  iu  the  yearnings  of  its  love  revisit  us  once  more  1 

Wilt  thou  not  sometimes  hover  near,  when  trials  shall  assail! 
And  cheer  us  on  our  heavenward  way,  when  strength  and  courage  fail  7 
Witt  thou  not  watch  as  was  thy  wont  our  feeble  progress  still ' 
A  voice  e'en  more  than  earthly  sweet,  replies,  *  I  will  —  I  wiJl !' 
ytttYork,  Wth  SM.,85,  1817. 


FACTORY   LIFE   IN   NEW. ENGLAND. 


»T    9.     TSttoatLB,     DlttT. 


The  history  of  Cotton-Spinning  in  New-England  is  yet  to  be 
written.  Some  facts  relative  to  the  introduction  of  this  branch  of 
industry  among:  us,  and  to  the  improvements  in  the  machinery  by 
which  it  is  carried  on,  have  indeed  been  published  under  that  title;  but 
nothing  that  can  be  called  a  complete  history  of  our  manufacturing 
system,  including  a  full  account  of  its  origin,  its  progress,  and  above 
all,  the  influence  which  it  is  exerting  upon  the  character  and  social 
condition  of  the  New-England  people. 

It  is  working  a  great  change  in  the  condition  of  society  in  those 
States  where  it  flourishes  moat,  and  a  change  perhaps  as  great, 
though  not  so  obvious,  in  the  character  of  their  citizens,  of  every 
class ;  whether  for  the  better  or  worse,  experience  will  certainly 
show  in  time,  and  a  careful  observation  probably  point  out  to  us  be- 
forehand. These  changes  are  in  a  great  degree  owing  to  the  in- 
creased demand  it  has  made  for  female  labor,  and  the  new  channels 
which  it  has  opened  for  that  labor  to  flow  in.  It  has  raised  the  rate 
of  women's  wages  in  its  own  department  to  something  near  a  just 
proportion*  when  compared  with  those  of  men.  And  the  effects  of 
this  are  felt  directly ,  not  only  by  those  who  work  for  their  living, 
but  also  by  those  who  are  in  easy  and  independent  circumstances. 
It  has  made  labor  more  honorable  in  common  estimation.  A  girl 
whose  education  does  not  qualify  her  for  '  keeping  school,*  thrown 
upon  her  own  exertions  for  support,  will  not  go  out  to  service  in  a 
family  for  one  or  two  dollars  a  week,  with  board,  while  she  may  make 
three,  four,  or  Hive  dollars,  and  sometimes  more,  beside  what  she 
will  pay  for  her  board  in  the  same  time,  by  going  into  the  mill.  The 
consequence  is,  that  household-servants  are  difficult  to  be  obtained, 
and  more  difficult  to  be  kept,  and  are  often  foreigners,  unacquainted 
with  the  work  they  are  expected  to  do;  so  that  the  mistress  of  the 
house,  perhaps  wealthy,  and  educated  in  ease  and  luxury,  is  ofttimea 
obliged  to  take  an  active  part  in  the  house-work,  even  to  the  making 
of  bread  and  cooking  of  dinner  for  her  husband  and  children, 

Beside  this,  it  encourages  a  strong  spirit  of  independence.     The 
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With  a  sigh  for  the  glories  of  other  days,  I  will  conclude  this 
chapter  on  epigrams  with  the  following  epigrammatic  sermon,  which 
an  unknown  poet  affixed  to  the  gate  of  a  village  cemetery  : 


'  Tout  tea  pas  aont  ftiux  paa,  to  na  fait  pa*  da  paa, 
Que  tat  paa,  paa  a  paa,  na  man*  an  trepaa.' 


Iota. 


THE      RETURN       AFTER       HOLIDAYS 


AT      WILLIAM      PITT 


Horn,  home  again  !  —  O  mother  dear, 

Oar  rural  pastime  o'er, 
How  gladly  to  your  own  fond  arms 

We  've  hied  us  back  once  more  ! 
Too'  Berkshire's  bills  were  green  and  gay, 

And  Elniwood's kindred  dear, 
We  could  not  mid  their  charms  forget 

That  dearer  still  were  here. 


Bat  slowly  from  her  fevered  cheek 

Hope  faded  with  its  flowers, 
And  colder  grew  each  liltle  hand 

So  fondly  clasped  in  ours ; 
We  called  her  all  endearing  names, 

And  O  the  fixed  despair 
With  which  we  watched  her  filmy  gi 

And  read  no  answer  there  ! 


Bat,  mother,  where 's  the  darling  one 

Whose  bine  eye's  starry  beams 
Have  been  the  light,  whose  merry  voice 

The  music  of  our  dreams? 
From  nursery  to  garden's  end 

We  Ve  bunted  high  and  low  — 
Ah  tell  us  where  our  '  Peachchkbk'  is, 

We  long  to  kiss  her  so  ! 


The  soil  winds  came  with  song  of  birds, 

And  shoots  of  childish  glee ; 
And,  wandering  near,  the  minstrel-boy 

Sang  blithe  as  blithe  can  be ; 
And  O  how  hard  it  seemed  to  us, 

How  like  a  mocking  sin. 
That  all  should  be  so  gay  abroad, 

And  we  so  sad  within ! 


Then  burst  the  mother's  stifled  sigh  — 

O  pang  of  mortal  pain  ! 
To  mark  your  eager  search  the  while, 

And  know  that  it  was  vain  ; 
For  never  more  in  these  sad  halls, 

Nor  mid  the  garden  bowers, 
Shall  Prachchbbk's  rosy  smiles  be  press'd 

To  these  fond  lips  of  ours ! 


At  last  upon  the  waiting  sky 

One  conscious  look  she  cast, 
And  with  a  smile  most  angel-like 

Her  Bin  leas  spirit  passed  ; 
Passed  as  the  calm  bright  summer  day 

Sauk  gently  to  his  rest, 
And  evening's  earliest  star  shone  out, 

To  light  her  to  the  blest 


We  saw  that  she  was  summoned  hence, 

Yet  low  on  bended  knee 
Your  father  and  your  mother  prayed, 

Iu  voiceless  sympathy ; 
Prayed  that  the  sinless  might  be  spared, 

We  could  not  let  her  go ; 
Heaven  had  so  many  such  above, 

And  earth  so  few  below ! 


To  Housatonic's  greenest  vale 

We  bore  our  sacred  trust, 
And  laid  it  down,  with  many  tears, 

To  sleep  with  kindred  dost: 
Yet  comes  there  balm  in  this  sweet  thought 

Like  healing  from  on  high, 
|  That  our  lorn,  lowly  home  has  given 

An  angel  to  the  sky! 


titled  to  less  respect,  since  they  had  taken  up  this  occupation,  and 
poverty  no  longer  compelled  them  to  submit  tube  ranked  rurlis- 
criminately  as  a  l  lower  class/  The  means  by  winch  they  were  able 
to  enforce  their  claims  to  a  proper  consideration,  may  be  illustrated 
by  the  following  incident,  which  happened  a  few  years  ago  in  a 
flourishing  manufacturing  town  in  New-England. 

An  independent  military  company  had  been  organized,  and  kept 
up  for  some  time  with  the  usual  spirit  of  patriotism  and  gallantry 
which  our  young  men  are  wont  to  manifest  in  times  of  peace  and 
general  prosperity,  The  ladies  of  the  town,  wishing  to  display  their 
grateful  admiration  of  the  courage  and  devoted  gallantry  of  their 
4  defenders,'  proposed  that  a  handsome  banner  should  be  presented 

to  them  in  the  name  of  the  *  Ladies  of  D  /     A  subscription  for 

the  purpose  was  accordingly  opened.  Some  of  the  ■  factory  girls' 
wishing  in  like  manner  to  show  their  patriotism  as  American  wo- 
men, and  feeling  perhaps  a  personal  interest  in  some  of  these  'de- 
fenders' of  their  country  and  themselves,  subscribed  among  the 
others.  Those  who  had  started  the  subscription,  however,  looked 
with  contempt  upon  such  as  worked  in  the  mills,  and  intended  that 

their  banners  should  bo  entirely  the  gift  of  the  *  Ladies*  of  D ,* 

as  they  styled  themselves  exclusively.  They  therefore  declined  re- 
ceiving the  contributions  of  the  '  factory  girls,*  which  were  quietly 
withdrawn.  The  banner  was  procured,  and  the  day  appointed  for  the 
presentation.  The  lawyer  of  ibc  town  was  employed  to  present  it 
in  behalf  of  the  ladies,  and  make  an  appropriate  speech.  The  day 
came,  and  all  passed  off  with  the  usual  ceremony  and  display,  the 
compatfy  performing  their  exercises  in  their  best  style,  and  the1  ladies* 
appearing  in  procession  with  their  deputy,  who  made  the  presenta- 
tion.    This  way  the  end  of  the  first  act. 

The  factory  girls  were  all  this  time  keenly  sensible  of  the  indig- 
nity that  had  been  put  upon  them,  and  were  little  disposed  to  submit 
tamely  to  this  assumption  of  superiority;  and  before  this,  had  got  the 
affair  all  in  train  for  the  vindication  of  their  honor  and  credit.  Two 
hundred  young  women ,  more  or  less,  with  a  fair  share  of  beauty  and 
intelligence,  could  he  at  no  loss  for  the  means  of  redress  under  such 
a  pointed  insult.  Brothers  and  lovers  were  of  course  ready  to  assist 
them.  It  was  not  long,  therefore,  before  another  military  company 
was  chartered,  much  larger  than  the  other,  and  more  handsomely 
equipped.  To  furnish  these  with  a  standard,  the  •  factory  girls' 
raised  a  subscription  among  themselves,  and  procured  a  banner  of 
the  most  elegant  design  and  execution.  The  lawyer,  who  was  un- 
disputed orator  of  the  village,  had  been  employed  as  spokesman  by 
their  rivals  on  the  former  occasion  ;  but  they  thought  that  for  them 
to  do  such  a  thing  would  be  to  acknowledge  themselves  incompe- 
tent to  carry  out  what  they  had  undertaken,  and  they  accordingly 
chose  one  of  their  own  number  to  prepare  and  deliver  the  address  at 
the  presentation.  The  girl  they  selected  for  this  duty  was  a  dresser- 
lender  in  one  of  the  mills,  a  young  woman  of  good  natural  abilities 
and  well-educated.  She  wrote  the  address  at  first  in  Latin,  and 
showed  it  to  the  agent  of  the  mill,  who  was  favorably  interested  in 
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With  a  sigh  for  the  glories  of  other  days,  I  will  conclude  this 
chapter  on  epigrams  with  the  following  epigrammatic  sermon,  which 
an  unknown  poet  affixed  to  the  gate  of  a  village  cemetery  : 


'  Tout  tei  pas  soot  faux  pat,  tu  ne  fail  pat  da  pat, 
Qua  tea  pas,  pas  a  pas,  ne  mens  ail  trepaa.' 


Iota. 


THE      RETURN       AFTER       HOLIDAYS 


at      WILLIAM     PITT      PALMER 


Home,  home  again  !  —  O  mother  dear, 

Our  rural  pastime  o'er, 
How  gladly  to  y oar  own  fond  arms 

We  \e  hied  us  back  once  more  ! 
Tho'  Berkshire's  hills  were  green  and  gay, 

And  Elmwood  s  kiudred  dear, 
We  con  id  not  mid  their  charms  forget 

That  dearer  still  were  here. 


But  slowly  from  her  fevered  cheek 

Mope  faded  with  ils  flowers, 
And  colder  grew  each  little  hand 

So  fund  y  c^nsped  in  oure ; 
We  culled  her  oil  endearing  names, 

And  O  the  fixed  despair 
With  which  we  watched  her  filmy  gaxe, 

And  read  no  answer  there  ! 


But,  mother,  where 's  the  darling  one 

Whose  blue  eyeTa  starry  beams 
Have  been  the  light,  whose  merry  voice 

The  music  of  our  dreams? 
Fro  pi  nursery  lo  garden's  end 

We  *ve  h  tin  ted  high  and  low  — 
Ah  tell  tia  where  our  '  Peachcheek'  is, 

We  long  to  kiss  her  so  ! 


The  soft  winds  came  with  song  of  birds, 

And  shouts  of  childish  glee ; 
And,  wandering  near,  the  minstrel-boy 

Sang  blithe  as  blithe  can  be ; 
And  O  how  hard  it  seemed  to  us, 

How  like  a  mocking  sin, 
That  all  should  be  so  gay  abroad, 

And  we  so  sad  within ! 


Then  burst  the  mother's  stifled  sigh  — 

O  pang  of  mortal  pain  I 
To  mark  your  eager  search  the  while, 

And  know  that  it  was  vain 
For  never  more  in  these  sad  halls, 

Nor  mid  the  garden  bowers, 
Shall  Peachcueee's  rosy  smiles  be  pressM 

To  these  fond  lips  of  ours  ! 


At  last  upon  the  waiting  sky 

One  conscious  look  she  cast, 
And  with  a  wrnile  most  angel-like 

Her  sinless  spirit  passed  ; 
Passed  as  the  calm  bright  summer  day 

Sauk  gently  to  his  rest, 
And  evening's  earliest  star  shone  ont, 

To  light  her  to  the  blest. 


We  saw  that  she  was  summoned  hence, 

Yet  low  on  bended  knee 
Your  father  and  your  mother  prayed, 

In  voiceless  sympathy ; 
Frayed  that  the  sinless  might  be  spared, 

We  could  not  lot  her  go ; 
Heaven  had  so  many  such  above, 

And  earth  so  few  below ! 


To  Housatonic's  greenest  vale 

We  bore  our  sacred  trust, 
And  laid  it  down,  with  many  tears, 

To  sleep  with  kindred  dual: 
Yet  comes  there  balm  in  this  sweet  thought 
Like  heahug  from  on  higbj 
I  That  our  lorn,  lowly  home  bis)  given 
[      An  angel  to  the  sky! 


it  when  he  has  thrown  aside  his  books,  and  taken  upon  himself  for 
a  few  mOBtfaa  flie  ■  happy  condition1  of  this  son  of  poverty,  whose 
life  is  spent  in  one  dull  round  of  ceaseless  labor,  with  only  now  and 
then  a  glimmer  of  bright  sunshine  and  a  breath  of  fresh  air.  Let 
him,  if  he  really  wishes  to  understand  this  subject,  goto  work,  either 
in  the  fields  or  the  work-shops,  early  and  late,  week  in  and  week 
out,  mouth  after  month,  and  year  after  yean  They  who  have  done 
this  for  years  know  what  are  the  pleasures  and  what  the  trials  of  this 
lot,  and  they  also  know  that  those  who  would  teach  them  its  bless- 
ing-s,  which  they  have  not  learned  '  by  the  sweat  of  their  brow,J  are 
only  idle  pu tiers,  if  not  bare-faced  hypocrites. 

A  large  cotton-mill  is  a  little  world  of  itself,  containing  in  differ- 
ent degrees  at  different  times  almost  all  varieties  of  character  and 
of  cultivation*  You  might  as  well  undertake  to  describe 
minutely  the  characters  of  all  tee  citizens  of  a  large  city  with  a 
oke  of  the  pen,  as  to  make  one  description  fit  all  the  in- 
mates of  the  milk  Here  is  youth  and  a^e,  ignorance  and  educa- 
tion, love  and  hatred,  piety  and  profanity,  truth  and  falsehood, 
rudeness  and  refinement;  yes,  even  that  big!)  refinement  which 
pure  and  holy  thought,  awakened  by  education,  hreaihes  over  a 
spirit  gentle  and  truthful,  filling  it  with  the  graces  of  Christian  love. 
Such  characters,  it  may  be  thought,  must  be  rare  in  the  factories. 
Even  so;  they  are  rare  in  the  world  at  large;  and  if  we  are  not 
greatly  mistaken,  not  too  common  in  any  class  of  society.  To 
judge  of  the  effects  of  the  factory  system,  however,  it  would  not  be 
fair  to  compare  those  subjected  to  its  influence  with  those  whose 
circumstances  in  life  have  given  them  greater  advantages.  We 
must  take  the  workmen  and  the  girls  of  the  mill  as  they  are,  and  see 
what  in  all  probability  they  would  have  been,  had  they  not  been  sub- 
jected to  this  in&ueuce.  In  order  to  illustrate  this  comparison,  and  to 
aid  the  dissemination  of  correct  opinions,  we  propose  to  set  forth  in 
these  sketches  some  of  the  scenes  with  which  we  have  been  familiar, 
and  which  are  illustrative  of  the  present  condition  of  factory  life. 

The  little  State  of  Rhode- Island  ('  little  only  in  a  physical  point  of 
view,*  its  sons  are  wont  to  boast,)  is  more  completely  than  any  other 
a  State  devoted  to  manufactures.  Cotton  and  woollen  mills,  with 
their  little  villages,  are  scattered  all  over  its  rugged  surface.  From 
tee  hilly  nature  of  the  country,  its  streams  of  water  have  a  consi- 
derable descent  in  their  short  courses,  and  thus  furnish  a  great 
amount  of  water-power  in  proportion  to  the  quantity  of  water  they 
pour  into  the  sea.  The  principal  streams  are  bordered  with  a  suc- 
cession of  villages,  large  and  small,  which  sometimes  lie  so  close 
together  as  almost  to  touch  each  other,  for  many  miles  in  extent ; 
each  being  a  cluster  of  dwellings  formed  around  one  or  more 
manufacturing  establishments.  The  chief  city  of  the  State  is  itself 
a  kind  of  head-quarters  of  the  factory  business;  an  exchange, 
where  those  interested  in  machinery  and  its  products  *  do  mostly 
congregate.'  Here  leading  citizens  themselves  are  all,  or  almost 
all,  concerned  directly  in  some  of  these  establishments.  Every 
little  stream  with  water  enough  for  more  than  the  wheel  of  a  grist- 
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mill,  and  a  fall  of  a  few  feet,  furnishes  a  site  for  some  little  factory, 
generally  for  spinning  cotton  or  wool.  These  situations  are  often 
scenes  of  great  picturesque  beauty.  Sometimes  a  mountain-rivulet, 
rushing  over  a  rocky  bed,  between  hills  covered  with  groves  of 
forest-trees,  and  high  rocks  which  stand  out  here  and  there,  to  mark 
the  stages  of  its  descent,  turns  the  wheel  of  a  little  mill,  perched 
upon  a  steep  rock,  or  the  high  bank  of  the  stream,  accompanied 
with  a  little  cluster  of  cottages,  and  shaded  with  the  oak  and  ma- 
ple, and  then  flows  below,  after  passing  under  a  rustic  plank- 
bridge  through  a  fertile  valley,  enlivened  with  many  a  farm-house 
and  orchard.  Sometimes  it  is  a  substantial  stone-mill,  seated  on  a 
level  spot,  just  at  the  head  of  a  beautiful  valley,  with  pleasant 
dwellings,  not  crowded  together,  but  scattered  about  it,  each  in  the 
midst  of  a  little  clump  of  fruit-trees,  and  high  rocky  hills,  almost 
covered  with  trees,  in  the  back-ground,  and  a  broad  pond  of  smooth 
water  stretching  away  between  the  opening  hills. 

The  Ponogansett  Mill,  a  cotton-factory  of  some  four  or  five  thou- 
sand spindles,  is  situated  in  one  of  the  loveliest  of  these  scenes, 
which  presents  a  considerable  amount  of  varied  beauty,  though 
without  the  wild  grandeur  of  some  of  those  farther  back  among 
the  hills.  It  is  within  a  mile  of  the  Narragansett  Bay,  of  which  it 
commands  a  fine  view,  between  the  high  banks  that  rise,  now  on  the 
right  hand  and  now  on  the  left  of  the  little  river,  as,  growing  wider 
and  wider,  it  winds  its  way  to  the  sea.  The  tide  flows  up  to  the 
mill,  and  at  the  flood  will  bear  a  small  sloop  through  the  channel ; 
it  is  however  chiefly  used  by  pleasure-boats,  whose  sails  often  enli- 
ven its  w  ate  re  between  the  mill  and  the  bay.  The  bridge  is  close 
by  the  mill  and  just  below  the  mill-dam,  above  which  the  pond 
forms  a  large  sheet  of  water,  extending  back  between  steep  hills 
till  it  is  lost  among  the  tall  trees  which  spread  out  their  branches 
from  the  banks,  and  the  many  little  islands  lying  in  that  part  of  the 
pond.  On  the  one  side,  the  house  and  gardens  of  the  proprietor 
overlook  the  pond  and  mill,  and  on  the  other,  under  the  shade  of 
the  trees,  crooked  little  foot-paths  are  traced  along  the  steep  bank, 
winding  up  and  down  among  the  bushes,  and  occasionally  crossing 
each  other.  These  are  favorite  resorts  in  the  warm  summer  eve- 
nings, the  mossy  banks  and  large  projecting  roots  forming  rustic 
seats,  where  little  patties  of  half  a  dozen  may  sit  and  chat  in  com- 
pany. There  are  other  favorite  spots.  *  Bald  Hill'  is  one.  This 
rises,  crowned  with  rocks,  a  little  way  back  from  the  pond,  and 
overlooks  a  large  part  of  Narragansett  Bay,  with  its  islands,  its 
steam-boats  and  its  shipping.  Here  are  favorite  walks  for  the  Sun- 
day afternoon.  '  Happy  Hollow'  is  another.  This  is  a  little  vale, 
encircled  with  smooth  turfy  hills  on  all  sides  save  one,  where  it 
looks  out  on  the  distant  bay ;  it  is  shaded  with  the  sweet  flowering 
locust  and  broad-spreading  oak  trees.  It  was  so  named  by  those 
who  held  a  meeting  here  at  the  time  of  one  of  the  religious  revi- 
vals, in  commemoration  of  their  own  conversion,  and  the  name  is 
so  appropriate  to  the  beautiful  spot  that  it  remains  with  it. 

The  dwelling-houses  of  the  village  form  the  least  pleasing  part  of 
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these  scenes.  They  are  crowded  together  close  to  the  road  on  both 
sides  of  the  bridge.  They  have  no  door-yards  enclosed.  Their 
front  doors  open  strait  into  the  street,  and  back  of  the  houses  there 
is  an  open  space,  common  to  them  all,  flanked  by  the  pig-styes  and 
cow-sheds.  Though  some  of  the  door-steps  are  kept  as  clean  and 
neat  as  they  may  be  in  such  a  situation,  the  whole  group  has  a  slo- 
venly appearance,  and  seems  unfavorable  to  habits  of  tidiness  or 
feelings  of  home.  This  bare,  exposed  appearance  of  the  houses  is 
characteristic  of  the  factory-villages  generally.  We  do  not  know 
whether  we  can  account  for  it  satisfactorily ;  perhaps  it  is  owing  to 
the  crowded  condition  of  the  inmates,  and  the  little  time  they  have 
to  bestow  upon  dwellings  which  they  may  occupy  only  a  short 
time.  They  spend  the  time  and  money  which  they  can  spare  for 
such  purposes  in  the  adornment  of  their  persons,  which  produces  a 
more  striking  effect.  Beside  all  this,  the  mill  is  more  their  place  of 
abode  than  the  houses  where  they  eat  and  sleep.  It  is  in  the  mill 
that  their  time  is  spent,  from  early  in  the  morning  till  sun-set  in 
summer,  and  till  the  middle  of  the  evening  in  winter.  Those  who 
do  not  work  in  the  mill  for  the  most  part,  work  harder  at  home  in 
cooking  for  the  rest  and  taking  care  of  their  children.  Most  of  the 
girls  work  in  the  '  weave-shop.'  A  few  tend  the  '  warpers/  the 
4  spoolers  '  and  the  '  speeders,  but  these  are  generally  young  girls, 
and  a  small  proportion  of  the  number  employed  in  the  mill. 

Of  the  '  weave-shop '  any  one  can  get  a  good  idea  by  only  going 
into  it.  It  is  a  large  room,  filled  with  looms,  placed  together  in 
pairs,  with  just  room  for  the  weaver  to  pass  around  each  pair  with 
ease.  The  upper  part  of  the  room  is  generally  clear  of  those 
shafts,  drums  and  belts  you  see  in  other  parts  of  the  mill,  the  power 
being  communicated  through  the  floor.  The  noise  of  the  power- 
loom  is  somewhat  like  that  of  the  hand-loom  ;  but  the  former  beats 
quicker  and  sharper ;  and  when  one,  two  or  three  hundred  of  them 
are  at  work  in  a  room  together,  they  make  a  tremendous  racket, 
which  is  more  than  persons  of  weak  nerves,  delicate  constitutions, 
or  whatever  it  may  be  that  renders  them  very  sensitive  in  regard  to 
any  noise,  are  able  to  endure.  Those  accustomed  to  it,  however, 
are  not  at  all  incommoded  by  it,  and  experience  no  bad  effect  from 
it,  except  now  and  then  when  it  makes  one  hard  of  hearing,  and  in- 
jures the  voice,  as  it  almost  always  does  if  they  sing  much  at  their 
work.  Each  weaver  tends  two,  three  or  four,  and  sometimes  more 
looms,  according  to  her  experience  and  activity.  Four  looms  is  the 
most  common  number  for  a  girl  of  ordinary  tact  and  activity,  though 
if  the  spinning  has  been  well  done  they  will  not  occupy  all  her  time. 
The  remainder  she  will  spend  according  to  her  taste ;  either  in  soli- 
tary thought,  in  chatting  with  her  associates,  or  in  sitting  down  by 
her  looms  with  a  book,  or  with  knitting  or  needle-work  in  her 
hands.  They  are  paid  in  proportion  to  the  quantity  of  cloth  they 
weave.  The  four-loom  weavers  in  the  Ponogansett  Mill  earn  on 
an  average  five  dollars  a-week ;  some  making  rather  more,  and 
some  less.  In  several  of  the  mills  the  best  weavers  earn  three  or  four 
dollars  a-week  more  than  they  do  here.    Of  their  week's  wages 
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With  a  sigh  for  the  glories  of  other  days,  I  will  conclude  this 
chapter  on  epigrams  with  the  following  epigrammatic  sermon,  which 
an  unknown  poet  affixed  to  the  gate  of  a  village  cemetery  : 


•  Tout  tas  pas  soat  ffcux  pa*,  tu  ne  frit  pas  de  pas, 
Qua  taa  pas,  pas  a  pat,  Da  aiaoa  an  trspas.' 


Iota. 


THE      RETURN       AFTER      HOLIDAYS 
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Home,  homo  again  !  —  O  mother  dear, 

Our  rural  paatime  o'er, 
How  gladly  to  your  owu  fond  arms 

We  've  hied  us  back  once  more  ! 
Tho'  Berkshire's  bills  were  green  and  gay, 

And  Elniwood's kiudred  dear, 
We  could  not  mid  their  charms  forget 

That  dearer  still  were  here. 


But  slowly  from  her  fevered  cheek 

Hope  faded  with  its  flowers, 
And  colder  grew  each  little  hand 

So  fondly  clasped  in  ours ; 
We  called  her  all  endearing  names, 

And  O  the  fixed  despair 
With  which  we  watched  her  filmy  gaie, 

And  read  no  answer  there  ! 


But,  mother,  where  's  the  darling  one 

Whose  blue  eye's  starry  beams 
Have  been  the  light,  whose  merry  voice 

The  music  of  our  dreams  ? 
From  nursery  to  garden's  end 

We  've  hunted  high  and  low  — 
Ah  tell  us  where  our  '  Peachcheek'  is, 

We  long  to  kiss  her  so ! 


The  soft  winds  came  with  song  of  birds, 

And  shouts  of  childish  glee ; 
And,  wandering  near,  the  minstrel-boy 

Hang  blithe  as  blithe  can  be ; 
And  O  how  hard  it  seemed  to  us, 

How  like  a  mocking  sin, 
That  all  should  be  so  gay  abroad, 

And  we  so  sad  within ! 


Then  burst  the  mother's  stifled  sigh  — 

O  pang  of  mortal  pain  ! 
To  mark  your  eager  search  the  wbile, 

And  know  that  it  was  vain  ; 
For  never  more  iu  these  sad  halls, 

Nor  mid  the  garden  bowers, 
Shall  Peachcheek's  rosy  smiles  be  press'd 

To  these  fond  lips  of  ours ! 


At  last  upon  the  waiting  sky 

One  conscious  look  she  cast, 
And  with  a  smile  most  angel-like 
j       Her  sinless  spirit  passed  ; 

Passed  as  the  calm  bright  summer  day 
i       Sauk  gently  to  his  rest, 
.  And  evening's  earliest  star  shone  out, 
To  light  her  to  the  blest 


We  saw  that  she  was  summoned  hence, 

Yet  low  on  bended  knee 
Your  father  and  your  mother  prayed, 

Iu  voiceless  sympathy ; 
Prayed  that  the  sinless  might  be  spared, 

We  could  not  let  her  go ; 
Heaven  had  so  many  such  above, 

And  earth  so  few  below ! 


To  Housatonic's  greenest  vale 

We  bore  our  sacred  trust, 
And  laid  it  down,  with  many  tears, 

To  sleep  with  kindred  dust: 
Yet  comes  there  balm  in  this  sweet  thought 

Like  healing  from  on  high, 
That  our  lorn,  lowly  home  has  given 

An  angel  to  the  sky! 
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Out  upon  the  waters  foaming, 

O'er  the  deep  dark  sea, 
A  maiden  through  the  twilight  gloaming 

Gazeth  earnestly : 
Mighty  waves,  tempestuous  dashing, 

Burst  upon  the  shore  ; 
Recks  she  not  their  angry  lashing, 
Heeds  she  not  the  tempest  crashing, 

Lady  Leonore  ! 

She  was  Beauty's  fairest  daughter, 

Glorious  in  her  pride  ; 
Noble  suitors  oft  had  sought  her, 

Countless  hearts  had  sighed  ; 
Vainly  the  impassioned  lover 

Burning  words  did  pour ; 
Bright  and  cold  as  stars  above  her, 
Failed  all  tearful  sighs  to  move  her, 

Cruel  Leonore  ! 

One  there  was,  of  noble  bearing, 

Lowly  in  his  birth  ; 
Worthy  he  of  all  comparing 

With  the  great  of  earth  ; 
Dared  he  own  Love's  sacred  feeling, 

The  humble  troubadour  ? 
O'er  his  harp-strings  wildly  stealing, 
Every  strain  his  soul  revealing, 

Worshipped  Leonore. 

Loved  she  him  ?  —  what  soft  commotion 

Stirred  within  her  breast, 
Wakening  each  fond  emotion 

With  a  sweet  unrest ; 
Pride  all  tender  ties  doth  sever, 

And  they  met  no  more  ; 
Could  she  wed  a  minstrel? — never! 
Left  he  then  his  home  forever  — 

Haughty  Leonore! 

Now  his  image  sadly  keeping 

Shrined  within  her  heart, 
Dimmed  her  eyes  with  ceaseless  weeping, 

Smiles  for  aye  depart. 
Love  with  fond  resistless  yearning 

Bids  her  him  restore, 
While  the  beacon-light  is  burning 
Waiteth  she  his  glad  returning, 

Tender  Leonore  ! 
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Elijah  the  Prophet ;  the  scenes  in  whose  life  are  here  narrated  by 
musical  symbols  1  But  to  give  you  a  glimpse  of  the  work  Men- 
delssohn has  achieved,  I  will  tell  you,  in  the  fewest  words  possible, 
the  outline  of  this  great  oratorio.  Ix  opens  by  Elijah's  denuncia- 
tion, '  that  for  three  years  neither  dew  nor  rain  should  descend  upon 
Israel.9  An  overture  follows,  descriptive  of  the  passions  of  the 
people  in  rebellion  against  God  and  His  prophet ;  then  the  cries  of 
the  people,  caused  by  the  drought,  and  Elijah  is  driven  by  the 
chorus,  who  personate  the  people,  into  the  desert.  Elijah  reappears 
at  the  Brook  of  Cherith,  and  then  to  the  widow  at  Shunem,  who 
receives  him  with  fear,  and  whose  dead  son  Elijah  restores.  Then 
opens  the  scene  on  Mount  C  arm  el,  with  the  worshippers  of  Baal, 
whose  cries  to  their  false  gods  are  reechoed  by  the  chorus  of  idola- 
ters. They  grow  fierce  and  frantic  under  the  mocking  recitatives  of 
Elijah.  Then  comes  a  choral  of  the  true  believers,  and  Elijah  in 
a  recitative  calls  on  God  for  fire  from  Heaven.  It  descends ;  the 
false  prophets  are  slain.  Elijah  then  ascends  the  Mount,  and  there 
is  a  beautiful  duelt  between  him  and  his  messenger,  as  to  the  signs 
of  the  coming  rain.  So  ends  Part  First.  In  the  Second  Act  Jeze- 
bel comes  forward  to  avenge  her  priests.  Obadiah  delivers  his 
warning  message  to  Elijah,  who  retires  to  the  desert,  is  fed  by 
ravens,  and  the  angel,  in  a  recitative,  directs  him  to  eat  and  go  to 
Horeb.  Then  opens  the  scene  of  Elijah  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave, 
when  God  made  his  manifestations  in  the  whirlwind,  the  earth- 
quake, and  '  the  still  small  voice/  all  which  you  roust  recollect  is 
painted  to  the  ear  by  sounds,  and  the  oratorio  closes  with  the  cho- 
ruses and  recitatives  expressing  the  grandeur  of  Elijah's  character 
and  the  promises  of  the  coming  Messiah.  Such  was  the  music  to 
be  rehearsed. 

When  I  tell  you  that  the  performances  of  the  evening  in  no  degree 
realized  all  this,  you  will  not  be  surprised.  The  performers,  though 
so  numerous  to  my  inexperienced  eyes  and  ears,  were  too  few. 
The  piece  required  as  many  thousands  as  there  were  hundreds,  and 
was  written  for  so  vast  a  number  of  musicians  and  singers.  The 
Institute  were  therefore  compelled  to  submit  to  the  incongruities  of 
having  the  recitatives  of  the  angel  and  of  Jezebel  sung  by  the  same 
lady,  and  the  chorus  of  Baal  and  of  God's  people  by  the  same 
voices.  Then  the  instruments  were  not  well  blended  in  their  tones, 
and  there  was  a  man  with  a  trombone  of  vast  size,  and  a  pair  of 
lungs  which  would  have  helped  out  Mollis  in  a  storm,  blowing  out 
despair  and  death  in  tones  which  overwhelmed  the  whole  body  of 
performers. 

But,  dear  Tom,  you  who  have  never  heard  any  thing  more  com- 
plicated than  an  anthem,  cannot  understand  all  this  ;  but  your  sweet 
cousin,  whose  clear  silver  tones  go  to  the  very  heart's  core,  will  bet- 
ter catch  the  ideas  I  would  present.  Ah,  Tom  !  I  would  not  give 
one  of  her  songs  for  all  I  heard  last  evening !  As  I  listened,  my 
heart  went  back  to  your  father's  parlor.  I  saw  her  sitting  at  her 
piano,  so  quiet  and  self-possessed,  her  beautiful  shoulders  covered 
by  her  rich  ringlets;  and  once  more  I  lived  oyer  die  hours  when, 
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can  boast,  when  seated  in  his  palace,  surrounded  with  his  parasite 
lords  ;  recklessly  extinguishing  within  the  sway  of  his  despotic 
caprice  every  spark  of  national  liberty,  and  consigning  his  victims 
to  a  more  than  Arab  gloom  in  Siberian  slavery.  No  physical  force 
in  masses  commits  more  outrages  on  the  laws  of  Nature  than  wars 
of  aggression  ;  which,  sooner  or  later,  she  visits  by  a  moral  as  well 
as  physical  scourge  on  the  aggressors. 

What  then  is  the  cause  of  these  atrocious  crusades  against 
humanity,  which  during  thousands  of  years  have  darkened  the 
page  of  history  1  Ignorance  of  natural  laws.  Henee  ignorance 
becomes  a  species  of  original  sin ;  and  as  knowledge  advances, 
ignorance  disappears ;  and  mankind  become  proportionally  more 
happy  as  they  advance  in  physical,  organic  and  moral  laws,  which 
the  volume  of  Nature  developes  to  every  human  being,  in  Wisdom, 
Beauty  and  Benevolence. 

Brooklyn,  (N.  Y,)  November,  1847. 


PTANZAS:       WORSHIP. 

Where  is  the  holy  temple  ?  where  the  fane 

Which  sin-sick  souls  shall  seek,  for  heavenly  grace? 
And  casting  off  all  earthly  care  and  pain, 
Find  resting-place  ? 

Where,  as  upon  the  sacred  mount  the  dew 

Gently  descends,  the  parched  grass  reviving, 
The  down-prest  humble  sinner  feels  anew 
His  faith  surviving  ? 

Where  is  the  faithful  watchman  ?  where  the  tower, 

From  whence  the  cry  is  heard, '  Repent  and  live  V 
Where  is  the  manna,  that  in  latest  hour 
Relief  can  give  ? 

Not  in  these  marble  piles  of  sculptured  glory, 

Where  the  lulled  sense  alone  is  gratified  ; 
Of  earthly  pomp  the  vain  repository, 
And  human  pride. 

Not  where  the  organ  peals,  the  voices  soar, 

With  sound  voluptuous  from  harmonic  choirs ; 
Not  where  the  saint -emblazoned  windows  pour 
Irradiate  fires. 

Here  shall  the  lowly  hope?  the  haughty  quail? 

The  guilty  melt  with  soul-subduing  fears? 
The  secret  drooping  heart  at  length  unveil 
Its  urn  of  tears  ? 

Alas !  not  here  abides  the  dispensation  ! 

Seek  then  thy  closet ;  weeping  kiss  the  rod  ; 
Pour  out  thy  grief  with  earnest  supplication. 
And  trust  in  God. 

New-York,  Nov.  17, 1847. 
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As  you  were  yourself  very  much  moved  by  the  voices  of  those 
young  ladies  on  that  occasion,  you  will  certainly  recollect  the  tune 
I  speak  of;  and  if  so,  you  will  have  a  clue,  about  the  size  of  a  pack- 
thread, to  help  you  through  the  labyrinth  of  an  oratorio  upon  this 
one  verse. 

You  must  imagine  the  scene  to  open  in  a  desert.  The  caravan 
enters,  and  you  heat  the  big  bassos  scraping  out  dull,  heavy  sounds, 
which  indicate  that  the  camels  are  weary  and  the  sand  very  deep; 
after  recitatives  expressing  thirst  and  agony,  and  choruses  wailing 
and  fainting,  the  fiddles  strike  up  a  brisk  movement,  which  is  caught 
by  the  viols  and  reechoed  by  the  bassos ;  and  then  come  the  trom- 
bones and  the  chorus,  all  singing  to  the  top  of  their  voices ;  and  let 
the  words  be :  '  The  long  sought  well  is  near ;  its  curb  we  see !' 

But  if  performed  d-la-mode  the  Institute,  you  could  not  distinguish 
a  single  word  without  the  book  before  you.  Now  Mr.  Henry  C. 
Watson  wotild  have  indicated  all  this  by  some  such  sign-post  marks 
as  the  following: 

•  The  Aria  is  in  F  minor.  Its  character  is  that  of  deep,  intense 
and  overwhelming  misery;  this  is  followed  by  the  chorus  in  D  minor, 
portraying  the  despondency  and  despair  of  the  caravan ;  this  is  im- 
mediately followed  on  the  words, '  The  well  is  nigh,  its  curb  we 
see/  by  a  change  in  the  key  of  G  major.  The  effect  of  which  is 
strikingly  overwhelmingly  grand  ;  indeed  the  chorus  from  beginning 
to  end  is  a  series  of  brilliant  and  original  conceptions.'  The  cara- 
van reaches  the  well  —  it  is  dry !  Then  there  comes  dti  a  general 
crash  of  all  concerned,  and  the  trombone  man  outdoes  himself,  and 
threatens  to  burst  his  brass  or  his  belly,  both  of  which  seem  endan- 
gered by  his  zeal  to  reach  to  the  conceptions  of  the  composer. 
After  an  Adagio  recitative,  responded  to  by  the  chorus,  they  set  out 
again,  when  the  old  camel  who  heads  the  procession  falls  down,  and 
then  comes  another  smash,  indicating  that  the  entire  crockery  of  the 
caravan  is  all  broken  to  pieces.  The  rider  makes  a  recitative  over 
the  mishap ;  and  then  comes  a  Terzetto  of  men,  contesting  who  shall 
rip  open  the  earners  stomach,  to  get  what  Hood  terras  a  'second-hand 
swig  at  his  cistern  :'  this  is  followed  by  a  general  uproar  of  the  instru- 
ments and  choruses,  who  all  claim  their  share.  The  orchestra  now 
commence  in  dull  dubious  notes,  which  seem  to  have  no  beginning  nor 
ending,and  this  indicates  the  contest  among  the  camels  as  to  who  shall 
be  the  leader ;  a  task  which  you  will  remember  they  do  not  care  to 
take  upon  themselves.  The  caravan  moves  on.  Then  rises  a  Si- 
moom of  the  Desert,  which  covers  up  the  entire  caravan,  whose  sounds 
become  stifled  by  the  heat  and  dust,  and  so  gradually  die  down  into 
the  stillness  of  death.  Now  all  this  is  not  attained  without  the 
most  piercing  cries  of  the  chorus,  and  the  very  loudest  blasts  of  the 
trombones ;  the  gloomy  thunders  of  the  kettle-drums,%nd  open  throats 
of  all  the  pedal-pipes  of  the  high  organ. 

Now,  Tom,  do  you  catch  the  idea  ?  My  own  opinions  as  to  this 
oratorio  have  been  confirmed  by  the  judgment  of  a  gentleman  then 
staying  at  our  hotel,  whose  lady  was  one  of  the  most  attractive  crea- 
tures I  have  seen.     They  had  arrived  a  few  days  before  the  tenth 
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many  of  them  have  been  handed  down  to  us,  by  far  the  greater  part 
have  passed  away  with  the  generations  whose  amusement  and  admi- 
ration they  were.  Some  of  them,  too,  from  their  subjects  being 
purely  local  or  personal,  possess  but  little  interest  for  the  people  of 
another  land,  two  or  three  hundred  years  after  they  were  written. 
Yet  there  are  many  which  cannot  fail  to  bje  acceptable  in  all  ages 
and  all  countries.  Here  is  one  by  an  unknown  author  of  the  seven- 
teenth century,  remarkable  not  only  for  wit  and  energy,  but  for  a 
boldness  hardly  to  be  expected  in  the  days  of  the  Church's  power. 
The  translation  is  as  nearly  as  possible  literal : 

'  Iff  the  golden  age,  the  days  of  old, 
Crosier  of  wood,  bishop  of  gold ; 
But  othor  laws  have  now  ensued  — 
Crosier  of  gold,  bishop  of  wood  V 

Here  is  another  (attributed  to  Corneille,)  on  a  bad  poet  who  pos- 
sessed the  talent  of  declamation,  and  was  fond  of  reciting  his  own 
poetry  ;  a  propensity  often  found  in  indifferent  poets  : 

4  Thy  strains  are  good,  recited  by  thee, 
They  're  tiothing  at  all  when  read  by  me ; 
Recite  them  always  you  can't  indeed, 
Then  prithee  make  such  m  I  could  read.' 

The  following,  by  the  old  poet  Liniere,  is  very  good  * 

'  Illustrious  cavaliers  I  know, 
With  lacqueys  and  with  pages, 
And  with  splendid  equipages; 
But  they  're  in  debt  for  all  their  show, 
While  in  paid-for  shoes  I  go.' 

One  of  the  most  favorite  forms  of  the  epigram  was  tne  narrative 
epigram,  or  epigramme  anecdotique.  Of  this  species,  voila  a  cleve^ 
naive  and  pretty  specimen  : 

'  Rejoiced  his  boarded  gold  to  save, 
His  fair  young  child  Habpaoon  gave, 

Dowerless,  to  Roche,  the  rich  and  old  ; 
And  (family-victim  led  to  slaughter !) 
Agnes,  the  young  and  duteous  daughter, 

Bent  to  the  fate  she  could  not  hold. 
When  the  bridegroom  had  answered  '  Ye*,' 
(A  word  full  oft,  I  shrewdly  guess, 
Regretful  wished  again  unsaid,) 
The  priest  turued  to  the  youthful  bride, 
•Agnes, my  gentle  child,'  he  cried, 
And  wilt  thou  this  man  wed  V 
4  In  all  this  matter,  man  of  GroD,'  said  she, 
'  You  are  the  first  who  has  consulted  me!' 

'  This,'  says  the  critic  quoted  above,  M. Halevy,  'is  more  than  ah 
epigram  ;  it  is  a  fine  lesson,  given  with  eloquence  and  energy.'  It 
is  the  production  of  an  unknown  poet,  of  the  time  of  Louis  the 
Thirteenth. 

Furetiere,  who  flourished  about  tbe  same  time,  wrote  a  great  num- 
ber of  brilliant  epigrams.  Here  is  one  of  the  same  class  with  the 
preceding,  which  we  think  very  good  : 

'  A  CAVALism,  of  noble  blood, 
But  base  and  coward  miud, 
Once  atked  a  grasping  usurer 
What  pleasure  be  oovid  find 

vol.  xxx.  68 
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In  gathering  heaps  on  heaps  of  gold, 

Of  which  no  use  he  made  ? 

The  usurer,  with  ready  tongue, 

To  him  right  promptly  said  : 

'  The  very  same,  my  noble  lord, 

Aa  you  in  carrying  a  sword !' 

Many  and  various  were  the  uses  to  which  the  epigram  was  put. 
Sometimes  it  was  employed  merely  to  show  off  a  ready  wit ;  some- 
times as  a  vehicle  for  playful  raillery ;  sometimes  as  a  vent  for  keen 
and  biting  sarcasm  ;  and  often,  very  often,  as  a  weapon  of  offence 
and  defence.  And  a  powerful  weapon  it  was ;  keen  and  cutting  as 
a  Damascus  blade,  it  struck  remorselessly  4nto  the  weakest  part  of 
him  whom  it  assailed,  and  held  him  as  it  were  impaled  before  the 
delighted  eyes  of  a  merry  multitude,  composed  of  the  unhappy  vic- 
tim's most  esteemed  and  intimate  friends,  until  such  time  as  he,  pos- 
sessing himself  of  the  same  redoubtable  weapon,  launched  it  back 
upon  his  adversary  with  skill  and  energy  so  much  superior,  that  the 
•  world's  dread  laugh*  was  drawn  off  from  himself,  and  turned  with 
redoubled  exultation  on  his  di  scorn  fitted  assailant.  Many  a  brilliant 
encounter  of  this  kind  took  place  at  the  courts  of  the  thirteenth  and 
fourteenth  Louises,  affording  delight  and  amusement  to  the  gay 
world,  similar  to  that  which  tilts  and  tournaments  were  wont  to  give 
to  the  high  knights  and  dames  of  old ;  a  proof  that  destructiveness, 
whether  of  life  or  character,  is  an  inherent  principle  of  human  na- 
ture.    'T  is  true,  't  is  pity  ;  pity  *t  is,  't  is  true. 

But  perhaps  the  most  remarkable  of  all  the  epigrams  was  the 
Epigrammatic  Epitaph,  or  epitaphic  epigram,  call  it  which  you 

f>lease  ;  a  species  which,  however  well  it  may  accord  with  the  natural 
evity  of  the  French  character,  is  by  no  means  peculiar  to  France. 
Witness  the  well-known  epitaph  on  the  famous  architect,  Sir  Chris- 
topher Wren  : 

*  Li*  heavy  on  him,  Earth,  for  be 
Laid  many  a  heavy  load  on  thee.' 

And  that  on  an  equally  famous,  though  it  would  seem  less  useful 
character : 

'  Hire  lieth  Sir  John  Guise, 
No  one  laughs,  and  no  one  cries ; 
Where  he  'a  gone,  or  how  he  feres, 
No  one  knows,  and  no  one  cares.' 

I  could  cite  others  in  our  own  language ;  but  it  is  of  French 
poetry  we  are  treating.  A  favorable  specimen  of  this  class  is  the 
following  epitaph  on  a  miser : 

*  Beneath  this  snow-white  marble  lies  a  man, 
The  greatest  miser  in  the  town  of  Rennes  ? 
He  died  exactly  on  the  year's  last  day, 

For  fear  that  New-Year's  Gifts  he  'd  have  to  pay  V 

In  order  to  see  the  full  point  of  this,  the  reader  must  bear  in  mind 
that  in  many  parts  of  France  it  is  customary  for  the  whole  commu- 
nity to  exchange  presents  on  New- Year's  day.  Beside  those  which 
pass  between  friend  and  friend,  the  butcher  sends  some  tit-bit  to  his 
customers,  the  baker  sends  a  cake,  the  postman  brings  an  almanac 
or  a  calender,  for  which  he  expects  a  small  •  pour  boire  ;'  and  so  on 
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through  the  different  grades.  So  universal  is  the  custom,  and  so 
binding  are  its  obligations,  that  not  even  a  miser  could  escape  the 
etrennes,  but  by  dying,  according  to  this  waggish  writer. 

The  subjoined  epitaph  on  a  man  who  had  been  hanged,  and  after- 
ward hung  in  chains,  according  to  the  barbarous  custom  of  the  pe- 
riod, is  not  bad  : 

'Here  my  cousin  finds  repose 
Every  time  that  no  wind  blows.' 

On  an  old  tomb-stone  in  the  cemetery  of  St.  Medard,  in  Paris, 
there  was  to  be  seen  a  few  years  ago  this  striking  epitaph  on  a  gold- 
beater : 

'Here  lies  a  man  whose  trade  in  life 
Was  beating  gold  —  and  his  own  wife.' 

Scarron,  who  wrote  a  great  number  of  epigrams,  was  once  ap- 
plied to  by  a  lady,  who  desired  him  to'write  her  epitaph.  The 
author  of  the  'Roman  Comique'  with  characteristic  drollery,  made 
her  lie  down  behind  the  door,  and  then  wrote  : 

'Here  behind  a  door  is  laid 
A  woman  who  —  who  is  not  dead !' 

These  are  all  harmless  jeux-d'esprits ;  but  a  great  proportion  of 
those  witty  epitaphs,  though  exceedingly  pungent,  and  greatly  ad- 
mired by  the  French  themselves,  are  of  a  character  so  grossly  irre- 
verent, not  to  say  blasphemous,  as  to  grievously  offend  our  nicer 
moral  sense.  This  is  much  to  be  regretted,  for  many  of  them  pos- 
sess, like  Signior  Benedick,  '  a  fine  little  wit.'  To  this  species  of 
poetry  belongs  the  celebrated  epitaph  on  Maximilian  Robespierre, 
*  in  which/  says  Scott,  *  his  life  is  represented  as  incompatible  with 
the  existence  of  the  human  race :' 

'  Passer  !  weep  not  o'er  his  head, 
For,  if  he  lived,  thou  wouldst  be  dead !' 

Such  and  similar  were  the  epigrams  that  delighted  the  citizens 
of  every  grade  throughout  '  La  belle  France.'  But  the  empire  of 
the  epigram,  like  the  mighty  kingdoms  of  the  earth,  has  now  passed 
away.  Alike  in  the  mansions  of  the  great  and  the  cabins  of  the 
poor,  its  laugh  inspiring  voice  has  ceased  :  the  drawing-room  of  the 
duchess  and  the  cabaret  of  the  fauxbourg  have  alike  discarded  the 
brilliant  rally,  the  pungent  repartee,  the  gay  and  lively  raillery,  and 
the  biting  satire,  that  were  wont  to  charm  the  society  of  their  respec- 
tive grades  in  by-gone  days.  And  what  is  the  reason  of  this  ?  '  The 
reason,'  says  M.  Halevy,  'is  very  simple.  The  press  and  the  thea- 
tres are  open  ;  newspapers  and  couplets  de  vaudeville  now  supply  all; 
the  epigram  has  taken  refuge  there,  and  there  it  reigns  supreme.' 

Politics  have  likewise  had  much  to  do  in  the  downfall  of  the  epi- 
gram. People  now-a-days  are  too  much  occupied  in  watching  the 
motions  of  their  rulers  and  representatives,  to  care  for  the  light  and 
airy  jeux-d'esprits  to  which  their  ancestors  attached  so  much  im- 
portance. 
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With  a  sigh  for  the  glories  of  other  days,  I  will  conclude  this 
chapter  on  epigrams  with  the  following  epigrammatic  sermon,  which 
an  unknown  poet  afExed  to  the  gate  of  a  village  cemetery  : 


•  Tout  tea  pat  soot  faux  pas,  tu  ne  fait  pas  do  paa, 
Quo  tot  pat,  pat  a  pat,  ne  mono  au  trepaa.' 


Iota. 
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Home,  home  again  !  —  O  mother  dear, 

Our  rural  pastime  o'er, 
How  kindly  to  your  awn  fond  arms 

We  Ve  tiied  us  back  once  more  ! 
Tho*  Berkshire's  hills  were  green  and  gay, 

And  Elm  wood  •  kindred  dear, 
We  could  not  mid  their  charms  forget 

That  dearer  still  were  here. 


But  slowly  from  her  fevered  cheek 

Elope  faded  with  its  flowers, 
And  colder  grew  each  little  hand 

So  fond  y  clasped  in  ours  \ 
We  railed  her  all  endearing  names, 

And  O  the  fixed  despair 
With  which  we  watched  her  filmy  gaze, 

And  read  no  answer  there  I 


But,  mother,  where 's  the  darling  one 

Whose  blue  eye's  starry  beams 
Have  been  the  light,  whose  merry  voice 

The  music  of  our  dreams? 
From  nursery  to  garden's  end 

We  \p  hunted  high  mid  low  — 
AU  tell  us  where  our  *  Pkachchkkk'  is, 

We  long  to  kiss  her  so ! 


The  soft  winds  came  with  song  of  birds, 

And  shouts  of  childish  glee ; 
And,  wandering  near,  the  minstrel-boy 

Hang  blithe  as  blithe  can  be; 
And  O  how  hard  it  seemed  to  us, 

How  like  a  mocking  sin. 
That  all  should  b*  90  gay  abroad, 

And  we  so  sad  within  ■ 


Then  burst  the  mother's  stifled  sigh  — 

O  pang  or  mortal  pain  1 

To  mark  y on r  eager  search  the  while,  1 

And  know  that  it  was  vain  j 

For  never  more  m  these  sad  halls,  ' 

Nor  mid  the  garden  bowers,  I 

Shall  Fkachcheek's  rosy  smiles  be  press' d  t 

To  these  fond  lips  of  uura  !  ■ 


At  last  upon  the  waiting  skv 

Ons  conscious  look  she  cast. 
And  with  a  smile  most  angel -like 

Her  si u less  spirit  passed  ; 
Passed  as  the  calm  bright  summer  day 

Sunk  gently  to  his  rest, 
And  evening's  earliest  star  shone  oat, 

To  light  her  to  the  blest 


We  saw  that  she  was  summoned  hence, 

Yet  low  on  bended  knee 
Your  father  and  your  mother  prayed, 

Iu  v  p-  less  sympathy  ; 
PrayH  that  the  sinless  might  be  spared, 

\V(  could  not  let  her  go  j 
Heaven  had  so  many  such  above, 

And  earth  so  few  below! 


To  Housatonic's  greenest  vale 

W#  bore  our  sacred  trust, 
And  laid  it  down,  with  many  tears, 

To  sh?ep  with  kindred  dust: 
Yet  comes  there  balm  iu  thissweet  thought 
I       Like  healing  from  on  high, 
I  That  our  lorn,  lowly  home  has  given 
I      An  angel  to  the  sky  * 
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now   it    aTKixaa    a  strakokr. 


Tfew-Tork,  November  18, 1847. 

My  Dear  Tom  :  While  waiting  for  buyers  of  ray  famous  new 
patented  machine,  I  have  endeavored  to  occupy  myself  with  sight- 
seeing, as  I  have  already  written  you ;  and  last  week,  (November 
the  tenth,)  I  went  to  the  Tabernacle  to  hear  the  *  American  Musical 
Institute'  perform  the  '  Oratorio  of  Elijah/  by  the  great  Felix  Men- 
delssohn Bartholdy.  You  know  I  have  had  the  reputation  of  be- 
ing a  sort  of  musical  genius  myself,  and  have  obtained  some  noto- 
riety in  our  parish  choir  for  playing  the  bass-viol  and  leading  the 
singers  in  the  First  Congregational  singing-seats,  before  I  entered 
college  ;  and  I  therefore  promised  myself  a  great  treat.  I  too  had 
been  myself  the  basw,  as  they  here  call  the  leader  of  the  bass 
singers,  in  our  Thai.ksgiving  anthems  ;  so  I  felt  certain  that  I  was 
pretty  well  qualified  to  sit  as  a  critic  of  low  degree  upon  the  per- 
formances, and  even  of  the  oratorio  of  Mendelssohn. 

On  going  into  the  Tabernacle  I  purchased  a  book  containing  the 
words  and  the  finger-post  remarks  of  Mr.  Henry  C.  Watson,  which 
helps  the  unlearned  and  unmusical  to  know  when  they  are  to  be 
astonished  and  what  they  are  to  admire.  You  raay  be  surprised 
that  in  a  musical  city  like  this  that  such  guide-posts  should  be  deemed 
necessary,  and  it  so  seemed  to  me ;  but  at  the  Institute  I  found  this 
very  necessary.  The  Tabernacle  is  a  circle,  and  holds  seated  two 
thousand  five  hundred  spectators  and  five  hundred  performers.  The 
seats  of  the  singers  rise  from  a  platform  and  extend  on  both  sides 
of  the  organ,  which  is  one  of  the  largest  in  the  city.  It  is  here  all 
the  great  conceits  are  given. 

About  seven  o'clock  the  performers  and  singers  began  to  muster, 
and  pile  up,  row  above  row,  to  the  outer  circle ;  the  ladies,  as  was 
fitting  and  proper,  being  placed  on  seats  in  front  of  the  platform, 
the  instruments  filling  the  seats  in  front  of  the  organ ;  and  there 
was  no  lack  of  these.  There  were  dozens  of  fiddles,  half  a  dozen 
double  bass-viols,  and  trombones  and  French-horns,  and  all  other 
instruments,  too  many  to  be  counted  ;  and  last,  not  least,  two  tre- 
mendous kettle-drums,  and  a  man  of  muscle  and  resolution  to 
manage  them.  Such  were  the  notes  of  dreadful  preparation.  All 
was  expectation  ;  the  like  of  which  Milton  has  described,  when 
Death  and  Satan  were  about  to  begin  their  fearful  fight. 

But  here  1  must  lay  down  my  pen,  and  give  up  the  task  I  have 
assumed.  I  fear,  first,  my  own  powers  of  description,  and  then, 
dear  Tom,  of  your  powers  of  comprehension.  You,  who  have  never 
heard  any  thing  more  intertwisted  than  the  good  old  harmonies  of 
Billings  and  Holden,  what  can  you  know  of  an  oratorio  by  the  most 
magnificent  imagination  of  the  musical  world,  whose  theme  was 
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Elijah  the  Prophet ;  the  scenes  in  whose  life  are  here  narrated  by 
musical  symbols  ]  But  to  give  you  a  glimpse  of  the  work  Men- 
delssohn has  achieved,  I  will  tell  you,  in  the  fewest  words  possible, 
the  outline  of  this  great  oratorio.  lit  opens  by  Elijah's  denuncia- 
tion, '  that  for  three  years  neither  dew  nor  rain  should  descend  upon 
Israel.'  An  overture  follows,  descriptive  of  the  passions  of  the 
people  in  rebellion  against  God  and  His  prophet ;  then  the  cries  of 
the  people,  caused  by  the  drought,  and  Elijah  is  driven  by  the 
chorus,  who  personate  the  people,  into  the  desert.  Elijah  reappears 
at  the  Brook  of  Cherith,  and  then  to  the  widow  at  Shunem,  who 
receives  him  with  fear,  and  whose  dead  son  Elijah  restores.  Then 
opens  the  scene  on  Mount  Carmel,  with  the  worshippers  of  Baal, 
whose  cries  to  their  false  gods  are  reechoed  by  the  chorus  of  idola- 
ters. They  grow  fierce  and  frantic  under  the  mocking  recitatives  of 
Elijah.  Then  comes  a  choral  of  the  true  believers,  and  Elijah  in 
a  recitative  calls  on  God  for  fire  from  Heaven.  It  descends ;  the 
false  prophets  are  slain.  Elijah  then  ascends  the  Mount,  and  there 
is  a  beautiful  duett  between  him  and  his  messenger,  as  to  the  signs 
of  the  coming  rain.  So  ends  Part  First.  In  the  Second  Act  Jeze- 
bel comes  forward  to  avenge  her  priests.  Obadiah  delivers  his 
warning  message  to  Elijah,  who  retires  to  the  desert,  is  fed  by 
ravens,  and  the  angel,  in  a  recitative,  directs  him  to  eat  and  go  to 
Horeb.  Then  opens  the  scene  of  Elijah  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave, 
when  God  made  his  manifestations  in  the  whirlwind,  the  earth- 
quake, and  '  the  still  small  voice/  all  which  you  must  recollect  is 
painted  to  the  ear  by  sounds,  and  the  oratorio  closes  with  the  cho- 
ruses and  recitatives  expressing  the  grandeur  of  Elijah's  character 
and  the  promises  of  the  coming  Messiah.  Such  was  the  music  to 
be  rehearsed. 

When  I  tell  you  that  the  performances  of  the  evening  in  no  degree 
realized  all  this,  you  will  not  be  surprised.  The  performers,  though 
so  numerous  to  my  inexperienced  eyes  and  ears,  were  too  few. 
The  piece  required  as  many  thousands  as  there  were  hundreds,  and 
was  written  for  so  vast  a  number  of  musicians  and  singers.  The 
Institute  were  therefore  compelled  to  submit  to  the  incongruities  of 
haying  the  recitatives  of  the  angel  and  of  Jezebel  sung  by  the  same 
lady,  and  the  chorus  of  Baal  and  of  God's  people  by  the  same 
voices.  Then  the  instruments  were  not  well  blended  in  their  tones, 
and  there  was  a  man  with  a  trombone  of  vast  size,  and  a  pair  of 
lungs  which  would  have  helped  out  JEolus  in  a  storm,  blowing  out 
despair  and  death  in  tones  which  overwhelmed  the  whole  body  of 
performers. 

But,  dear  Tom,  you  who  have  never  heard  any  thing  more  com- 
plicated than  an  anthem,  cannot  understand  all  this  ;  but  your  sweet 
cousin,  whose  clear  silver  tones  go  to  the  very  heart's  core,  will  bet- 
ter catch  the  ideas  I  would  present.  Ah,  Tom  !  I  would  not  give 
one  of  her  songs  for  all  I  heard  last  evening !  As  I  listened,  my 
heart  went  back  to  your  father's  parlor.  I  saw  her  sitting  at  her 
piano,  so  quiet  and  self-possessed,  her  beautiful  shoulders  covered 
by  ber  rich  ringlets;  and  once  more  I  lived  over  die  hours  when, 
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with  my  violoncello  in  hand  by  her  side,  I  accompanied  her  in  those 
sweet  overtures  which  she  brought  with  her  from  school ;  and  the  lit- 
tle quarrels  we  had  as  to  the  time ;  the  necessity  there  was  for  me  to 
lean  forward  and  scan  the  notes;  the  absolute  necessity  of  putting 
my  arm  round  her  waist  in  doing  so,  while  her  tresses  were  floating 
over  my  cheeks ;  and  then,  recalled  by  too  close  a  pressure,  her 
pretty  confusion,  and  her  soft  hand  removing  mine,  and  her  eye  so 
bright  and  piercing,  and  yet  so  sweetly  reproving  me  for  my  tres- 
passes ;  all  these  sweet  thoughts  came  thronging  on  amid  the  hurly- 
burly  of  trumpets  and  drums  and  the  screams  of  the  chorus  in  full 
blast,  showing  how  strong  is  the  power  of  association,  and  how  the 
mind,  awakened  to  what  it  loves,  remembers  the  past,  however  dis- 
similar the  thoughts  and  the  sounds  which  call  up  the  memories  of 
other  days.  Pardon  me,  my  dear  fellow,  for  this  digression  ;  but 
though  I  can  't  paint  by  words  what  Mendelssohn  has  done  by  notes, 
and  which  the  '  Musical  Institute'  attempted  to  describe  by  sounds, 
yet  I  will  do  my  best  by  a  way  of  my  own,  and  will  use  materials 
more  within  my  grasp  and  your  comprehension.  You  must  remem- 
ber that  good  old  tune  of  Holden's,  set  to  this  verse  of  Dr.  Watts' 
hymn,  in  the  '  Village  Collection  :' 

'  So  pilgrims  on  the  scorching  sand. 

Beneath  a  burning  sky, 
Long  for  a  cooling  stream  at  hand, 
For  they  must  drink  or  die.' 

I  shall  never  forget  the  effect  of  this  tune  upon  me  when  we  went 
to  church  at  Sandy  Hill  Meeting-house,  on  a  hot  Sunday  afternoon, 
to  visit  your  cousin  at  Aunt  Mary's.  There  sat  in  the  singing-seats, 
all  in  white,  a  row  of  sweet  young  girls,  all  very  pretty;  and  then 
there  was  Ben  Johnson  with  his  big  bass,  and  Tom  Jones  and  all 
his  bass  singers ;  and  when  they  came  to  this  verse,  *  Long  for  a 
cooling,'  sang  the  tenor ,  '  Long  for  a  cooling,'  piped  up  the  treble; 
Ben  came  in  with  a  smash  and  rasp  on  the  big  bass  that  shook  the 
very  ground-tier  of  the  meeting-house ;  while  his  bass-men  in  the 
rear,  roaring  out  like  so  many  bears,  as  though  they  would  devour 
these  girls,  sang  out  '  Long  for  a  cooling ;'  after  which,  as  you 
know,  all  the  voices  blend  in  and  come  out  even  at  the  end.  This, 
you  will  recollect,  is  the  way  it  ran : 
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would  give  him  twenty  years'  experience  in  that  particular  busi- 
ness; of  the  excitement  and  interest  of  which  he  speaks  in  the 
most  enthusiastic  terms.  In  this  his  present  voyage  he  had  filled 
up  with  oil,  and  coming  into  Rio  at  a  favorable  moment,  disposed 
of  his  cargo  to  great  advantage.  As  the  time  for  which  his  ship 
was  fitted  out  had  not  expired  by  nine  months,  be  is  off  again  to 
the  neighborhood  of  the  Croisette  Islands,  (a  little  group  of  bare 
rocks  in  the  midst  of  the  Southern  Indian  Oceau,)  hoping  to  fill  up 
a  second  time  before  his  supplies  are  exhausted*  Made  the  high 
peak  of  Tristran  da  Cunha.  It  resembles  much  that  of  Teneriffe, 
as  well  as  we  could  determine  from  the  partial  glimpses  we  were 
allowed  to  take  of  it  through  the  cloud-banks  that  enveloped  it  du- 
ring the  whole  time  we  were  in  its  vicinity. 

Tristran  is  one  of  a  group  of  three  islands,  called  on  the  charts 
'  The  Nightingale  Isles;'  'Inaccessible1  and  'Nightingale'  being 
the  names  of  the  other  two.  The  first  mentioned  is  the  largest  and 
most  northerly,  and  is  the  only  one  of  the  group  that  is  inhabited. 
It  is  nearly  half-way  between  South  America  and  Africa,  being 
somewhat  nearest  the  latter,  and  is  in  size  about  six  miles  square. 
It  rises  at  the  northern  part  to  an  elevation  of  a  thousand  feet  per- 
pendicular; then  commences  a  table-land,  from  the  midst  of  which 
rises  a  conical  mountain,  said  to  be  nine  thousand  feet  above  the 
level  of  the  sea.  These  islands  were  discovered  by  the  Portuguese, 
some  time  previous  to  1643,  but  remained  for  a  long  time  uninha- 
bited by  man,  and  their  situation  in  a  stormy  latitude,  exposed  to 
the  gales  which  are  continually  brewing  in  the  vast  waste  of  sur- 
rounding water,  offered  but  small  inducement  to  settlers.  In  1811 
three  Americans  did  indeed  go  ashore  on  Tristran,  with  the  inten- 
tion of  remaining  there  some  years,  for  the  purpose  of  collecting 
the  skins  and  oil  of  the  seal  and  sea-lion,  which  abound  on  all  the 
islands.  One  of  them,  Jonathan  Lambert,  is  said  to  have  pro- 
claimed himself  sovereign  proprietor  of  the  Nightingale  group; 
but  for  some  cause,  of  which  1  am  not  informed,  Jonathan  in  a 
short  time  abdicated,  and  together  with  his  two  subjects  left  the 
place.  Tristran  at  length  was  clutched  by  a  tentacula  of  the  great 
European  polypus ;  a  detachment  of  British  troops  from  the  Cape 
of  Good  Hope  taking  formal  possession  of  it  in  the  name  of  their 
sovereign.  It  was  however  soon  evacuated  by  these,  when  one 
W.  M.  Glass,  formerly  a  corporal  in  the  Royal  Artillery,  landed 
there,  accompanied  by  twenty-two  men  and  three  women,  and 
made  a  permanent  settlement.  At  this  day  the  population  has  in- 
creased to  five  hundred  souls.  The  ci-devant  corporal  is  compli- 
mented with  the  title  of  governor,  and  his  little  colony  is  said  to  be 
in  the  most  promising  condition.  At  first,  nineteen  out  of  the 
twenty-two  original  men-settlers  were  of  necessity  doomed  to  a  life 
of  single  blessedness ;  but  in  the  course  of  time  there  grew  up 
around  the  hearths  of  the  governor  and  his  two  married  subjects  a 
race  of  fine  hardy  South-Sea  nymphs,  who  as  soon  as  marriageable 
were  bestowed  by  his  excellency  to  cheer  the  solitude  of  the  others 
of  his  faithful  and  patient  followers.  The  governor  himself  offici- 
ates in  ail  ceremonies,  religious,  military  and  civil ;  although  he  is 
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of  November.  The  gentleman  had  the  mien  of  a  man  of  high  ton, 
wore  the  most  perfect  suit  of  black,  which  fitted  him  with  a  perfec- 
tion of  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art.  His  manners  were  so  quiet 
and  stealthy  as  to  excite  remark  only  by  their  unobtrusiveness ; 
while  his  eye  was  bright  and  full  of  speculation,  glancing  and  gleam- 
ing as  they  glanced.  His  lady  (what  she  is,  wife  or  daughter,  *t  is 
hard  to  guess)  is  certainly  not  yet  twenty,  while  he  is  near  forty-five 
or  fifty.  She  has  the  finest  figure  I  ever  saw;  her  style  and  bear- 
ing graceful  beyond  expression,  while  it  seems  to  be  as  natural  in 
her  as  life.  And  such  an  eye  !  so  dark  and  beaming ;  and  with  such 
infinite  variety  of  expression,  as  I  never  have  before  seen.  And 
though  they  never  spoke  to  any ;  never  did  an  act  to  attract  attention, 
yet  they  were  the  *  observed  of  all  observers ;'  and  what  it  was  that 
inspired  all  this  interest,  it  was  hard  to  discover.  The  boarders, ladies 
and  gentlemen,  were  all  whispering  their  inquiries,  '  Who  are  these 
people  V  The  register  at  the  bar  was  consulted,  and  there  was  a 
name  written  in  a  foreign  style  of  caligraphy,  which  defied  all 
decyphering.  At  the  bar  he  was  called  '  Number  64,'  or  '  The 
Gentleman  in  Black  ;'  but  as  no  one  had  called  upon  them,  or  left  a 
card,  the  bar-keepers  had  ma.de  no  discovery;  and  the  cold  calm 
demeanor  and  the  reserve  of  the  gentleman  forbade  all  inquiries. 

My  seat  at  the  table  was  next  to  this  lady,  and  gave  me  the  op- 
portunity of  handing  her  the  salt-cellar,  and  paying  her  those  little 
attentions  of  the  table  with  some  degree  of  assiduity,  all  which  she 
received  with  ease  and  courtesy.  At  supper  one  evening  our  eyes 
met,  and  it  would  be  impossible  to  tell  you  all  the  meaning  there 
can  be  conveyed  in  a  single  glance  ;  it  dazzled  and  bewildered  me. 
Just  before  she  was  leaving  the  table,  her  handkerchief  rolled,  as  if 
by  accident,  down  her  lap  between  our  chairs ;  she  leant  down  for  it, 
and  I,  who  was  now  alive  to  every  movement  of  hers,  anticipated 
her,  and  as  I  raised  the  handkerchief,  one  of  those  gossamer  crea- 
tions of  art,  our  hands  met,  and  as  she  received  the  mouchoir  at  the  side 
of  her  dress,  out  of  sight  of  all  around  us,  she  gave  my  hand  a  soft 
pressure,  which  thrilled  through  me  as  if  there  was  some  electrical 
influence  imparted  and  received.  By  the  way,  Tom,  these  boarding- 
houses  and  hotels  are  the  most  famous  places  for  intrigues  you  can 
imagine.  A  man,  however  alive  to  the  dangers  of  the  place,  can't 
surround  his  wife  ;  and  you  see  by  my  experience  how  many  little 
tokens  and  missives  may  be  conveyed  and  received,  while  he,  poor 
soul,  is  entirely  unconscious  of  what  is  going  on. 

I  went  to  my  room  quite  beside  myself,  and  thought  on  what  had 
passed,  and  the  next  step  for  me  to  take  to  know  more  of  this 
fascinating  lady.  It  then  occurred  to  me  for  the  first  time  that 
my  room  was  '  Number  6/5, '  and  only  a  wall  divided  us.  At  once 
I  opened  the  closet  door  to  see  if  the  partition  was  of  wood,  or  lime 
and  mortar  ;  and  with  a  feeling  of  one  baffled,  found  it  to  be  of  lime  ; 
(for  had  it  been  of  boards  a  small  saw  would  have  been  serviceable  ;) 
then  I  recollected  there  was  an  iron  railing,  as  is  quite  common 
at  these  hotels  along  the  story,  and  I  went  to  the  window  to  see 
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what  facilities  it  offered,  and  found  them  ample,  for  the  windows  of 
our  story  went  to  the  floor  and  opened  upon  it.  Then  like  a  flash 
of  light  I  thought  all  this  was  high  treason  against  your  sweet  cou- 
sin, and  her  image  in  all  its  loveliness  and  purity  came  up  before 
me.  I  slammed  down  the  window  and  threw  myself  into  a  large 
chair  by  the  fire.  I  sat  thinking  how  different  was  the  effect  of  the 
meeting  of  her  hands  with  mine,  and  what  different  sentiments 
were  inspired.  So  taking  a  long  breath,  I  determined  to  preserve 
my  purity  of  soul,  and  banish  this  Circe  from  my  imagination,  and 
sat  down  to  finish  the  '  Countess  of  Rudolstadt,'  which  I  was  read- 
ing. I  was  astonished  to  find  that  this  lady  had  already  possessed 
me  of  all  those  sentiments  which  I  found  as  I  read  on,  according  to 
the  new  school  of  Socialists,  were  the  infallible  signs  of  true  love  ;  and 
that  I  ought  to  relinquish  your  beautiful  cousin  for  this  Unknown  ! 
You  may  think  it  strange  or  impossible,  but  here  are  the  very  words. 
Consuelo,  whom  Mr.  Gray,  the  translator,  in  his  introduction  calls 
the  Godlike,'  is  married  to  Albert,  Count  of  Rudolstadt.  She  is 
rescued  from  Spandau,  where  she  had  been  imprisoned  by  Frederick 
the  Great,  in  a  dark  night,  by  a  cavalier  in  a  cloak  and  masque.  In 
the  carriage,  dark  as  pitch  all  the  while,  she  leans  her  head  on  his 
breast  and  receives  and  returns  a  kiss  from  the  Unknown,  which 
instantly  transforms  her  whole  soul.  In  a  colloquy  with  '  the  Sybil,' 
as  she  is  called,  who  is  the  high  priestess  of  the  Order  of  Socialists, 
(the  mother  as  it  turns  out,  of  Albert,)  she  thus  describes  emotions 
just  like  my  own,  only  a  little  worse  : 

'  His  presence  causes  me  more  fear  than  Albert,  but  how  different 
is  that  fear,  and  how  mingled  with  strange  delights !  His  arms  are 
a  magnet  which  attracts  me,  and  his  kiss  makes  me  enter  another 
world ;  in  which  I  breathe,  in  which  I  exist  not  as  in  this.' 

The  Sybil  replies : 

'Well,  Consuelo,  you  must  love  that  man  and  forget  the  other.  I 
pronounce  your  divorce  from  this  moment ;  it  is  my  duty  and  my 
right.'  : 

This  may  be  all  very  well  and  fitting  for  Fourierists  and  Trans- 
cendentalists ;  but  the  thought  of  giving  up  your  cousin  for  this 
Gipsy  Consuelo,  was  abhorrent  to  my  soul,  and  I  threw  down  the 
book  and  said  to  myself: 

'  No  !  she  may  go  to  the  devil  if  she  pleases,  but  I  will  remain  by 
my  first  love!' 

It  being  now  midnight,  I  went  to  bed ;  and  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
Tom,  I  was  with  this  gipsy  all  night,  rolling  and  tumbling  ;  dream- 
ing that  the  Gentleman  in  Black,  in  the  form  of  a  Satyr  with  horns, 
was  in  full  chase  after  us.  I  had  a  horrid  night  of  it,  and  was 
never  more  delighted  than  when  I  awoke  and  found  it  all  a  dream. 

The  next  day  I  went  to  the  breakfast  table  with  all  the  cool- 
ness, courage  and  resolution  of  a  Joseph ;  but  neither  the  Gentle- 
man in  Black  nor  his  lady  appeared,  either  at  breakfast,  dinner  or 
tea ;  and  I  confess  to  you,  I  was  rather  disappointed  not  to  have 
another  trial  or  two  of  my  chastity.  So  you  may  readily  believe  that 
I  was  gratified  to  see  the  gentleman  and  lady  sitting  not  far  from  me 
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at  the  Tabernacle.  The  lady  recognized  me  with  one  of  her  beam- 
ing glances,  which  reached  the  very  bottom  of  my  soul.  Their 
attention  to  the  performance  bore  all  the  marks  of  ennui,  but  with 
all  politeness  they  sat  it  out.  On  leaving  the  Tabernacle,  taking 
courage  and  the  full  share  of  Yankee  impudence  which  I  inherit 
from  a  long  line  of  the  purest  and  best  blood  of  the  land,  I  joined 
them  on  their  way  down  Broadway  :  they  very  politely  returned  my 
salutation,  and  the  pretty  lady  seemed  especially  gratified  when  I 
placed  myself  at  her  side. 

*  How  did  you  like  the  oratorio  V  I  asked  the  lady. 

She  threw  up  her  beautiful  eyes,  and  shrugging  her  shoulders 
the  least  bit  in  the  world,  replied  '  Helas  /'  and  then,  as  if  recollect- 
ing herself,  she  said,  *  It  is  a  most  splendid  effort  of  genius.' 

Now  I  saw  that  she  had  changed  her  course  of  remark  in  an  in- 
stant from  the  performances  to  the  composition  ;  and  I  was  also 
charmed  by  the  tones  of  her  voice,  so  rich  and  full,  and  yet  sur- 
prisingly sweet  and  clear,  while  the  words  spoken  had  that  winning 
foreign  accent  which  always  delights  the  ear,  when  the  language  is 
spoken  by  a  lady,  with  all  those  graceful  gesticulations  so  fascina- 
ting in  French  women. 

1  then  spoke  all  the  thoughts  which  presented  themselves  to  my 
mind  with  due  frankness ;  hoping  to  break  up  the  reserve  which 
froze  up  the  thoughts  of  this  lady,  and  bound  up  in  ice  those  of  the 
Gentleman  in  Black.  They  listened  with  a  pleased  and  gratified 
air ;  and  when  we  reached  the  hotel,  for  the  first  time  since  their 
arrival  they  entered  the  ladies'  parlor,  (which  was  happily  entirely 
vacant,)  and  seated  themselves  so  as  to  continue  the  conversation. 
By  this  time  the  lady  had  become  beautifully  excited,  and  spoke  of 
Mendelssohn  with  enthusiasm,  and  told  me  all  she  had  felt  when 
she  first  heard  '  Elijah'  at  Paris,  and  afterward  at  Vienna,  and  then 
again  at  London  ;    but  she  said  : 

'  It  is  very  wonderful  how  you  can  do  these  things  so  well  here 
in  such  a  new  country.  Ah  !  music  is  a  plant  of  slow  growth  ! 
By-and-by  it  will  be  done  here/ 

I  replied  that '  my  own  mind  was  constantly  tasked  and  wearied 
with  the  effort  to  conceive  what  must  be  the  grandeur  of  this  mag- 
nificent work,  fully  and  perfectly  represented  ;  but  that  I  felt  at 
times  that  it  was  as  hopeless  as  the  pursuit  of  the  man  who  had  no 
visibility  and  no  shadow.' 

The  lady,  leaning  forward,  laid  her  soft  white  hand  on  mine, 
with  a  pressure  and  a  glance  of  the  eye  that  set  my  heart  dancing, 
and  exclaimed  :  *  Dear  Sir !  do  you  know  where  Peter  Schlemihl  is  1 
Pray  tell  us,  that  my  father  may  find  him,  and  then  we  may  return 
to  our  warm  clime.  Here  it  is  so  cold  !' — shrugging  up  her  pretty 
shoulders,  and  looking  up  very  piteously  and  with  earnestness  into 
my  face. 

Now  considering  I  was  acting  the  part  of  Joseph,  you  will  see 
that  in  spite  of  my  resolutions,  made  and  provided  for  all  emer- 
gencies, 1  had  some  how  placed  myself  in  most  dangerous  propin- 
quity to  this  Mistress  Potiphar ;  and  I  felt  somewhat  guilty,  but 
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without  the  least  power  to  withdraw  my  hand.  The  glance  of  the 
Gentleman  in  Black  recalled  me  to  my  senses  and  to  the  conscious- 
ness of  my  burning  cheeks ;  and  repressing  her  enthusiasm,  quietly 
inquired,  *  If  I  had  heard  any  thing  of  Peter's  whereabout  1 — that 
he  was  his  particular  friend,  and  had  very  important  information  to 
impart  to  him.' 

I  told  him  I  really  knew  nothing  about  Peter  Schlemihl,  and  had 
not  heard  of  his  being  in  this  country  ;  the  last  I  heard  of  him  he 
was  in  Germany. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black,  seeing  I  had  nothing  farther  to  commu- 
nicate on  a  subject  about  which  I  knew  nothing,  recurring  to  the 
subject  of  the  oratorio,  said :  '  I  agree  with  you,  Sir,  in  many  of 
the  opinions  you  have  expressed.  The  works  of  Mendelssohn  were 
written  for  Paris  and  not  for  New-York  ;  for  the  Conservatoire,  and 
not  your  Academy ;  for  the  science,  skill,  opulence  and  talent  of 
Europe,  and  not  for  the  amateurs  of  this  city.  'Elijah*  was  writ- 
ten for  La  Blache,  and  not  for  Leach.'  So  saying,  he  bowed  and 
rose  with  his  lovely  lady,  who  looked  very  sweet  upon  me  as  she* 
kissed  her  hand  to  me,  and  said,  '  Adieu  !'  I  was  quite  fascinated, 
and  should  have  lost  my  heart,  had  I  heart  to  lose.  To  my  surprise 
and  regret,  the  next  day  their  seats  were  vacant ;  and  on  inquiry, 
I  found  that  the  Gentleman  in  Black  had  left,  bag  and  baggage,  for 
the  South.  I  felt  as  if  I  could  adopt  the  phrase  of  Daniel  Web- 
ster, '  I  breathed  deeper  and  freer/  now  they  were  gone,  and  the 
spell  of  this  Circe  was  no  longer  weighing  upon  me. 

Should  my  machine  not '  take/  I  may  hereafter  astonish  the  world 
by  changing  my  vocation  from  that  of  an  inventor  of  useful  im- 
plements for  what  an  ungrateful  public  may  style  *  worthless  music.9 

Now,  my  dear  Tom,  should  you  read  this  letter  to  your  sweet 
cousin,  tell  her  that  one  song  of  hers  is  worth  all  the  *  recitatives/ 
♦duetts/  '  terzettos'  and  '  choruses'  I  have  heard  in  this  city;  that 
she  loses  nothing  by  being  compelled  to  listen  to  the  songs  of  birds 
and  her  own  silver  tones  ;  and  that  I  live  with  the  ardent  desire  to 
be  seated  once  more  at  her  side,  and  to  listen  to  music  I  love  and  do 
appreciate  ;  the  performance  of  which  I  know  realizes  all  the  con- 
ceptions of  the  composer.     Always  truly  yours, 

Frank  Williamson. 
Mb.  Thomas  Thompson,  ) 
Eastport,  Men*.        > 

P.  S. — You  will  of  course  use  a  wise  discretion  in  reading  this 
letter  to  your  dear  cousin. 


LUNAR      HOSPITALITY. 

FROM     'MWM,'     IK     AV     OLD     OOX.X.BOTXOX     AT     TBI     «XX>     OF       '  PBTMCB     X/AMOOB.' 

When  misers  all  were  grieved  in  minde. 

Because  that  corn  *u  grown  so  dear, 
The  Man  in  the  Moon  made  Chriatmas-pyea, 

And  bid  th'  Seven  Stars  to  eat  good  cheer* ! 
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JUDGMENT 


SUOOM8TED        BT        ODl's       PHKIIHO,      0  O  P  1  M  T>       BT       tlUBLl, 


Ezbkiel,  in  the  valley  when  the  bones 
Of  a  great  army  moved,  with  life  endowed, 
While  re -constructed  skeletons  arose, 
Wearing  the  raiment  of  the  flesh  again, 
Felt  not  a  deeper  awe  than  chills  my  heart 
While  looking  on  this  picture. 

Ye  who  heed 
No  warning  in  the  spoken  Word,  draw  near, 
And  tremble  in  the  presence  of  your  Judge, 
Who  sits  enthroned  upon  the  Holy  Hill  • 
Dim  is  the  luHtre  of  mid-summer  noon, 
Compared  with  radiance  streaming  from  His  crown. 
His  calm  unalterable  gaze  is  fixed 
Upon  a  sea  of  tossing  heads  below, 
And  trumps  are  blown,  and  angels  on  the  wing ; 
Green  graves  are  opening,  and  their  tenants  throng, 
Aroused  from  heavy  slumber,  to  their  doom. 
Pale  ashes  of  men  martyred  for  the  truth, 
Scattered  by  wildly-wafting  winds  abroad 
In  other  ages,  gather  and  take  form  ; 
And  dusty  particles,  dissevered  long, 
Meeting  to  change  and  be  disjoined  no  more, 
Attract  to  its  old  home  the  wandering  soul. 

From  sandy  wastes,  dark  woods  and  Polar  fields, 

The  gorges  of  gray  mountains,  and  deep  caves 

That  open  their  grim  portals  in  the  sea, 

To  judgment  march  the  tribes  of  human-kind : 

From  Adam  to  the  last-born  of  his  line, 

A  summons,  piercing  Earth's  old  heart,  is  heard. 

Wearing  the  signet  faith  alone  can  give, 

In  pity  turn  the  faces  of  the  just 

On  Sin  and  black  Despair,  whose  looks  denote 

Unutterable  agony  and  wo. 

Regardless  of  the  gold  beneath  his  feet, 

The  Miser  lifts  a  supplicating  glance  ; 

Tearing  a  blood-stained  garland  from  his  brow, 

With  frantic  gesture,  lost  Ambition  prays  ; 

The  ties  of  nature,  rudely  broken,  wake, 

Wailing  more  loud  than  ocean's  wildest  roar  ; 

The  Separating  Angel,  in  mid  air, 

To  right  and  left  extends  his  beck'ning  arms. 

The  guilty  mother  to  her  spotless  babe, 

Decked  for  the  bowers  of  bliss  in  robe  of  light, 

Clings  with  fierce  grasp  in  vain  ;  and  from  the  side 

Of  his  tyrannic  master  bounds  the  slave, 

To  bear  his  palm  •branch  to  the  Gates  of  Heaven. 
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The  poor  man,  who  with  God  and  virtue  walked 
Upon  a  thorny  pathway  to  his  grave, 
t    Is  greeted  with  giad  welcome  by  the  saints  ; 
No  more  will  Pomp,  a  trembling  beggar  now, 
Treat  him  with  cold  disdain,  or  hear  unmoved 
His  tale  of  wrong.     The  children  of  his  love 
Starved  when  a  fellow  worm,  in  tinsel  clad, 
Trampled  on  law,  both  human  and  divine, 
To  rob  him  of  his  right  to  toil  for  bread ; 
But,  lo  !  the  scattered  household  round  their  sire 
Flock,  after  parting  long,  and  seem  to  say, 
'  Rejoice,  dear  father !  we  shall  feel  the  pangs 
Of  hunger,  thirst  and  pinching  cold  no  more !' 


GOSSIP      OF      SEA-  TRAVEL. 


»T     TfTB     LATW     BJUTRT    X..    OIIFllAN. 


On  this  thirteenth  day  of  August,  1842,  called  all  hands,  hove  up 
the  anchor,  and  made  sail  out  of  the  harbor  of  Rio  de  Janeiro. 
The  South-east  Trade-wind,  which  prevails  within  the  Tropic  of 
Capricorn,  being  ahead  for  us,  we  stuck  the  ship  off  to  the  south- 
'ard,  and  soon  ran  down  into  the  '  Variables,'  south  of  that  paral- 
lel, and  as  we  expected,  encountered  in  a  few  days  a  westerly  wind, 
before  which  we  ran  merrily  along  to  the  tune  of  ten  and  eleven 
knots  the  hour,  and  that  too  without  pressing  the  ship.  On  the 
fourth  day  out,  numbers  of  Cape  pigeons  were  observed,  and  were 
a  source  of  much  amusement,  particularly  to  the  midshipmen,  who 
occupied  themselves  for  some  hours  in  catching  them  with  hooks 
and  lines.  A  few  days  more,  and  these  gave  place  to  nobler  game ; 
when  larger  hooks  and  stouter  lines  were  called  into  play  for  taking 
the  gigantic  petrel,  gonies,  '  mollymawks,'  and  the  magnificent 
albatross.  Several  of  these  last  which  were  caught  were  much 
larger  in  the  body  than  a  goose,  and  spread  by  measurement  across 
the  wings,  thirteen  feet !  It  was  no  slight  matter  to  haul  them  on 
board,  and  their  capture  afforded  much  and  exciting  sport.  One  of 
the  officers  was  something  of  a  naturalist,  and  infused  in  a  short 
time  a  general  mania  for  birds'  skulls  and  skins  ;  so  that,  like  the 
Ashantee  warriors,  we  soon  began  to  pride  ourselves  not  a  little  on 
the  variety  of  skulls  we  possessed;  not  of  couVse  including  our 
own. 

On  the  thirtieth,  there  were  four  sail  in  sight.  Spoke  two  of 
them,  the  American  whale-ships  « Thomas  Williams,'  of  Stoning- 
ton,  seventy  days  out,  having  filled  forty  barrels  with  oil,  and  •  John 
and  Elizabeth,'  of  New-London,  also  lately  from  home,  and  now 
bound  to  New-Zealand.  Our  captain  having  offered  to  render  them 
assistance,  if  they  stood  in  need  of  any,  one  of  these  ships  hove-to 


under  our  lee  and  sent  a  boat  to  us,  although  the  wind  was  very 
fresh,  and  there  was  a  rough  sea   running*     *  Surely/  thought  we, 

*  there  is  tome  news  of  war  or  piracy;    the  new  must  be  mutinous; 

or  at  least  there  is  a  man  on  board  with  his  leg  broken,  and  they 
are  send  inn;  for  our  surgeon  to  set  it:  they  are  not  out  ot"  provi- 
sions, for  they  offered  to  let  us  have  some  vegetables;  she  cannot 
be  in  danger  from  a  leak,  for  she  walks  off  too  lightly  for  that.  What 
can  it  be  that  could  induce  them  to  lower  ■  boat  il  such  a  time  V 

The  boat  came  alongside,  and  it  was  discovered  that  they  only 
wanted  a  couple  of  'sheaves;'  but  to  these  hardy  fellows,  with 
their  buoyant  and  well-managed  boats,  this  tempting  of  the  ele- 
ments is  a  mere  matter  of  moonshine.  It  was  beautiful  to  watch 
them  as  they  passed  to  and  fro  ;  their  shell  of  a  boat  disap [tearing, 
and  apparently  swallowed  up  by  the  angry  sea  ;  but  presently  rising 
again,  and  cleaving  her  way  through  the  very  white-caps  that 
crested  the  waves.  They  are  a  very  peculiar  race  of  people,  those 
whalers,  though  none  are  better  seamen,  so  far  as  the  management 
and  taking  care  of  a  vessel  is  concerned  ;  they  bear  but  little  re- 
semblance to  the  general  run  of  sailors, 

I  have  been  much  amused  with  some  of  their  tales  of  hair-breadth 
escapes  and  wondrous  fights  with  *  big  fish  ;'  and  none  have  a  greater 
fondness  for,  and  surely  none  a  belter  right  to  tell,  *  fish-stories,1 
They  are  most  of  them,  as  they  term  themselves,  '  Down-Easters,1 
and  retain  unchanged  and  unchangeable  their  native  shrewdness. 

*  John  Bull3  is  often  made  to  gape  in  utter  bewilderment  at  some  of 

their  ■  Yankee  tricks,*  and  *  d s  his  eyes  *  with  great  fervor  at 

seeing  himself  *  weathered*  out  of  a  fish  by  the  quick  wit  of  his 
transatlantic  rela lives .  I  was  told  of  divers  instances,  The  tbl low- 
ing had  occurred  but  a  month  or  so  before  I  heard  it.  Once  an 
American  and  an  English  ship  sent  thai*  boati  cfler  the  same  whale ; 
there  was  but  little  difference  in  the  start,  and  that  difference  in 
favor  of  the  latter.  It  was  a  tough  race  ;  the  boats  were  fast  con- 
verging on  the  whale ;  they  were  nearly  matched  in  speed,  but  the 
Englishman  had  the  start.  Both  crews  stretched  every  muscle  ; 
the  one  to  keep,  the  other  to  gain  the  advantage.  They  were  on 
the  fish  ;  'John  Bull*  was  just  about  to  strike,  when  the  loud  cry  of 

*  Help  !  help  !  murder  !  murder  V  saluted  his  ears.  Every  oar  was 
at  a  stand,  or  '  catching  crabs;1  every  eye  on  a  wide  stare — just 
iu  time  to  see  their  competitor  fly  past  them  and  plunge  his  har- 
poon into  the  coveted  blubber  ! 

On  the  next  day  the  wind  increased  to  a  heavy  gale;  and  being 
on  our  cruising- ground,  the  ship  was  hove-to,  making  beautiful 
weathering,  when  we  again  got  sail  on,  and  stood  for  the  Island  of 
Tristrun  da  Cunha,  to  the  eastward  of  which  we  had  drifted  during 
the  gale.  Showed  colors  to  an  American  barque,  supposed  to  be 
the  *  Cadmus'  whaler,  commanded  by  our  enterprising  acquaint- 
ance. Captain  Smith,  who  sailed  about  a  week  before  us  from  Riu. 
Captain  Smith  is  a  good  specimen  of  our  adventurous  and  daring 
countrymen  engaged  in  the  wink  trade.  He  had  been  on  ten  dif- 
ferent voyages  in  whaling  vessels,  as  '  man  before  the  mast,'  mate, 
and  captain.     The  average  of  a  voyage  being  about  two  years, 
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would  give  him  twenty  years'  experience  in  that  particular  busi- 
ness; of  the  excitement  and  interest  of  which  he  speaks  in  the 
most  enthusiastic  terms.  In  this  his  present  voyage  he  had  filled 
up  with  oil,  and  coming  into  Rio  at  a  favorable  moment,  disposed 
of  his  cargo  to  great  advantage.  As  the  time  for  which  his  ship 
was  fitted  out  had  not  expired  by  nine  months,  be  is  off  again  to 
the  neighborhood  of  the  Croisette  Islands,  (a  little  group  of  bare 
rocks  in  the  midst  of  the  Southern  Indian  Ocean,)  hoping  to  fill  up 
a  second  time  before  his  supplies  are  exhausted*  Made  the  high 
peak  of  Tristran  da  Cunha.  It  resembles  much  that  of  Teneriffe, 
as  well  as  we  could  determine  from  the  partial  glimpses  we  were 
allowed  to  take  of  it  through  the  cloud-banks  that  enveloped  it  da- 
ring the  whole  time  we  were  in  its  vicinity. 

Tristran  is  one  of  a  group  of  three  islands,  called  on  the  charts 
'  The  Nightingale  Isles;'  'Inaccessible'  and  'Nightingale'  being 
the  names  of  the  other  two.  The  first  mentioned  is  the  largest  ana 
most  northerly,  and  is  the  only  one  of  the  group  that  is  inhabited* 
It  is  nearly  half-way  between  South  America  and  Africa,  being 
somewhat  nearest  the  latter,  and  is  in  size  about  six  miles  square. 
It  rises  at  the  northern  part  to  an  elevatiou  of  a  thousand  feet  per- 
pendicular; then  commences  a  table-land,  from  the  midst  of  which 
rises  a  conical  mountain,  said  to  be  nine  thousand  feet  above  the 
level  of  the  sea.  These  islands  were  discovered  by  the  Portuguese, 
some  time  previous  to  1643,  but  remained  for  a  long  time  uninha- 
bited by  man,  and  their  situation  in  a  stormy  latitude,  exposed  to 
the  gales  which  are  continually  brewing  in  the  vast  waste  of  sur- 
rounding water,  offered  but  small  inducement  to  settlers.  In  1811 
three  Americans  did  indeed  go  ashore  on  Tristran,  with  the  inten- 
tion of  remaining  there  some  years,  for  the  purpose  of  collecting 
the  skins  and  oil  of  the  seal  and  sea-lion,  which  abound  on  all  the 
islands.  One  of  them,  Jonathan  Lambert,  is  said  to  have  pro- 
claimed himself  sbvereign  proprietor  of  the  Nightingale  group; 
but  for  some  cause,  of  which  I  am  not  informed,  Jonathan  in  a 
short  time  abdicated,  and  together  with  his  two  subjects  left  the 
place.  Tristran  at  length  was  clutched  by  a  tentacula  of  the  great 
European  polypus  ;  a  detachment  of  British  troops  from  the  Cape 
of  Good  Hope  taking  formal  possession  of  it  in  the  name  of  their 
sovereign.  It  was  however  soon  evacuated  by  these,  when  one 
W.  M.  Glass,  formerly  a  corporal  in  the  Royal  Artillery,  landed 
there,  accompanied  by  twenty-two  men  and  three  women,  and 
made  a  permanent  settlement.  At  this  day  the  population  has  in- 
creased to  five  hundred  sools.  The  cwlevant  corporal  is  compli- 
mented with  the  title  of  governor,  and  his  little  colony  is  said  to  be 
in  the  most  promising  condition.  At  first,  nineteen  out  of  the 
twenty-two  original  men-settlers  were  of  necessity  doomed  to  a  life 
of  single  blessedness ;  but  in  the  course  of  time  there  grew  up 
around  the  hearths  of  the  governor  and  his  two  married  subjects  a 
race  of  fine  hardy  South-Sea  nymphs,  who  as  soon  as  marriageable 
were  bestowed  by  his  excellency  to  cheer  the  solitude  of  the  others 
of  his  faithful  and  patient  followers.  The  governor  himself  offici- 
ates in  all  ceremonies,  religious,  military  and  civil ;  although  1m  is 
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sometimes  assisted  in  council  by  two  of  his  wise  men,  as  I  infer 
from  the  following  official  edict  being  sanctioned  by  the  concur- 
rence of  their  names : 

'  We  the  undersigned,  being  three  of  the  senior  principal  inhabitants  of  the  Island  of  Tristran 
da  Cunha,  do  hereby  agree  to  furnish  any  middle-aged,  respectable  people,  a*  man  and  wife,  who  are 
willing  and  capable  to  undertake  the  office  of  school-master  and  mistress,  with  bouse  and  all  neces- 
saries for  their  subeisteuce,  as  well  as  to  present  them  every  year,  at  Christmas,  with  a  tenth  part  of 
the  amount  of  .sale  of  our  produce,  so  long  as  the  school-master  and  mistress  shall  conduct  them- 
selves with  propriety,  and  choose  to  remain  among  us.  And  we  do  further  agree,  that  any  person 
sent  to  us  wiih  a  certificate  of  good  conduct  and  necessary  qualifications,  signed  by  the  governor  of 
the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  or  by  Admiral  Warren,  the  naval  commander- in  chief,  shall  be  considered 
by  us  as  eligible  to  the  eiluatiou,  and  their  passages  to  this  island  paid  to  the  master  of  any  mer- 
chant-vessel bringing  them,  immediately  on  their  arrival;  the  sum  of  passage-money  having  been 
agreed  upon  either  by  the  governor  or  admiral  before-mentioned. 

4  Signed  by  us  at  Tristran  da  Cunha,  this  seventeenth  day  of  January,  1834,  on  board  His  Majes- 
ty's brig  '  Forrester,'  in  the  presence  of  Commander  Booth,  R.  N. 

'  W.  M.  Glass,  Governor. 

'  Ricba  rd  RiLJtr,  bis  -f-  mark. 

•John  Tatilor.  his  -[-  mark.' 

Many  vessels  bound  to  the  East  Indies  now  call  at  Tristran, 
whose  little  isolated  peak  looms  up  a  welcome  station-house  to  the 
voyager  on  that  long  and  weary  route.  There  he  can  obtain  fresh 
provisions,  and  what  is  a  much  greater  luxury,  fresh,  clear  water. 
On  the  north  side  of  the  island,  where  there  is  a  sand-beach,  and 
the  only  safe  landing,  a  little  cascade  precipitates  itself  from  the 
high  cliffs  ;  so  that  the  vessels  may  almost  come  underneath  to  take 
on  board  this  priceless  beverage  to  many  a  famished  mariner.  Many 
inconveniences,  however,  are  encountered,  as  well  as  some  danger. 
The  thick  matted  sea-weed  which  surrounds  the  island  is  a  sample 
of  the  former,  and  of  the  latter  those  mysterious  *  rollers'  which  of 
a  sudden,  and  on  the  calmest  days,  rush  reverberating  upon  the 
shore,  bearing  every  thing  that  falls  within  their  scope  resistlessly 
along  with  them.  We  were  obliged  to  content  ourselves  with  dis- 
tant views  of  the  snow-capped  peak  ;  for  during  six  or  seven  days 
that  we  remained  in  the  vicinity,  there  was  a  continual  series  of 
storms  and  calms,  and  one  eternal  bank  of  clouds  hung  over  the 
island.  For  what  information  I  have  in  regard  to  it,  I  am  princi- 
pally indebted  to  the  accounts  of  several  respectable  commanders 
of  merchant  vessels  who  have  visited  the  island,  and  also  to  the 
*  New  Directory  of  the  Ethiopic  or  South  Atlantic  Ocean/  a  work 
published  by  R.  H.  Laurie,  London,  and  invaluable  to  the  traversers 
of  those  distant  seas.  The  weather  remaining  unfavorable  for 
holding  any  communication  with  the  island,  we  continued  to  give 
it  a  good  berth  up  to  the  twentieth,  when  we  bore  up  before  a  fine 
westerly  wind,  with  which  in  eight  days  we  made  Table-Mountain, 
at  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  having  run  in  that  time  upward  of  six- 
teen hundred  miles,  or  on  an  average,  two  hundred  miles  a  day. 

Table-Bay  we  found  rather  difficult  to  enter  at  that  season  of  the 
year.  Our  westerly  wind  left  us  as  we  approached  the  land,  and 
then  all  sorts  of  breezes  came  on,  receiving  their  direction  from  the 
peculiar  formation  of  the  mountains,  round  whose  sharp  abrupt 
angles  and  down  whose  funnel-like  ravines  they  come,  sometimes 
in  heavy  squalls,  sometimes  in  testy,  petulant  cats'-paws;  and  then 
rushes  in  the  sea-breeze,  before  which  you  run  merrily  along,  until 
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you  begin  to  get  a  peep  at  the  anchorage,  and  can  almost  fancy  that 
your  nostrils  are  beset  with  the  fragrant  fumes  of  famous  steaks 
from  the  sirloin  of  'John  Bull's'  own  beef;  when  lo !  down  comes 
a  heavy  fog.  In  an  instant,  mountain,  town,  cozy  anchorage  and 
the  guiding  beacon  are  enveloped  in  its  impervious  folds.  All  that 
is  now  left  for  you  is  to  '  'bout  ship '  and  make  an  offing  until  to- 
morrow morning,  when  you  may  (and  most  probably  will)  repeat 
the  operation  of  the  previous  day.  With  us,  it  was  not  until  after 
four  different  attempts  that  we  were  able  to  get  up  to  the  anchorage. 

Cape-Town  and  its  vicinity,  as  viewed  from  Table-Bay,  bears 
quite  a  resemblance  to  Gibraltar.  There  is  the  same  abrupt,  insu- 
lated pile  of  rocks,  with  the  town  lying  at  its  base,  and  rising  partly 
on  its  side ;  and  there  is  the  Neutral-Ground  imitated  in  the  stretch 
of  flat,  level  land  which  connects  the  in-shore  bluff  of  the  Table- 
Mountain  with  the  hills  inland. 

October  9th.  — r  We  were  under-way  and  standing  off  with  short 
sail  before  a  south-east  wind,  blowing  a  fresh  gale.  We  had  an 
opportunity  at  this  time  of  witnessing  the  phenomonon  of  the  '  Ta- 
ble-Cloth,' which  was  spread  at  first  in  a  perfect  plane  of  snowy 
whiteness  over  the  entire  summit  of  the  Table-Rock.  As  the  gale 
increased,  it  began  to  descend,  and  before  we  had  got  out  of  sight, 
the  clouds  of  which  it  was  composed  were  tumbling  over  the  sum- 
mit and  down  the  sides  of  the  rock  in  a  curve  like  the  shoot  of  a 
cataract. 

A  south-east  wind  combined  with  the  heavy  current  which  coming 
from  the  Indian  Ocean  sets  round  the  southern  point  of  Africa  with 
great  velocity,  threw  a  damper  on  all  our  hopes  of  a  speedy  passage 
round  the  Cape.  For  five  days  we  made  no  progress  in  the  de- 
sired direction  ;  but  as  we  could  not  go  our  course  we  did  what  was 
next  best,  and  ran  her  off  to  the  south'ard,  where  a  westerly  breeze 
sprang  up,  and  it  was  not  long  before  we  passed  the  meridian  of 
Cape  Lagullas,  the  southernmost  point  of  Africa,  and  entered  the 
waters  of  the  Indian  Ocean. 

October  21st  :  Great  numbers  of  Albatross  followed  in  the  ves- 
sel's wake,  and  took  the  bait  voraciously.  Eight  or  ten  of  them 
were  caught,  the  smallest  measuring  ten  feet  and-a-half  across  the 
wings.  The  wind  was  fresh,  and  several  of  them  on  being  hooked  flew 
up  in  the  air  with  the  lines,  furnishing  thus  a  novel  specimen  of 
angling.  One  tremendous  fellow  was  caught,  and  a  tally  with  the 
ship's  name  being  tied  around  his  neck,  he  was  let  go  again,  to  an- 
nounce us  to  any  of  our  acquaintance  he  may  chance  to  come  across 
in  his  wanderings.  When  hauled  aboard,  they  are  a  very  awkward 
bird,  being  unable  to  rise  from  the  deck ;  and  it  is  with  much  diffi- 
culty that  they  make  their  flight  again,  when  they  have  once  alighted 
on  the  water ;  sometimes  half-flying  and  half-running  up  the  sides 
of  the  waves,  until  reaching  the  elevated  summits  they  are  enabled 
to  launch  themselves  in  the  air.  But  on  the  wing  they  present  a 
magnificent  sight ;  sailing  in  continual  circles,  gliding  along  the  sur- 
face of  the  sea,  down  the  hollows  and  over  the  breaking  summits, 
whisking  the  water  in  their  gyrations,  first  with  one  wing  and  then 
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with  the  other,  and  then  away  they  soar  into  the  air ;  round  and 
round  the  vessel ;  inclining  their  heads  watchfully,  and  keeping  their 
sharp  eyes  upon  the  wide  surface  of  the  deep,  ready  to  discover  dnd 
seize  their  food.  In  calms  they  take  their  rest  upon  the  water,  and 
being  aroused  by  the  rising  of  the  sea,  when  it  conies  on  to  blow, 
they  are  seen  to  collect  around  vessels  previous  to  a  gale  :  the  con- 
sequence was  that  every  storm  we  had  was  attributed  by  Jack,  (who 
would  not  be  ship-shape  were  he  not  superstitious)  to  our  having 
molested  these  peculiar  pets  of  old  Neptune.  Every  reef  that  was 
taken  in,  you  would  see  some  old  forecastle-man  or  weather-beaten 
quarter-gunner  shake  his  head  ominously,  and  hear  him  muttering 
to  himself:  4  Ay,  I  know'd  it;  all  comes  of  them  midshipmites  a- 
fishing  for  Albatross  !'  looking  all  the  time  as  solemn  and  serious  as 
if  they  were  sure  of  meeting  the  fate  of  the  mysterious  '  Ancient 
Mariner.' 


'  Aut  mihi  redde  maos  aut  me  qaoque  condo  sepulchro.' 


She  sleeps  beneath  the  willow-tree, 

In  dreamless,  calm  repose ; 
The  pain,  the  grief,  the  agony, 

Is  their's  who  loved  this  rose ; 
Who  tended  it  in  Spring's  brief  day, 

Watched  its  bud  to  blossom  grow, 
Then  saw  it  rudely  blown  away, 

By  summer  storm  laid  low. 


We  may  not  to  the  parent  stem 

This  stricken  rose  restore, 
Nor  pluck  from  Death  its  hoarded  gem, 

Nor  coldly  weep  no  more ; 
But  gathering  sacredly  its  leaves, 

Still  dear  to  Memory, 
While  Hope  her  blessed  chaplet  wreathes, 

Of  Immortality : 


We  Ml  calmly  wait  the  glad  command 

That  summons  us  from  earth, 
Then  follow  to  the  spirit-land 

Our  love  of  mortal  birth. 
And  if  the  few  who  round  us  stay 

Should  weep  our  parting  hour, 
We  '11  smiling  point  away,  away, 

To  Heaven's  Garden  Flower. 

Neu>.  York,  tiov^  1847. 
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New  Poems  bt  American  Posts.  1.  'The  Prophecy  of  the  Santon,  and  other  Poems.'  WoresV 
ter:  Edward  Livermore.  Boston:  Phillips  and  Sampson.  2.  'Liberty,  a  Poem? by  John 
Henry  Hopkins,  Jr.,  M.  A.  New-York :  D.  Appleton  and  Company.  3.  Poems  by  E.  Curtis* 
Hine.  Auburn :  Henry  Oliphant.  4.  •  Rhymes  of  the  North  Countrie,'  by  A.  M.  Gleeman. 
Cincinnati :  J.  A.  and  N.  P.  James. 

We  have  '  lumped'  together,  for  the  purpose  of  little  more  than  an  announcement, 

four  of  the  latest  poetical  productions  which  have  reached  us  from  our  rhyme-smitten 

young  countrymen.    The  authors  of  the  first  three  publications  named  above,  are 

correspondents  of  this  Magazine  ;  and  their  communications,  beside  being  familiar  to 

our  readers,  have  been  transplanted  from  the  pages  of  the  Knickerbocker  into  many 

of  the  numerous  and  widely-diffused  journals  of  the  day,  previous  to  being  collected 

in  the  volumes  before  us.     *  The  Prophecy  of  the  Santon'  illustrates,  in  brief,  rapid 

and  picturesque  rhythmical  sentences,  the  fulfilment  of  the  prediction  of  the  fall  of 

Grenada  by  one  of  those  holy  men  termed  Santons,  who,  according  to  Washington 

Irving,  '  pass  their  lives  in  hermitage,  in  fasting,  meditation  and  prayer,  until  they 

have  attained  to  the  purity  of  saints  and  the  foresight  of  prophets.'     Its  conclusion 

is  picturesque : 

'  Centuries  have  rolled  in  silence  down  the  ringing  aisles  of  Time, 
And  't  is  finished  as  the  Santon  read  of  old  the  mystic  rhyme. 
Still  the  Xenil  and  the  Darro  'mid  luxurious  gardens  flow, 
And  Nevada  lifts  its  summit,  crowned  with  everlasting  siiow ; 
Still  the  vega  blooms  with  beauty  in  its  own  enchanted  vale, 
In  the  orange  groves  as  sweetly  sings  the  pensive  nightingale ; 
But  the  grand  old  Moorish  city  in  its  beauty  lives  no  more, 
It  has  wandered,  like  its  builders,  to  some  far-off  brighter  shore ; 
The  Alhambra  stands  in  ruins,  like  a  thing  departed — dead  ; 
And  across  its  golden  frel-work  now  the  spider  tpins  his  thread  ; 
And  the  light  Moresco  arches  in  their  crumbling  rains  lie, 
And  the  owl  comes  forth  at  twilight  with  his  mournful,  boding  cry; 
Fair  in  ruins ;  and  the  pilgrim  weeping  leans  upon  his  staff, 
For  he  reads  its  former  splendor  in  that  frowning  cenotaph. 
Art.  though  long,  is  not  immortal;  it,  too,  hastens  to  decay ; 
Nature,  with  her  royal  sceptre,  claims  at  last  imperial  sway  ; 
And  the  moss  leaves  and  the  lichens  up  those  columned  temples  climb, 
Marking  out  past  centuries,  like  wrinkles  on  the  brow  of  Time ' 

This  longer  poem  is  succeeded  by  several  brief  lyrical  pieces ;  and  when  the 
reader  is  informed  that  they  are  from  the  same  pen  which  sketched  the  recent  ad- 
mirable liues  entitled  '  Midnight,'  '  Angel-Love,'  '  Storm-Song,'  etc.,  in  these  pages, 
he  will  need  no  additional  incentive  to  seek  them  out  in  the  handsome  volume  which 
contains  them.  *  John  H.  Riieyn,'  the  anagramatic  nom-de-plume  of  the  author 
of  «  Liberty,'  has  been  long  and  favorably  known  to  our  readers  ;  and  his  poem,  which 
was  delivered  before  the  literary  societies  of  the  University  of  Vermont  in  August 
last,  will  in  no  respect  detract  from  the  honor  which  he  has  won  for  himself  in  this 
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Magazine.  It  is  a  very  spirited  performance,  in  irregular  verse,  forcibly  illustrating 
the  wisdom  and  beauty  of  that  true  freedom  which  has  its  emblems  in  nature  and 
its  type  in  the  God  of  Nature.  Mr.  Hine,  the  third  writer  named  in  our  group,  is  a 
young  man,  possessed  of  a  great  deal  of  feeling,  considerable  imagination,  and  a 
«  rhyming  facility  '  which,  to  prevent  being  «  fatal,'  it  will  be  necessary  for  hira  to 
exercise  with  becoming  deliberation  ;  or  at  least  to  avoid  the  publication  of  much 
that  is  achieved  so  easily.  That  his  qualities  as  a  poetical  writer  do  him  credit,  the 
readers  of  the  Knickerbocker  do  not  require  to  be  informed ;  but  when  they  shall 
have  perused  '  The  Winds,'  and  two  or  three  other  poems  of  kindred  excellence  in 
the  volume  to  which  we  refer,  they  will  find  their  favorable  impressions  of  his  poeti- 
cal talent  amply  confirmed.  Of  the  *  Rhyme  of  the  North  Countrie'  we  can  only 
say,  that  judging  from  a  perusal  somewhat  desultory,  We  incline  to  consider  it  as  a 
work  evincing  some  degree  of  talent  but  no  genius.  The '  GoD-given  gift'  it  does  not 
display.  One  reads  on  and  on,  with  no  kindling  emotion,  but  only  with  a  sort  of  quiet 
satisfaction  at  the  respectability  of  the  verse  and  the  absence  of  any  faults  so  glaring 
as  to  fix  the  not  over-rivetted  attention.  Certain  we  are,  that  the  writer  must  be 
capable  of  better  poetry  than  he  here  puts  forth. 


Poems  op  Early  and  After  Years.     By  N.  P.  Willis.     Illurtrated  by  E.  Lbutee.    In  one 
volume,    pp.  410.    Philadelphia:  Carey  and  Hart.    New-York:  Wiley  and  Putnam. 

1  In  this  edition  of  his  poetical  works,'  says  Mr.  Willis,  in  a  brief  preface,  *  the 
author  has  embodied  poems  never  before  printed ;  has  restored  several  which  were 
overlooked  in  the  editions  of  late  years ;  has  for  the  first  time  critically  re-read  and 
corrected  the  entire  collection  ;  and  has  thus  assembled,  in  their  fiual  and  best  form, 
all  of  his  writings  in  verse,  his  plays  excepted,  which  he  can  venture  to  think  wor- 
thy of  preservation.'  Thus  much  for  the  text  of  the  book  before  us,  which  has  be- 
come too  well  known  to  require  commendation  at  our  hands.  The  execution  of  the 
work  is  distinguished  by  that  care  and  liberal  outlay  which  characterize  most  of  the 
issues  of  its  popular  publishers.  The  engravings,  seventeen  in  number,  are  cer- 
tainly of  various  merit,  although  several  of  them  are  of  a  high  order  of  excellence. 
The  first  two,  *  Lord  Ivon  '  and  '  The  Mother  to  her  Child,'  deserve  the  place  of 
honor  which  they  occupy,  being  well  drawn  and  felicitously  chosen  as  to  subject. 
The  portrait  of  the  author  is  exceedingly  well  engraved  by  Cheney  ;  but  it  will 
hardly  be  pronounced  a  faithful  likeness  by  any  one  who  has  ever  seen  the  original. 
Mr.  Willis's  own  nose  is  undeniably  retrousse,  and  he  must  confess  to  a  not  slightly- 
retreating  chin ;  but  such  are  not  the  features  depicted  in  the  portrait  before  us. 
1  The  Leper '  is  a  spirited  sketch,  and  deserves  its  order  of  excellence  ;  *  The  Death 
of  Absalom  '  is  better  engraved  than  drawn  ;  which  may  be  said,  indeed,  of  most 
of  the  remaining  sketches,  with  the  exception  perhaps  of  two  or  three,  which  are  so 
lightly  cut  as  almost  to  resemble  etchings.  Mr.  Leutze  never  drew  a  worse  limb 
than  the  right  leg  in  *  Idleness,'  or  a  more  clumsy  neck  and  bust  than  those  of  the 
'  Lady  Clare,'  or  a  worse  foot  than  that  in  the  second  sketch  of  *  Lord  Ivon  ;'  nor 
are  these  the  only  infelicities  ;  kindred  ones  are  apparent,  to  the  merely  casual  ob- 
server, in  some  of  the  other  illustrations.  Yet  the  work  as  a  whole  is  one  which 
reflects  in  its  externals  of  engravings,  paper,  printing  and  binding,  high  credit  upon 
the  well-established  house  whence  it  proceeds. 
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Xknophon's  Memorabilia  of  Socrates  :  with  Notes  by  R.  D.  C.  Rob  bins,  Librarian,  Andover 
Theological  Seminary.    Andover:   VV.  H.  Wabdwell. 

A  vert  good  selection  of  an  author,  and  very  well  edited.  Xenophon'b  smooth 
and  harmonious  Greek,  disfigured  by  no  difficult  or  corrupt  passages,  is  most  tempting 
to  the  student,  and  the  character  he  gives  of  his  master  Socrates  is  equally  interest- 
ing and  instructive.  Mr.  Robbinb'  notes  are  very  copious  without  being  at  all  otiose, 
and  the  translations  contained  in  them  are  for  the  most  part  exceedingly  accurate, 
and  at  the  same  time,  elegant  English  ;  a  combination  not  always  attained  by  our 
editors.  For  two  things  especially  he  deserves  much  praise  ;  first,  that  he  has  not 
been  deterred  from  giving  plenty  of  notes  by  the  absurd  clamor  raised  against  them 
in  certain  quarters ;  secondly,  that  he  has  showed  no  false  modesty  in  trying  to 
emasculate  his  author.  We  are  persuaded  that  an  occasional  glimpse  at  the  vices  of 
Greek  society  is  positively  beneficial,  as  it  impresses  on  the  mind  more  strikingly  than 
any  thing  else  could  do,  the  utter  insufficiency  of  the  highest  intellectual  and  artistic 
excellence,  without  true  religion,  to  form  a  virtuous  community.  From  Mr.  Robbinb' 
preface,  he  is  evidently  of  the  Xenophon  party  ;  that  is,  of  those  who  believe  that 
Xknophon  represented  the  opinions  of  Socrates  more  literally  than  Plato  did ;  and 
therein  we  agree  with  Mr.  Robbinb.  While  looking  over  the  notes,  a  few  remarks 
have  occurred  to  us,  at  which  we  trust  no  offence  will  be  taken ;  they  will  show,  at 
any  rate,  that  we  have  read  the  book  with  some  attention,  and  are  not  merely  giving 
Mr.  Robbinb  a  '  puff"  to  get  rid  of  him.  Among  the ( sources  of  information  respect- 
ing the  Sophists/  (p.  184  of  the  notes,)  '  Isocrates  contra  Sophistas*  ought  to  have 
been  mentioned ;  it  is  a  very  forcible  summary  of  the  case  against  them.  *E<itirp  y«, 
(cap.  4,  §  4,)  is  not  fully  expressed  by  '  if  indeed.1  *Et*cp  means  more  than  if.  It 
signifies  either  if,  as  voe  suppose  to  be  the  case,  or  if,  as  is  the  case  =  since.  We 
would  translate  the  expression  in  this  place,  if  indeed  as  your  question  seems  to  tm- 
ply.  This  deserves  notice  as  a  solitary  exception  to  the  editor's  general  accuracy  in 
discriminating  the  nice  shades  of  meaning  conveyed  by  the  Greek  particles — an 
accuracy  we  should  like  to  see  generally  imitated  by  our  scholars.  Though  Kuhner's 
explanation  of  Kv0epv&v  rt  KaratrraBeU,  (cap.  7,  §  3,)  may  be  admissible,  it  certainly 
is  more  simple  and  satisfactory  to  translate  the  particle  in  this  place  for  instance. 
drraWdtcio  does  not  mean  «  depart  from  his  profession,'  but  end,  come  off.  The  con- 
struction of  the  first  line  in  the  quotation  from  Hesiod  (Lit  2,  cap.  1,  §  30,)  is  not 
inverted.  The  idea  is,  You  may  get  vice  easily  even  («ai)  in  the  crowd  ;  yon  need 
not  go  any  particular  road  for  it  *E^«  pi*  iroiWAu?  *«*  ratra,  (Lib.  2,  cap.  6,  §  21,) 
is  very  oddly  translated ;  it  looks  like  a  misprint,  and  probably  is.  Tlepi&xpag  rt  ayaddr, 
(cap.  6,  §  13,)  is  a  metaphorical  phrase,  and  should  be  rendered  not  by  doing  some- 
thing valuable,  but  by  making  it  a  present  of,  etc.  The  appendix  on  the  Socratio 
iaift6viov  is  succinct  and  satisfactory,  but  the  translation  demon  ought  to  be  discarded 
altogether.  The  proper  term  is  either  inspiration  or  divinity,  which  latter  Mr.  Rob* 
bins  uses  in  another  place.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  such  a  scholar  as  Mr. 
Robbins  should  have  sanctioned  by  his  example  the  foolish  innovation  of  leaving  one 
I  out  of  sundry  words  which  are  properly  entitled  to  two.  The  book  is  neatly  printed, 
but  not  quite  free  from  typographical  errors.  In  conclusion,  we  repeat  onr  conviction 
that  Mr.  Robbins*  edition  of  the  '  Memorabilia '  does  much  credit  to  his  judgment 
and  scholarship,  and  is  a  valuable  acquisition  to  onr  students. 
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The  Seasons.  By  James  Thomson.  With  engraved  Illustrations  by  E.  Bookhout,  from  numerous 
Desigut  drawn  on  Wood.  With  a  life  of  the  Author,  by  Patrick  Murdoch,  DD.,  P.  R.S. ;  edited 
by  Bolton  Corney,  E»q.    New-York  :  Harper  and  Brothers. 

As  this  very  beautiful  book  is  to  be  followed  by  several  kindred  volumes,  we  give 
the  names  of  the  eminent  English  artists,  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  the  exquisite 
illustrations  which  it  contains.  They  are  John  Bell,  sculptor,  C.  W.  Cope,  Thomas 
Creswick,  J.  C.  Horsley,  J.  P.  Knight,  A.  R.  A.,  R.  Redgrave,  A.  R.  A.,  Frank 
Stone,  C  Stonehouse,  Frederick  Tayler,  H.  J.  Townsend,  and  Thomas  Webster, 
R.  A.  These  eminent  artists  are  all  members  of  the  well-known  '  Etching  Club*  of 
London.  The  designs,  seventy  in  number,  were  drawn  on  wood  by  the  artists  them- 
selves, and  have  been  engraved  with  such  skill  and  minute  similitude  that  they  are 
in  fact  the  very  drawings  themselves.  Accustomed  to  cooperation,  their  efforts  are 
wonderfully  harmonious ;  while  they  have  manifested  a  most  felicitious  appreciation 
of  the  spirit  of  the  poet.  The  poem  is  printed  from  the  edition  of  1746,  the  last  re- 
vised by  the  author.  The  memoir  of  the  poet  is  priuted  from  the  revised  edition  of 
1768,  and  the  ode  to  his  memory  from  the  original  edition  of  1749.  These  have 
hitherto  escaped  the  researches  of  his  numerous  biographers.  Of  the  poem  itself 
nothing  need  be  said.  It  is  well  observed  by  the  editor,  that  'no  poem  surpasses 
*  The  Seasons'  in  beauty  of  theme,  in  ethical  teudency,in  the  pathos  of  its  episodes, 
in  the  truth,  the  richness,  the  variety  of  its  details  of  scenery.  The  mutable  circum- 
stances of  taste  or  fashion  can  never  diminish  its  value.  It  is  the  perpetual  calendar 
of  nature,  which  may  be  read  with  profit  and  pleasure  in  each  revolving  year,' 


The  Poetical  Works  of   Oliver  Goldsmith,  11  B.,  etc.     Illustrated  by  Wood  Engravings. 
New-York:  Harper  and  Brothers. 

This  volume,  as  we  have  mentioned,  is  one  of  the  same  series  as  that  of  Thomson, 
elsewhere  noticed,  being  supervised  by  the  same  editor,  and  illustrated  by  the  same 
club  of  eminent  artists.  Yet  it  is  even  a  more  beautiful  volume  than  its  predecessor. 
The  engravings,  which  are  numerous,  we  have  certainly  never  seen  surpassed  in  their 
kind,  in  any  other  work,  English  or  American.  They  are  happily  chosen,  admirably 
drawn,  and  'superlatively'  executed  ;  and  glad  we  are  to  find  that  the  paper,  print- 
ing and  binding  are  in  good  keeping  with  this  pictorial  excellence.  The  volume  con- 
tains, under  separate  divisions,  The  Traveller,'  «  The  Deserted  Village,'  *  Lyrical  and 
Miscellaneous  Poems, '  and  *  Prologues  and  Epilogues.'  Who  would  not  covet  such  an 
edition  of  the  works  of  a  writer  who  attempted  almost  every  species  of  composition, 
and  to  each  gave  fresh  attractions?  As  a  poet,  the  most  favored  of  his  numerous 
competitors  never  equalled  him  in  popularity;  and  the  admiration  which  bis  verse 
excites  will  live  as  lung  as  the  human  heart  survives.  There  is  a  bibliographical 
memoir  of  Goldsmith  appended  to  the  volume,  and  notes  are  given  to  point  out  the 
source  whence  each  piece  is  derived,  and  to  explain  the  least  obvious  allusions.  It 
is  one  of  the  best  evidences  of  an  improving  public  taste,  that  costly  editions  of  such 
works  as  these  of  Thomson  and  Goldsmith  are  acquiring  so  wide  a  sale  as  to  create 
no  little  creditable  emulation  among  our  publishers. 
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c  Richardsiana.'  —  We  found  the  other  day,  while  rummaging  over  a  discarded 
port- folio  at  Dobbs,'  (in  search  of  a  faintly-remembered  communication  sent  us  by  a 
Baltimore  correspondent  about  five  years  ago,  and  just  now  inquired  for !)  a  seven- 
years'-old  copy  of  a  little  pamphlet, '  with  the  respects  of  the  authors,'  entitled  'Rich- 
ardsiana, or  Hits  at  the  Styles  of  Popular  American  Writers.1  The  plan  of  the 
affair  is  not  strikingly  original,  having  of  course  been  suggested  by  «  The  Rejected 
Addresses'  and  '  Warreniana.'  Mr.  Richards,  '  Old  Boss  Richards,'  the  cheap  boot- 
maker of  Canal-street,  it  is  assumed,  had  a  public  dinner  given  to  him.  Letters  from  a 
number  of  the  most  distinguished  literary,  scientific  and  political  men  who  had  been 
invited,  but  from  various  causes  were  unable  to  attend,  were  received  and  read  in  the 
course  of  the  evening.  The  following  passage  from  the  letter  purporting  to  come 
from  Mr.  Webster,  will  be  recognized,  we  think,  as  characteristic.  It  is  certainly 
very  cleverly  done : 

4  By  far  tbe  greater  portion  of  the  boots  and  shoes  consumed  in  the  United  States,  are,  as  70a  well 
know,  gentlemen,  made  in  New-England;  and  of  that  greater  portion,  at  least  four-fifths  are  fur- 
nished by  MassHchusetU  and  Connecticut  alone.  In  some  towns  —  I  speak  particularly  of  towns  in 
the  state  which  I  lately  hud  tbe  honor  in  part  to  represent  in  the  Senate,  and  I  speak  from  personal 
knowledge  and  actual  observation  —  the  business  gives  employment,  und  furnishes  the  means  of  an 
honorable  livelihood,  to  a  great  majority  of  their  industrious  and  enterprising  population  of  both. 
sexes,  and  of  all  ages.  Lynn,  and  Grafton,  and  North  Brookfield,  and  Worcester,  and  Berlin,  and 
Hartford,  are  the  great  supply-shops  of  the  union ;  and  from  these  deep,  and  ever-flowing,  and  over- 
flowing fountains  of  industry,  is  poured  forth  a  stream  of  boots  and  shoes  that  washes  tbe  whole  con- 
tinent, from  Maine  to  Florida.  We  can  have  no  just  or  reasonable  conception,  we  can  gather  no 
correct  idea,  from  the  usual  and  ordinary  way  in  which  such  subjects  are  presented  to  the  mind,  of 
the  vastness,  extent  and  importance  of  this  manufacture  in  some  of  the  places  I  have  named.  A 
single  striking  fact,  however,  will  sometimes  aid  the  imagination  more  than  whole  columns  or  whole 
pages  of  mere  figures;  and  the  following  may  give  some  notion  of  the  value  and  extent  of  the  shoe 
business  in  the  flourishing  town  of  Lynn.  It  has  been  ascertained,  from  calculations  based  on  tbe 
total  numb<  r  annually  inn nti factored  id  thai  town,  that  there  i»  a  shoe  couataoily  in  the  air,  leaving 
tlin  hand*  of  the  workman. 

•But,  although  particular  stales  and  parfienltr  jtetttou*  only,  An*  Immediately  nod  actively  minced 
in  tin*  useful  and  inipurts.nl  brunch  of  durante  industry*  it  ja  yet  one  in  which  all  sUito*  aod  all  sec- 
tions nre  mure  or  lea*  interested.  It  is  tmip  in  which  the-  fishf-rnitio  of  Nuniucltet  ami  the  trapper 
of  Wisconsin  ire  equally  interested,  1c  i<%  ah*  in  which  th«  former,  the  nncHftnta,  Hie  march  *nt,  the 
manufacturer,  the  ftf  fhawpsjil  Wl  BAd  ihe  laborer,  ull  over  the  unloose  interested.  For  all  Lhene 
eiasnes,  and  alt  these  occupations,  rpfltttr*  either  honta  or  shoe*:  and  all  are  concerned  onrl  interfltred 
IB  obtaining  the  bent  and  mewl  durable  arlkl*,  mud  sit  the  biwen  pfieea.  The  puoph  of  flew -Eng- 
land, by  their  eOtutittttklBil  spirit  of  cmttirpriae,  by  their  habit*  of  untiring  industry  und  perseverance, 
by  the  if  peculiar  f -culty  for  iiiveunng,  improving,  and  adapting  to  useful  purposes.  Labor-doing  and 
labor-*  n  viae  machinery  and  inrt* mnenu,  thereby  leiseuing  thu  cost  of  production,  are  in  my  judg- 
ment peculiarly  fitted  for,  and  have  consequently  becom-*  n  manufacTiiriuj;  people.  And  by  bringing 
all  the  advantages  1  have  enumerated  to  hear  m  ibe  rauatifacturc  of  boat*  snd  shoes,  they  are  enm- 
hled  ta  furm.*h  u  cheaper  nod  mor^  euh*Unti>il  article  than  can  be  found  in  any  other  qnrta  of  the 
u moo  1  and  the  BSMsjsjsiVBCt  ia„ws  1  have  said  before  UiFy  t«pply  every  other  WW  of  ibe  union, 
I  hnVH  myself  aeeu  aa  J  reco^nticd  in  St,  L»nui*  qud  Cincinnati,  j»«  well  a*  in  ftew-York  and  Balti- 
more, the  work  of  cnaoy  of  my  worthy  GVMSfltMSli  lathfl  old  ikiy  SE4S0. ' 

Mr.  Webster,  after  a  few  incidental  observations  npon  the  '  disordered)  deranged 
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and  dilapidated  state  of  the  currency  and  exchanges  of  the  country,'  offers  the  fol- 
lowing sentiment : 

'  The  Boot  and  Shoe- Manufactories  of  New- England,  and  the  Boot  and  Shoe-stores  of  New-York: 
Established  for  the  public  accommodation  and  the  public  benefit,  and  associated,  connected  and  bound 
closely  together  by  one  object,  one  interest,  one  commodity.' 

The  Day-light  Chaunt  to  the  Big  Boot?  which  will  at  once  be  recognized  as  a 
parody  on  Longfellow's  'Midnight  Chaunt  to  the  Dying  Year,'  written  some  yean 
ago  for  the  Knickerbocker,  without  being,  as  a  whole,  very  close  to  the  orignal,  has 
nevertheless  some  cognate  stanzas.     For  example : 

'  What  a  foot  that  boot  would  hold !  '  There  it  stands, all  made  of  leather ! 

Foot  of  Titan  huge  and  grim,  A  single  one—  there  is  no  more} 

Fabled  by  the  bards  of  old ;  W  onder  how  't  was  put  together, 

Mighty  iu  bulk  and  limb,  The  boot  at  Richards'  door, 

And  no  ways  slim !  ,  The  big  boot  1 

4  Like  the  Rhodian  Colossus,  |  '  It  is  a  sign  —  a  sign  of  wonder; 

Or  dcmi-god  old  Greek,  i  Enormous  —  very  vast  1 

He'd  lake  us  up  and  toss  us  And  its  face  is  black  **  thunder : 

Into  the  coining  week,  I  'T  was  made  upon  a  last, 

The  middle  of  it.  |  A  large  last !' 

The  imitation  of  the  poetical  prose  of  Washington  Irving  lacks  vraisemblance. 
A  pure  and  simple  style,  by-the-by,  must  be  difficult  to  parody ;  else  why  did  not  the 
gifted  Smiths,  who  called  up  *  Old  Sam.  Johnson,'  also  invoke  the  shades  of  Addison 
and  Goldsmith  ?  To  represent  their  styles  was  to  '  do  those  things  which  were  not 
convenient'  Of  Bryant  the  same  remark  may  be  predicated ;  yet  the  spirit  of  his 
natural  train  of  thought  is  '  chalked  in'  in  this  passage  from  the  *  Meditation  on  Boots :' 

*  Entkk  the  store  : 
There,  innumerous  as  the  leaves  that  deck 
The  forest  trees,  behold  the  boots  and  shoes 
In  clusters  thick.    This  stout  and  heavy  pair, 
By  strong  arms  made,  would  scarce  wear  out  at  all 
Such  boots  were  worn  by  hardy  pioneers, 
Who  walked  upon  our  prairies  huge  and  vast, 
(Where  the  cougar  crouches,  and  the  gaunt  wolf 
Sends  nightly  to  the  moon  his  dismal  howl) 
And  drave  the  painted  savage  from  his  wild, 
Where  he  had  lived  in  freedom,  ere  the  smoke 
Curled  from  the  white  man's  hut  above  the  pines. 
With  these  they  roamed  o'er  plains,  filled  with  the  rush 
Of  waters,  which  the  genial  summer  sun 
Poured  from  the  mountain  tops,  until  the  streams, 
Swol'n  with  the  suddeu  rush,  o'erflowed  their  banks. 

If  thou  dost  wish  a  pair  to  fit  thy  feet, 
Take  some  inild  day  when  the  bland  breath  of  spring 
Calls  the  bright  wood-flowers  from  their  winter  sleep, 
And  the  grass  springs  greenly  by  the  road-side, 
And  the  earth  is  musical  with  the  roar 
Of  melting  snow,  rushing  to  join  the  main ; 
And  in  Canal-street  seek  Boss  RiCHABDs'shop, 
And  from  his  plenteous  stock  select  a  pair 
Fitted  to  whirl  with  Beauty  in  the  dance, 
Or  safely  trample  on  December's  snow  ; 
And  thou  wilt  find  enough  enjoyment  then, 
To  bless  the  skilful  maker,  and  to  learn 
The  truth,  that  in  the  scale  of  human  life, 
Nature  has  fashioned  man  able  alike 
To  make  a  pair  of  boots,  or  read  with  skill 
The  starry  hieroglyphics  of  the  sky.' 

The  imitation  of  Halleck  is  very  good ;  but  the  moral-preacher,  *  G.  T.',  of  *  cider' 
memory,  and  one  or  two  other  somewhat  kindred  « literary'  personages,  were  rather 
too  small  game,  as  it  strikes  us,  for  the  clever  parodists  to  whom  we  are  indebted  for 
the  little  poetical  pamphlet  which  we  have  exhumed  from  a  too-early  grave. 
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Music  among  the  Blind.  —  There  are  doubtless  few  of  our  readers,  especially  in 
the  cities  of  the  Northern  and  Middle  States,  who  have  not  listened  with  deep  interest 
to  the  '  Song  of  the  Blind  Boy,'  written  by  Miss  Hannah  F.  Gould,  and  sung  with 
such  touching  pathos  by  Mr.  Dempster,  at  his  popular  concerts.  It  was  quite  natural 
that  one  who  could  so  feelingly  wed  to  pathetic  music  those  undying  lines  of  human 
tenderness  and  sympathy,  should  be  led  to  visit  the  noble  Institution  for  the  Blind, 
which  reflects  so  much  honor  upon  our  state  and  city.  We  were  not  surprised, 
therefore,  to  find  the  subjoined  sketch  in  the  columns  of  an  esteemed  contemporary; 
and  we  need  not  add,  that  we  read  it  with  emotions  of  delight.  It  is  appropriately 
designated  '  A  Touching  Scene :'  '  Every  one  who  has  visited  the  Blind  Asylum 
must  have  been  impressed  with  the  sensitiveness  which  the  suffering  but  contented 
inmates  display  in  reference  to  the  modulations  of  the  human  voice.  To  their  ears  it 
is  as  a  *  stringed- instrument, '  every  chord  of  which  has  its  peculiar  sound  and  mean- 
ing, speaking  with  more  or  less  intensity  as  the  skilful  player  is  tender  or  impetuous 
and  passionate.  Upon  their  ears  each  intonation  of  the  voice  falls  with  a  deeper 
meaning,  a  more  intense  and  thrilling  power,  than  upon  the  ears  of  those  whose 
senses  take  in  a  wider  range  of  observation  or  happiness.  The  sense  of  hearing  is 
to  the  blind  their  world  of  enjoyment,  and  they  trace  in  the  tones  of  a  friend,  almost 
unconsciously  varied  by  the  speaker,  all  those  sentiments  which  to  others  are  spoken 
by  the  upturned  glance  of  a  deep,  bright,  love-expressive  eye,  or  the  gentle  falling  of 
a  darkly-fringed  eye-lid.  Yet,  with  this  keen  perception  of  the  modulations  of  the 
human  voice,  how  rarely  have  they  opportunities  of  hearing  it  in  all  its  wondrous 
capacity  !  Concerts,  save  their  own,  in  which  they  are  kindly  encouraged  by  the 
principal  of  the  institution,  their  musical  and  other  teachers,  they  are  necessarily 
Strangers  to,  to  a  great  extent.  They  are  not  always  forgotten,  however.  Last 
week;  the  institution  was  visited  by  Mr.  Dempster,  who  upon  an  invitation  from  one 
of  the  managers,  consented,  in  the  kindest  manner,  to  sing  for  the  pupils  a  few  of 
his  best  ballads.  He  never  had  a  more  gratified  audience,  nor  one  upon  whom  the 
sweet  tones  of  his  cultivated  voice  wrought  deeper  and  more  lasting  impression. 
« The  Indian's  Complaint,' « The  Rainy  Day,'  *  John  Anderson,  my  Jo,' « I  'm  Alone, 
all  Alone,'  and  a  number  of  other  beautiful  ballads,  prepared  the  pupils  for  that  most 
touching  of  all,  *  The  May  Queen*  The  pupils  were  thoroughly  subdued ;  and 
though  no  flash  of  the  eye  told  of  their  emotions,  the  quivering  lip,  the  pale  cheek, 
'the  suspended  respiration,  the  rapt  silence,  and  above  all,  that  peculiar  posture  of 
attention  which  painters  and  sculptors  so  much  delight  in,  and  which  is  Nature's  in- 
voluntary tribute  to  eloquence,  these  all  showed  that  those  sightless  ones  had  an  inner 
light  by  which  they  could  recognize  the  chaste  and  beautiful.  It  was  a  touching 
scene;  one  that  will  not  readily  be  forgotten  by  any  who  participated  in  it;  cer- 
tainly not  by  the  spectators,  nor  by  Mr.  Dempster  himself,  whose  response  to  the 
manager's  request  was  worthy  of  the  man  —  kind,  ready,  hearty ;  and  certainly  not 
by  the  obliged  and  delighted  pupils,  whose  high  appreciation  of  Mr.  Dempster's 
cheerful  kindness  will  indelibly  impress  the  recollection  of  that  interview  upon  their 
grateful  hearts.' 

We  have  been  obligingly  favored  by  Mr.  N.  Dean,  of  the  Asylum,  with  two  poeti- 
cal pieces,  written  by  two  blind  inmates  of  the  institution,  *  addressed  to  Mr.  William 
R.  Dempster,  on  hearing  him  sing  some  of  his  beautiful  ballads.'    '  Considering/ 
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says  Mr.  Deas,  « that  neither  of  the  writers  had  any  knowledge  of  the  other's  pro* 
duction,  the  coincidence  of  thought  must  be  regarded  as  remarkable.  Without  claim- 
ing for  the  lines  high  poetical  merit,  I  must  nevertheless  consider  them  as  beautiful 
and  appropriate  tributes  to  the  admirable  composer  and  vocalist  to  whom  they  are 
addressed.'  The  ensuing  stanzas  are  by  Miss  Frances  Jane  Crosby*  who  since  the 
age  of  six  weeks  has  been  totally  blind : 

4  Oh!  what  is  the  spell  now  entrancing  each  soul? 

Too  bright  is  the  vision  —  too  lovely  to  last! 
On  the  »wirt  wing  of  time  must  each  glad  moment  roll, 
And  leave  but  the  mem'ry  of  joys  that  are  past 

'  Oh.  Music  !  what  art  thou?  we  bend  to  thy  sway ; 
In  thee  we  are  lost  while  thy  numbers  are  woke, 
And  borne  on  thy  cadence,  we  soar  far  away  ; 
Ob,  why  must  a  dream  so  enchanting  be  broke  f 

1  There  is  music  in  nature  ;  the  light  summer  gale 

At  ev'ning  that  sighs  through  each  green-wood  add  bow'r, 
Mbw  soft  to  the  zephyr  it  whispers  its  tale. 
Then  sleeps  in  its  cradle,  the  bell  of  a  flower  1 

'  Of  fair  Caledonia,  thy  dear  native  shore, 

The  songs  thou  hast  sung  we  can  never  forget ; 
And  we  feel,  as  tbou  warblest  those  melodies  o'er, 
The  charm  must  be  broken  — but  wake  us  not  yet! 

'  Yet  once  we  entreat  thee  those  echoes  to  breathe, 

O'er  the  green  vules  of  Scotland  once  floating  so  free ; 
And  oh!  if  a  sigh  thou  unconsciously  heave. 
It  shall  rest  there  in  bosoms  now  sighing  for  thee. 

4  Kind  minstrel,  but  feebly  can  language  express 

The  grateful  emotions  that  warm  every  heart ; 
But  angels  will  hover  around  thee  to  bless, 
And  kindly  protect  tbee,  wherever  thou  art' 

Miss  Cynthia  Bullock,  who  wrote  the  following  lines,  was  born'  without  eyes'. 
No  glimpse  of  light  ever  reached  her ;  (  no  sun,  no  moon,  no  stars  —  all  dark !' 

'  Oh  I  welcome,  kind  stranger;  our  hearts,  long  expectant, 

Have  sigh'd  for  thy  tones,  so  enchantingly  sweet; 
Emotions  of  pleasure  each  other  succeeding, 
As  delighted  we  hastened  thy  coming  to  greet 

4 Sweet  Music!  in  ages  remote  thou  wert  given, 

Our  griefs  to  assuage,  and  our  pleasures  endear, 
To  mortals  to  picture  the  beauties  of  Heaven, 
Then  cherub-like  float  on  the  wings  of  the  air. 

'  All  ages,  all  nations,  thy  sceptre  acknowledge; 
The  tyrant's  stern  passion  is  pow'rfoss  and  stilt ; 
When  swells  the  rich  notes  of  thy  cadence  harmonious, 
He  bows  like  a  child  to  the  might  of  thy  will. 

'Yet  sing  of  old  Scotland,  her  summer-clad  valleys, 

The  cot  and  the  streamlet  irieandefing  there. 
The  pleasures  that  brighlen'd  thy  life's  sunny  morning, 
All  hallow'd  by  friendship,  to  memory  dear. 

4  Our  lips  cannot  utter  the  grateful  emotions 
That  swell  as  we  list  to  thy  soul-thrilling  lay ; 
But  earnest  we  pray  that  the  Father,  of  Mercy 
Will  guide  thee  in  peace  o'er  life's  thorny  way. 

'  And,  oh !  may  we  meet  where  thy  harp  shall  be  telling 

High  praise  to  the  Author  of  wisdom  and  might, 

Whose  mandate  from  chaos  worlds  countless  created, 

And  mantled  our  own  with  the  garmeot  of  night' 

'  Hereafter,'  adds  Mr.  Dean,  '  when  the  thoughts  of  the  delightful  vocalist  shall 
recur  to  the  past,  they  will  perhaps  rest  for  a  moment  on  this  Home  of  the  Blind ; 
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let  him  think  then  how  much  enjoyment  he  has  conferred  upon  the  inmates,  and 
with  how  much  of  grateful  feeling  he  is  remembered  there.'  We  can  answer,  we 
think,  for  our  friend  Dempster,  that  he  will  never  sing  the  touchiug  words,  '  I  am 
blind,  O  !  I  'm  blind !'  without  recalling  to  mind  the  scene  we  have  permanently  re- 
corded here. 


Gossip  with  Readers  and  Correspondents.  —  We  have  just  risen  from  the  peru- 
sal of  a  recent  volume  from  the  press  of  Messrs.  Appleton  and  Company,  with  the 
honest  title  of  'A  Plea  for  Amusements.'  Its  author  is  Mr.  Frederick  W.  Sawyer  ; 
and  it  is  not  too  much  to  say,  that  he  deserves  the  cordial  thanks  of  every  well-wisher 
to  his  country's  happiness,  individually  and  nationally,  for  the  excellent  manner  in 
which  he  has  discharged  the  task  he  had  imposed  upon  himself.  His  argument,  at 
the  beginning,  is,  that '  our  Creator  has  seen  fit  to  surround  us  with  a  host  of  influ- 
ences ;  and  he  who  has  the  wisdom  to  justly  appreciate  all  of  them,  and  the  disposi- 
tion to  employ  all  of  them  in  their  proper  places,  may  gather  from  life  all  the  sweets 
that  it  is  capable  of  affording,  and  lie  down  at  last  educated  for  happiness  in  a 
brighter  sphere '  Mr.  Sawyer  goes  back  to  the  early  ages,  and  proves  from  the 
Bible  that  under  the  Mosaic  dispensation  the  tendency  of  the  whole  feast-day  and 
holy-day  economy  was  to  bring  the  people  together  in  social  worship  and  rejoicing, 
and  that  there  was  nothing  tending  to  drive  them  asunder  and  into  solitude.  It  was 
the  Pharisees  only  who  eschewed  the  common  enjoyments  of  life  ;  who  made  long 
prayers,  and  announced  a  new  way  to  heaven  through  self-imposed  tribulations  and 
tears;  scouring  the  outside  of  platters  and  whitewashing  the  outside  of  sepulchres. 
But  Christ  came  '  eating  and  drinking  ;'  he  was  at  the  great  rejoicing  at  the  mar- 
riage-festival  in  Cana,  in  Galilee  ;  he  was  social  in  his  habits  and  character,  and 
hence  was  denounced  by  the  Pharisees  as  *  gluttonous  and  a  wine-bibber,'  and  a 
friend  of  publicans  and  sinners.  The  difference  between  the  creed  of  the  Pharisees 
and  that  of  Christ  and  his  apostles  was,  that  the  former  required  their  disciples  to 
appear  holy,  while  the  latter  required  theirs  to  be  holy.  A  few  centuries  after  the 
Christian  era  came  an  order  of  ascetics,  who  were  dissatisfied  with  nature  as  it  was, 
and  insisted  that  this  world  was  no  place  for  them ;  that  it  was  an  entire  mistake  in 
putting  them  here ;  and  hence  shut  themselves  up  in  monasteries  and  nunneries,  to 
correct  the  evil  as  far  as  they  could.  They  made  a  world  of  their  own,  cold,  dark, 
dreary,  uncomely,  inhospitable  and  unsocial,  which,  with  a  few  torments  of  their 
own  seeking,  was  to  fit  them  for  heaven,  whose  joys  were  to  bear  an  exact  proportion 
to  the  absence  of  all  comfort  and  happiness  below.  The  prejudice  against  amuse- 
ments, says  our  author,  is  the  growth  of  eighteen  hundred  years'  constant  teaching. 
The  seed  was  sown  by  the  Pharisees  some  two  or  three  centuries  previous  to  the 
Christian  era ;  its  growth  was  choked  by  the  teaching  of  Christ  and  his  apostles, 
but  grew  and  flourished  throughout  the  middle  ages,  and  was  only  checked,  not 
rooted  out,  by  the  reformation.  Amusements  have  led  a  sort  of  gypsy  life,  hang- 
ing upon  the  outskirts  of  religious  society,  poaching  now  a  little  here  and  then  a 
little  there.  Thrust  from  the  presence  and  firesides  of  the  religious,  and  those  under 
their  influence,  there  seemed  to  be  no  other  places  for  such  enjoyments  save  public 
halls  and  saloons  ;  not  the  most  fitting  places  to  raise  up  pure,  innocent  and  healthy 
amusements.  Hostility  to  pleasure  and  amusements  is  the  great  distinguishing  fea- 
ture between  the  religious  man,  technically  speaking,  and  the  man  of  the  world. 
Men  pass  from  the  world  into  the  church,  without  abating  one  hair's  breadth  of  their 
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devotion  to  the  pursuits  of  ambition  and  pain.  In  most  cases,  the  only  change  in 
their  former  pursuits  is  in  their  pleasures  and  amusement?.  They  are  as  early,  as 
late  and  as  eager  in  the  arena  of  distinction  or  on  the  mart  as  before,  but  less  often 
or  never  at  the  festive  board  and  at  public  and  private  diversions.  The  new  calls 
upon  their  time  made  by  their  religious  duties  are  generally  eked  out  from  their  hours 
of  recreation  and  diversion,  seldom  from  those  of  their  business.  The  bounties  of 
Providence,  it  is  justly  contended,  and  the  pleasures  of  life,  are  not  corrupt,  but  our 
pampered  appetites,  our  perverted  tastes,  that  misuse  them.  It  is  the  latter  that 
are  to'  be  denounced  and  guarded  against,  not  the  former.  Amusements  are  the  na- 
tural allies  of  our  race,  in  training  us  physically,  morally,  intellectually,  socially  and 
religiously  for  happiness.  We  should  be  glad  to  follow  our  author  more  in  detail ;  and 
yet  we  desire  rather  that  the  reader  should  see  for  himself,  in  the  volume  under  no- 
tice, how  admirably  and  thoroughly  this  important  subject  has  been  treated.  Well 
and  truly  does  Mr.  Sawyer  remark,  that  in  order  to  break  up  the  eternal  round  of 
labor,  by  old  and  young,  by  rich  and  poor,  as  though  an  invisible  power  impelled  them 
to  it,  we  need  more  stated  holidays,  when  they  may  lay  aside  their  usual  avocations, 
and  'join  in  rejoicing:'  'The  All-wise  Governor  of  the  Universe  has  made  it  a 
law  of  our  being  that  the  attainment  of  the  greatest  degree  of  bodily  health  and  the 
highest  moral,  religious,  intellectual  and  social  culture,  shall  depend  in  some  degree 
on  the  aid  of  daily  amusements.  Children  brought  up  without  amusements  soon 
lose  their  loveliest  characteristics,  and  become  thoughtful,  cold,  calculating,  and  har- 
dened in  all  the  selfish  ways  of  the  world.  We  commend-  the  author's  remarks  on 
the  great  crime  of  dancing,  to  the  consideration  of  the  prize-writer  against  it,  in  the 
American  Tract  Society's  pamphlet :  '  Dancing  is  calculated  to  be  an  efficient  aid  in 
improving  and  refining  the  manners  of  a  people,  and  smoothing  the  way  to  that  free 
and  respectful  and  delicate  intercourse  between  the  sexes,  that  is  so  necessary  for 
their  highest  happiness.'  .  .  .  Somebody  in  the  '  Boston  Chronotype'  impugns  in 
verse  the  assumption  of  our  friend  and  correspondent  Saxe,  in  his  '  Rail-Road  Lyric,' 
that  it  is  '  pleasant  riding  on  a  rail.'    His  experience  is  quite  of  a  different  character: 


'Smashing  through  the  forests, 

K  oil  in  jr  down  the  ridges, 
Jumping  into  ditches, 

Tumbling  over  bridges ! 
Passengers  are  quickly 

Lying  on  their  buck  ; 
Hang  me  !  if  it 's  pleasant, 

Ruuuing  off  the  track! 

'Passengers  are  vainly 

Trying  to  get  out; 
Woman  in  the  door-way 

Who  is  very  stout ; 
Gentb-nuiu  behind 

Threatens  he  will  kick  her; 
Gentleman  that's  druuk 

bays  he  'd  like  to  lick-ker ! 


1  Gentleman  in  black, 
Standing  ruth^r  tall; 
Graeious!  he  is  losing 

Le<r*  and  boots  and  all! 
Gentleman  in  blue, 

Looking  rather  red, 
Feeling  lor  his  hat, 
Cannot  find  his  head  ! 


'Market-woman  tumbling 

Over  all  her  eggs, 
Feeling  for  the  basket, 

Misses  both  her  legs ! 
Office-seeker  Dear  her 

Falls  upon  his  rump, 
Says  he  must  be  now 

Takiug  to  the  stump ! 

1  Rather  oldish  woman, 

Letting  full  a  book, 
Asks  for  the  Conductor 

With  a  knowing  look; 
Clinging  to  his  coat-tail, 

Whispers  to  a  stranger, 
'  TAey  are  uever  injured  — 

I  am  out  of  danger !' 

1  Fellow  from  Vermont, 

Turning  rather  pale, 
Says  it  i$n't  pleasant, 

Riding  on  a  rail ! 
Doctor  with  his  booty, 

Thinks  of  making  tracks ; 
Bagging  up  his  bodies, 

Asking  for  his  Sacks!' 


But  Saxe  makes  no  reply,  for  he  had  '  the  initial'  in  the  argument 
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New  Poems  bt  Amebic  an  Ports.  1.  'The  Prophecy  of  the  Santon,  and  other  Poem*.'  WorceV 
ter:  Edward  Livermore.  Boston:  Phillips  and  Sampson.  2.  'Liberty,  a  Poem,' by  John 
Henry  Hopkins,  Jr.,  M.  A.  New-York :  D.  Appleton  and  Company.  3.  Poems  by  E.  Cuktim 
Hine.  Auburn:  Henry  Oliph ant.  4.  •  Rhymes  of  the  North  Countrie,'  by  A. M.  Gleeman. 
Cincinnati:  J.  A.  and  N.  P.  James. 

We  have  '  lumped'  together,  for  the  purpose  of  little  more  than  an  announcement, 

four  of  the  latest  poetical  productions  which  have  reached  us  from  our  rhyme-smitten 

young  countrymen.    The  authors  of  the  first  three  publications  named  above,  are 

correspondents  of  this  Magazine  ;  and  their  communications,  beside  being  familiar  to 

our  readers,  have  been  transplanted  from  the  pages  of  the  Knickerbocker  into  many 

of  the  numerous  and  widely-diffused  journals  of  the  day,  previous  to  being  collected 

in  the  volumes  before  us.     *  The  Prophecy  of  the  Santon  illustrates,  in  brief,  rapid 

and  picturesque  rhythmical  sentences,  the  fulfilment  of  the  prediction  of  the  fall  of 

Grenada  by  one  of  those  holy  men  termed  Santons,  who,  according  to  Washington 

Irving,  '  pass  their  lives  in  hermitage,  in  fasting,  meditation  and  prayer,  until  they 

have  attained  to  the  purity  of  saints  and  the  foresight  of  prophets.'    Its  conclusion 

is  picturesque : 

4  Centuries  have  rolled  in  silence  down  the  ringing  aisles  of  Time, 
And  't  is  finished  as  the  Santon  read  of  old  the  mystic  rhyme. 
Still  the  Xenil  and  the  Darro  'mid  luxurious  gardens  flow, 
And  Nevada  lifts  its  summit,  crowned  with  everlasting  suow ; 
Still  the  vega  blooms  with  beauty  in  its  own  enchanted  vale, 
In  the  orange  groves  as  sweetly  sings  the  pensive  nightingale ; 
But  the  grand  old  Moorish  city  in  its  beauty  lives  no  more, 
It  has  wandered,  like  its  builders,  to  some  far-off  brighter  shore ; 
The  Alhambra  stands  in  ruins,  like  a  thing  departed — dead  ; 
And  across  its  golden  fret-work  now  the  spider  tpins  his  thread  ; 
And  the  light  Moresco  arches  in  their  crumbling  ruins  lie, 
And  the  owl  comes  forth  at  twilight  with  his  mournful,  boding  cry; 
Fair  in  ruins ;  and  the  pilgrim  weeping  leans  upon  bis  staff, 
For  he  reads  it?  former  splendor  in  that  frowning  cenotaph. 
Art.  though  long,  is  not  immortal;  it,  too,  hastens  to  decay ; 
Nature,  with  her  royal  sceptre,  claims  at  last  imperial  sway ; 
And  the  moss  leaves  and  the  lichens  up  those  columned  temples  climb, 
Marking  out  past  centuries,  like  wrinkles  on  the  brow  of  Time.' 

This  longer  poem  is  succeeded  by  several  brief  lyrical  pieces ;  and  when  the 
reader  is  informed  that  they  are  from  the  same  pen  which  sketched  the  recent  ad- 
mirable lines  entitled  «  Midnight,'  '  Angel-Love,'  «  Storm-Song,'  etc.,  in  these  pages, 
he  will  need  no  additional  incentive  to  seek  them  out  in  the  handsome  volume  which 
contains  them.  *  John  H.  Riieyn,'  the  anagramatic  nom-de -plume  of  the  author 
of  «  Liberty,'  has  been  long  and  favorably  known  to  our  readers  ;  and  his  poem,  which 
was  delivered  before  the  literary  societies  of  the  Univeiwty  of  Vermont  in  August 
last,  will  in  no  respect  detract  from  the  honor  which  he  has  won  for  himself  in  this 
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(perhaps  his)  coat  was  of  velvet,  the  other  of  cloth.     Mrs.  P ,  then  S M. 

B ,  was  there  ;  and,  by  the  way,  some  of  the  extracts  from  her  diary  and  papers, 

published  in  the  Knickerbocker,  I  recognize  as  copies  or  originals  of  parts  of  notes 

and  letters  addressed  to  me,  during  the  continuance  of  an  unclouded  friendship,  the 

loss  of  which,  by  her  death,  I  shall  always  deplore.     This  « talk*  is  intended  in  gome 

sort  to  excuse  the  request  I  have  made,  for  /  need  no  introduction  to  you.     You  are 

ever  freshly  before  me  in  print ;  but  as  the  '  West1  has  not  yet  sent  me  either  to  the' 

penitentiary  or  to  congress,  I  have  no  right  to  suppose  that  you  ever  saw  or  heard  of 

me.     I  can  claim  only  an  introduction,  followed  by  the  obliviscatory  hiatus  of  fourteen 

years.     Fourteen  years  !  —  how  much  has  happened  to  both  of  us  since  that  to  me 

distant  period  !  .    .    .    Quite   grateful  to  *  Wooster- Street ;'  but  we  have  not  the 

slightest  desire  to  penetrate  the  mystery  of  '  Nelson,  the  Astrologer,'  or  '  Madame 

ADOLPH,the  Fortune-Teller.'     When  we  desire  to  know  more  of  our  fortune  than  is 

developed  in  the  regular  progress  of  time,  we  shall  adopt  the  experiment  recorded  in 

'  Two  Noble  Kinsmen  :' 

'  Would  I  could  find  a  fine  Fro*;  he  would  tell  me 
News  from  all  parts  o'  lb'  world  ;  then  would  1  make 
A  cureck  of  a  cockle-shell,  .and  sayle 
By  east  and  north  east  to  the  King  of  Pigmies, 
For  he  tells  fortunes  rarely.' 

'  Professor  Tayler  Lewis,'  whose  private  '  I'  is  so  frequently  obtruded  upon  the 
public  eye  ;  who  covers  a  larger  piece  of  bread  with  a  smaller  piece  of  butter  than  any 
writer  with  whom  we  are  acquainted  ;  who,  by  reason  of  an  inveterate  and  querulous 
cacoethes  scribendi,  stands  most  of  the  time  before  the  metropolis  in  a  small  tub  of  ex- 
ceedingly hot  water,  having  always  been  shamefully  ill-treated  by  some  utterly  dis- 
comfitted  antagonist  whom,  in  his  capacity  of  Moral  and  Theological  Gladiator,  he  has 
dragooned  into  a  contest  with  him  ;  '  Professor  Tayler  Lewis,'  we  say,  has  pub- 
lished a  long  and  very  labored  response  to  the  brief  criticism  of  Mr.  Bristed  upon 
his  *  Plato  Contra- At heof?  in  a  late  number  of  this  Magazine.  This  response  is 
prefaced  by  a  characteristic  letter,  equally  courteous  and  truthful,  in  which  our 
volunteer  Disputant-General  complains  of  the  Editor  hereof  for  declining  to  permit 
him  farther  to  occupy  the  pages  of  the  Knickerbocker  with  his  verbose  recrimina- 
tions, in  which  not  one  in  ten  of  our  readers  have  a  particle  of  interest.  Let  us 
look  at  this  matter  for  a  moment  In  the  first  place,  we  admitted,  without  the  slight- 
est claim  on  the  ambitious  '  Professor's'  part  that  we  should  do  so,  some  dozen  close- 
printed  pages  in  reply  to  a  line  and  a  half — embraced  in  an  elaborate  article  upou  a 
work  by  another  writer  —  in  which  a  merely  incidental  reference  was  made  to  a 
single  error  in  Mr.  Lewis's  book.  Our  critic  had  certainly  a  claim  upon  us  to  be 
permitted  to  reply  briefly  to  a  labored  article,  so  slightly  based,  which  not  only  ac- 
cused him  of  falsifying  himself  in  the  particular  instance  cited,  but  made  several 
now  and  totally  irrelevant  issues.  He  was  entitled,  as  every  reader  will  perceive, 
to  sustain  his  original  charge,  and  to  show  that  he  was  justified  in  alluding  to  a  par- 
ticular •  portentous  blunder,'  since  (as  was  made  abundautly  apparent  by  invariable  re- 
ference to  page  and  passage)  it  was  far  from  standing  alone  in  the  evidently  defective 
work  under  consideration.  Personally,  we  knew  little  of  Mr.  Lewis  and  less  of  Mr. 
Bristed,  and  were  not  then,  aud  are  not  now,  under  the  slightest  obligation  of  any  sort 
to  either  of  them.  As  the  case  stood,  the  '  Professor'  had  had  ten  pages  and  upward  to 
our  critic's  four;  and  having  in  fresh  remembrance  the  '  patient  sufferance'  of  our  friend 
the  editor  of  '  The  Tribune '  daily  journal,  under  sundry  long  and  wordy  inflictions 
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Xknophon's  Memorabilia  of  Socrates  :  with  Notes  by  R.  D.  C.  Robbins,  Librarian,  Andorer 
Theological  Seminary.    Andover:   W.  H.  Wardwell. 

A  vert  good  selection  of  an  author,  and  very  well  edited.  Xenofhon's  smooth 
and  harmonious  Greek,  disfigured  by  no  difficult  or  corrupt  passages,  is  most  tempting 
to  the  student,  and  the  character  he  gives  of  his  master  Socrates  is  equally  interest- 
ing and  instructive.  Mr.  Robbins'  notes  are  very  copious  without  being  at  all  otiose, 
and  the  translations  contained  in  them  are  for  the  most  part  exceedingly  accurate, 
and  at  the  same  time,  elegant  English  j  a  combination  not  always  attained  by  our 
editors.  For  two  things  especially  he  deserves  much  praise  ;  first,  that  he  has  not 
been  deterred  from  giving  plenty  of  notes  by  the  absurd  clamor  raised  against  them 
in  certain  quarters ;  secondly,  that  he  has  showed  no  false  modesty  in  trying  to 
emasculate  his  author.  We  are  persuaded  that  an  occasional  glimpse  at  the  vices  of 
Greek  society  is  positively  beneficial,  as  it  impresses  on  the  mind  more  strikingly  than 
any  thing  else  could  do,  the  utter  insufficiency  of  the  highest  intellectual  and  artistic 
excellence,  without  true  religion,  to  form  a  virtuous  community.  From  Mr.  Robbins* 
preface,  he  is  evidently  of  the  Xenophon  party  ;  that  is,  of  those  who  believe  that 
Xenophon  represented  the  opinions  of  Socrates  more  literally  than  Plato  did ;  and 
therein  we  agree  with  Mr.  Robbins.  While  looking  over  the  notes,  a  few  remarks 
have  occurred  to  us,  at  which  we  trust  no  offence  will  be  taken ;  they  will  snow,  at 
any  rate,  that  we  have  read  the  book  with  some  attention,  and  are  not  merely  giving 
Mr.  Robbins  a  '  puff'  to  get  rid  of  him.  Among  the '  sources  of  information  respect- 
ing the  Sophists,'  (p.  184  of  the  notes,)  '  Isocrates  contra  Sophistas*  ought  to  have 
been  mentioned ;  it  is  a  very  forcible  summary  of  the  case  against  them.  'Etrtp  y«, 
(cap.  4,  §  4,)  is  not  fully  expressed  by  '  if  indeed.1  "Eirep  means  more  than  if.  It 
signifies  either  if,  as  we  suppose  to  be  the  case,  or  if,  as  is  the  case  =  since.  We 
would  translate  the  expression  in  this  place,  if  indeed  as  your  question  seems  to  im- 
ply.  This  deserves  notice  as  a  solitary  exception  to  the  editor's  general  accuracy  in 
discriminating  the  nice  shades  of  meaning  conveyed  by  the  Greek  particles — an 
accuracy  we  should  like  td  see  generally  imitated  by  our  scholars.  Though  Kuhne&'b 
explanation  of  Kv0tpv&v  rs  KaraoraBsU,  (cap.  7,  §  3,)  may  be  admissible,  it  certainly 
is  more  simple  and  satisfactory  to  translate  the  particle  in  this  place  for  instance. 
diraX>a{cin>  does  not  mean  *  depart  from  his  profession,'  but  end,  come  off.  The  con- 
struction of  the  first  line  in  the  quotation  from  Hesiod  (Lit  2,  cap.  1,  $  20,)  is  not 
inverted.  The  idea  is,  You  may  get  vice  easily  even  («a<)  in  the  crowd  ;  you  need 
not  go  any  particular  road  for  it.  *Ex*<  hiv  *»«£*«*  nut  raffra,  (Lib.  2,  cap.  6,  {  21,) 
is  very  oddly  translated ;  it  looks  like  a  misprint,  and  probably  is.  IlspMas  n  ayadd*, 
(cap.  6,  {  13,)  is  a  metaphorical  phrase,  and  should  be  rendered  not  by  doing  some- 
thing valuable,  but  by  making  it  a  present  of,  etc.  The  appendix  on  the  Socratio 
6atp6»tov  is  succinct  and  satisfactory,  but  the  translation  demon  ought  to  be  discarded 
altogether.  The  proper  term  is  either  inspiration  or  divinity,  which  latter  Mr.  Rob* 
bins  uses  in  another  place.  It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  such  a  scholar  as  Mr. 
Robbins  should  have  sanctioned  by  his  example  the  foolish  innovation  of  leaving  one 
I  out  of  sundry  words  which  are  properly  entitled  to  two.  The  book  is  neatly  printed, 
but  not  quite  free  from  typographical  errors.  In  conclusion,  we  repeat  onr  conviction 
that  Mr.  Robbins'  edition  of  the  '  Memorabilia  *  does  much  credit  to  his  judgment 
and  scholarship,  and  is  a  valuable  acquisition  to  onr  students. 
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are  insipid,  and  whose  time  tedious  ?  '  Their  fortune  has  placed  them  above  care, 
while  their  loss  of  taste  has  reduced  them  below  diversion.'  .  .  .  The  narrative 
sketch  entitled  'Some  Passages  in  the  Life  of  a  Coquette'  is  instructive  in  incident, 
but  its  style  is  infelicitous.  The  whole  history  of  the  writer,  supposing  the  record  to 
be  veritable,  is  illustrative  of  the  truth  of  the  warning  given  by  old  John  Lilly,  in 
his  '  Love's  Metamorphoses :  *  Let  all  ladies  beware  to  offend  those  in  spight  that  love 
them  in  honour ;  for  when  the  crow  shall  set  his  foote  in  their  eye,  and  the  blacke 
oxe  tread  on  their  foote,  they  shall  find  their  misfortunes  to  be  equall  with  their  de- 
formities, and  men  both  to  loathe  and  laugh  at  them.'  Coquettes!  '  tremble  fearfully 
hereat !'  A  vermillion  hint.  Respect  this.'  .  .  .  There  is  a  bit  of  dry  satire  in  this  lit- 
tle episode  in  the  weekly  life  of  Dicken's  Captain  Cuttle:  'On  Sunday  nights  the 
captain  always  read  for  himself,  before  going  to  bed,  a  certain  Divine  Sermon  once 
delivered  on  a  Mount ;  and  although  he  was  accustomed  to  quote  the  text  without  book, 
after  his  own  manner,  he  appeared  to  read  it  with  as  reverent  an  understanding  of 
its  heavenly  spirit  as  if  he  had  got  it  all  by  heart  in  Greek,  and  had  been  able  to  write 
any  number  of  fierce  theological  disquisitions  on  its  every  phrase.  .  .  .  We  perceive 
by  a  paragraph  in  an  Alabama  newspaper  that  an  officer  of  a  volunteer  corps  was  fol- 
lowed to  New -Orleans  by  his  young  wife,  who  implored  him  to  permit  her  to  share 
the  privations  and  perils  which  he  would  be  called  upon  to  endure.  He  might  have 
addressed  her  in  the  language  of  the  ballad  of  '  Fair  Rosamond  :' 


1  Content  thyself,  my  dearest  love, 

Thy  rest,  at  home  shall  be, 
la  England's  sweet  and  pleasant  isle, 

For  travell  fits  uot  thee. 
Fair  ladies  brooke  not  bloudy  warres; 

Soft  peace  their  sexe  delightcs  ; 
Not  rasrged  campea,  but  courtlye  bowers, 

Gay  feastes,  not  cruel  fightes. 


'  My  Rose  shall  safely  here  abide, 

With  musicke  passe  the  daye; 
Whilst  1,  ainonge  the  piercing  pikes, 

My  foes  seeke  far  away. 
My  Rose  shall  shine  in  pearle  and  golde 

Whilst  I  'me  in  armour  dighte ; 
Gay  galliards  here  my  love  shall  dance, 

Whilst  1  my  foes  go  fighte.' 


We  have  borrowed  a  copy  of  Longfellow's  last  work,  '  Evangeline,  a  Tale  of 
Acadie, '(our  friends  the  publishers  having  quite  forgotten  us,)  and  have  read  it  through. 
Let  us  say  in  brief,  that  the  story  is  simple,  poetical,  and  replete  with  charming  natu- 
ral pictures,  as  we  hope  to  exemplify  hereafter.  But  the  hexameter  stanza  in  which 
it  is  written  seems  to  our  ear  and  comprehension  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  species 
of  Ossianic  prose,  in  inverted,  transposed,  but  most  carefully-measured  sentences. 
4  We  may  be  wrong,  but  that  is  our  opinion ;'  and  in  justification  of  our  impressions, 
we  give  below  an  extract  or  two,  verbatim  from  the  original,  save  in  mere  form : 

'  Swiftly  they  hurried  away  to  the  forge  of  Basil  the  blacksmith.  Thereat  the  door  they  stood 
with  wondering  eye*  to  behold  him  take  in  his  leathern  lap  the  hoof  of  the  horse  as  a  plaything, 
nailing  the  shoo  in  its  pi  tee  ;  while  neur  him  the  tire  of  the  cart-wheel  lay  like  a  fiery  snake, coiled 
round  in  a  circle  of  cinders.  Oft  «>u  autumnal  eves,  when  without  in  the  gathering  darkness  bursting 
with  liirht  !>erme:l  the  smithy,  through  every  cranny  and  crevice,  warm  by  the  forge  within  they 
watched  the  laboring  bellows,  and  us  its  panting  ceased,  and  the  sparks  expired  in  the  ash os,  merrily 
laughed,  tin  i  s.-iid  tln-v  were  nun-  goiutr  into  the  chapel.  Oft  on  sledges  in  winter,  as  swift  as  the 
swoop  of  the  eatzle,  down  the  lull-side  bounding,  they  glided  away  o'er  the  meadow.  Oft  in  the  barns 
they  climbed  to  the  populous  nests  on  the  rafters,  seeking  with  eager  eyes  that  wondrous  stone,which 
the  swallow  brings  from  the  *hore  of  the  sea  to  restore  the  sight  of  it  fledglings  j  lucky  was  he  who 
found  that  stone  in  the  nest  of  the  swallow  !' 

The  incidental  picture  of  Basil's  shop  was  not  less  felicitously  given,  we  think,  by 
Mr.  Longfellow  in  '  The  Village  Blacksmith/  written  for  these  pages.  We  annex 
another  passage,  a  scene  in  autumn  ;  quaint,  and  full  of  natural  description: 

'Day  v\ith  its  burden  and  heat  had  departed,  and  twilight  descending  brought  back  the  evening 

star  to  the  sky,  .ind  the  herds  to  the  homestead.    Pawing  the  ground  they  came,  and  resting  their 

necks  on  each  other,  and  with  their  no.-uils  distended  inhaling  the  freshness  of  evening.     Foremost, 

beariug  the  bell,  Evangeline's  beautiful  heifer,  proud  of  her  suow-wbite  hide,  and  the  ribbon  that 
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waved  from  her  collar,  quietly  paced  and  slow,  as  if  conscious  of  human  affection.  Then  came  the 
shepherd  back  with  his  bleating  flocks  from  the  sea-side,  where  was  their  favorite  pasture.  Behind 
them  followed  the  watch  dog, patient,  full  of  importance,  and  grand  in  the  pride  of  his  instinct,  walk 
ing  from  side  to  side  with  a  lordly  air,  und  superbly  waving  his  busby  tail,  and  urging  forward  the 
stragglers;  regent  of  flocks  was  he  when  the  shepherd  slept ;  their  protector,  when  from  the  forest 
at  night,  through  the  starry  silence,  the  wolves  howled.  Late,  with  the  rising  moon,  returned  the 
wains  from  the  marshes,  laden  with  briuy  hay,  that  filled  the  air  with  its  odor.  Cheerily  neighed  the 
steeds,  with  dew  on  their  manes  and  their  fetlocks,  while  aloft  on  their  shoulders  the  wooden  and  pon- 
derous saddles,  painted  with  brilliant  dyes,  and  adorned  with  tassels  of  crimson,  nodded  in  bright 
array,  like  hollyhocks  heavy  with  blossoms.  Patiently  stood  the  cows  meanwhile,  and  yielded  their 
udders  unto  the  milk-maid's  hand;  whilst  loud  and  in  regular  cadence  into  the  sounding  pail  the 
foaming  streamlets  descended.' 

Fending  the  preparation  of  a  more  elaborate  notice  of  *  Evangeline,'  accompanied 
by  extracts,  with  the  author's  own  division  into  lines,  we  give  these  two  passages  in 
plain  prose,  as  illustrative  of  our  '  first  impressions'  of  the  hexameter  stanza,  as  here 
developed.  •  .  .  The  '  Boston  Morning  Post,'  one  of  the  liveliest  and  pleasantest 
journals  of  the  country,  thus  '  hits  the  nail  on  the  head'  in  a  notice  of  Mr.  Slum' 
pen-and-ink  'Views  and  Reviews  of  American  Literature  :  *  If  we  understand  Mr. 
Simm8  and  his  colleagues,'  ((  PufFer-Hopkins'-MATHEws  and  the  rest,)  it  is  necessary 
that  our  writers  should  choose  American  subjects,  in  order  that  their  productions, 
however  good,  should  constitute  a  real  '  American  literature ;'  and  that  they  should 
fill  their  books  with  a  certain  mysterious  '  American  spirit/  very  difficult  to  describe 
and  exceedingly  hard  to  imagine.  Hence  Shakspeare's  '  Romeo  and  Juliet1  is  scarcely 
English  literature,  because  its  subject  and  its  spirit  are  Italian.  At  least,  this  is  all 
we  can  make  of  the  argument  of  Mr.  Simms  and  his  brethren.  It  is  a  pity  that  some 
one  of  these  gentlemen  should  not  produce  a  work  which  would  serve  to  show  what 
this  singular '  American  literature'  really  is.  One  look  at  such  a  model  would  be  more 
convincing  than  the  perusal  of  scores  of  essays.'  It  was  thought  for  some  time  that 
we  could  have  no  '  American  literature'  unless  our  writers  infused  a  large  proportion 
of  Indian  character  into  all  their  works ;  so  that  we  came  to  have  aboriginal  ingre- 
dients in  all  our  indigenous  intellectual  food  ;  Indiau  bread,  Indian  hoe-cake,  Indian 
Johnny-cake,  Indian  Hasty -pudding,  (very  hasty,  much  of  it,)  and  Indian  baked - 
pudding,  by  '  half-baked'  authorlings,  until  the  public  became  utterly  surfeited  with 
these  '  made-dishes'  .  .  .  Youthful  and  ardent  lover!  if  your  fair  inamorata  re- 
plies to  your  fervent  wooing  that  she  is  *  ower  young  to  marry  yet,'  quote  to  her  these 
lines  of  '  rare  Ben  Jowson.'    They  wilf  set  her  a-thinking: 

1  Dears,  doe  not  your  faire  beautie  wronge,  '  Your  cherry  lipp,  redde,  soAe  and  sweete, 
In  thinking  still  you  are  too  younae;  Proclaimes  such  fruite  for  taste  is  meete; 

The  rose  and  lillies  in  your  cheekes  j        Love  is  still  younge.  a  brisksome  boye, 

Flourish,  and  no  more  ripening  sekes ;  j        And  younglings  are  allowed  to  toye ; 

The  flaming  beames  shott  from  your  eye  i        Then  lose  no  lime,  for  Love  bath  win  gee, 

Doe  shewe  Love's  midsomere  is  nighe.  |        And  flies  away  from  aged  thingea.' 

<  Professor  Ingrahax,'  who  has  within  the  last  ten  years  written  more  immoral 
works  than  any  other  of  the  many  penny-a-line  scribblers  to  whom  the  '  cheap  and 
nasty'  school  of  ephemeral  publications  have  given  birth,  has  taken  to  the  Church 
for  a  '  living !'  •  We  do  n't  know,'  says  the  lively  and  clever  «  Sunday  Dispatch,9 
•  whether  to  sympathise  with  the  Public,  the  Church,  or  the  Professor  himself.  We 
resign  the  man  who  wrote  '  The  Cigar-Girl  of  Broadway'  and  'The  Dancing  Fea- 
ther,' thankful  that  he  has  escaped  from  the  thick  smoke  of  sin  and  emerged  into  a 
purer  atmosphere.  We  will  send  you  others  as  fast  as  we  can.  Willis  may  be 
prevailed  upon  to  wear  black  and  take  to  divinity.  He  was  once  hopefully  pious, 
but.  that  was  before  he  went  to  Italy.  Mathews — would  you  like  to  receive  him  ? 
He  wean  spectacles  already  !    Morris  may  enlist  when  he  has  served  his  tune  out 
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in  the  militia/  etc.  -  •  •  The  following  sketch  of  the  great  Fisher  Ames  proceeds 
from  one  who  knew  him,  and  who  heard  him  on  the  occasion  referred  to:  'When 
Mr.  Ames  rose  to  speak,  he  was  so  feeble  as  to  be  hardly  able  to  stand)  and  supported 
himself  by  leaning  upon  his  desk.  As  from  the  first  faint  tones  he  rose  to  the  impas- 
sioned outpourings  of  high  sentiment  and  patriotic  zeal,  his  physical  energies  increased 
till  the  powers  of  his  body  seemed  equal  to  those  of  his  mind.  At  the  close,  he  sank 
down  weak  and  exhausted  ;  his  mind  agitated  like  the  ocean  after  a  storm,  and  his 
nerves  like  the  shrouds  of  a  ship  torn  by  the  tempest.'  Such  were  the  men  who,  when 
our  courtry's  peace,  happiness  and  prosperity  were  at  hazard  ;  when  our  national 
honor  was  tottering,  and  in  immediate  danger  of  being  sacrificed ;  when  discord,  an- 
archy and  war  with  all  their  horrors  were  entering  upon  the  peaceful  borders  of 
America;  stepped  forward  and  saved  her.  Honored  be  their  great  names  for 
ever !  .  .  .  We  spoke  the  other  day  of  resemblances  of  thought  between  two  au- 
thors, which,  although  striking,  could  imply  nothing  like  plagiarism.  In  '  The  Cittit 
Night-Cap,'  by  Robert  Davenport,  an  old  English  author,  are  these  lines: 

'  Thou  may'wt  hold  an  elephant  with  a  thread,  eat  fire 
And  not  be  burnt,  or  catch  birds  with  desire ; 
Quench  flame  with  oil,  cut  diamonds  with  glass, 
Fierce  steel  with  feathers;  this  thou  may'st  bring  to  pass, 
Sooner  than  hope  to  steal  the  husband's  right, 
Who>e  wife  is  honest,  and  no  hypocrite.' 

Sir  Walter  Scott,  in  '  The  Lady  of  the  Lake,1  says: 

'  For  he  that  stops  a  stream  with  sand, 
Or  fetters  flame  with  flaxen  band, 
Hnth  yet  a  harder  task  to  prove, 
By  firm  resolve  to  conquer  love.* 

Sir  Samuel  Tuke,  who  wrote  in  the  reign  of  Charles"  the  Second,  has  the  sub- 
joined couplet  in  his  «  Adventure  of  Five  Hours:' 

'  The  man  I  love  it*  forced  to  fly  my  sight, 
And  like  a  Parthian,  kills  me  in  his  flight' 

Thus  also  Prior,  in  a  somewhat  more  elaborate  version  of  the  same  thought: 

'So  when  the  Parthian  turned  his  steed, 
And  from  the  hostile  camp  withdrew, 
Ho  backward  sent  the  fatal  reed, 
Secure  of  conquest  as  he  flew.' 

Apropos  of  Tuke:  that  is  a  felicitous  illustration  which  he  gives  of  « Platonic 
Love,'  as  distinguished  from  the  '  dividual  desire*  of  the  sexes,  (■«  Like  the  sun  and 
moon,  which  have  courted  for  many  thousand  years,  and  yet  have  never  touched,') 
is  it  not  ?  •  •  •  We  grieve  to  be  obliged  to  record  the  death  of  our  friend  and 
kinsman,  George  H.  Colton,  Esq.,  Editor  of  the  *  American  Whig  Review,*  at 
the  early  age  of  twenty-nine  years.  His  disease  originally  was  a  malignant  typhus 
fever,  which  was  followed  by  congestion  of  the  brain.  Mr.  Colton  was  a  young 
man  of  genius,  of  an  enterprising  spirit,  and  good  principles.  His  '  Tecumsth*  an 
elaborate  poem,  will  remain  as  a  monument  of  his  fine  poetical  feeling,  his  deep 
love  of  nature,  his  graphic  descriptive  powers,  and  his  remarkable  facility  of  versifi- 
cation. As  editor  of  the  Review  which  he  published,  (and  which  is  to  be  continued 
under  the  bebt  auspices,)  he  succeeded  in  winning  the  approbation  of  a  great  political 
party,  and  in  a  literary  point  of  view  also  the  favor  of  the  public.  But  he  has  gone. 
From  '  all  the  labor  which  he  labored  to  do'  he  rests,  by  the  side  of  his  elder  and 
gifted  brother ;  and  with  him  is  reunited  to  a  sainted  mother,  gone  before  them  to* 
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Paradise.  Thus  are  we  all  passing  away !  In  a  moment,  when  we  think  not, '  the 
fire  that  is  not  blown  consumes  us,'  and  we  vanish  out  of  our  place !  It  is  such 
occasions  as  the  one  from  which  we  have  but  just  returned,  that  bring  home  to  us 
the  reality  of  the  dying  hour ;  the  hour  when  man  lieth  down  and  riseth  not ;  the 
hour  when  the  world  has  done  all  for  him  that  it  ever  will ;  the  honr  when  human 
affection,  devoted  as  it  is,  has  done  all  for  him  that  it  can ;  the  hour  when  the  meet- 
ing with  God,  which  has  so  long  seemed  distant,  is  fearfully  near ;  the  hour  when 
the  poor  helpless  mortal  sits  in  the  shadow  of  death,  and  feels  the  dullness  of  the 
tomb !  ...  It  would  be  worth  any  citizen's  while,  if  he  should  chance  to  be 
passing  the  corner  of  Vesey  and  Church-streets,  to  step  into  the  beautiful  engine- 
house  of '  The  Columbian,*  Number  Fourteen,  and  look  at  their  new  and  superb  engine, 
from  Philadelphia.  The  paintings  upon  the  pannels,  in  drawing,  coloring  and  finish, 
reflect  the  highest  credit  upon  the  gifted  young  artist  who  executed  them,  and  the 
liberal-spirited  company  who  gave  him  the  commission.  Every  part  of  the  engine 
is  of  the  most  admirable  finish  ;  it  is  in  all  respects  an  honor  to  the  city.  .  .  .  Thb 
author  of  lKiar*8  Journey*  has  given  himself  unnecessary  trouble  in  indifferently 
versifying  a  prose  sketch  from  the  Knickerbocker.  We  have  abundant  materiel 
for  our  pages  without  reprinting  unamended  matter.  .  .  .  •  They  lye  that  say  the 
business  of  the  citie  are  hinderances  and  impediments  to  studie  and  meditation  ;  for  a 
studious  and  working  mind  will  draw  conclusions  out  of  everie  thing  in  everie  place. 
Wheresoever  I  am,  I  am  always  at  leisure  ;  whether  in  the  countrie  or  in  the  citie,  it 
is  all  one  time ;  I  am  the  same  man  wheresoever  I  am.'  Sensible  old  worthy ! 
Dead,  for  a  couple  hundred  of  years,  or  so  ;  but  you  must  have  been  '  a  good  man/ 
in  your  day,  and  '  honest  as  the  nkin  atween  your  brows/  for  this  is  plain  speaking  of 
plain  truth.  *  *  *  Our  readers  will  be  struck  with  the  touching  simplicity  and  tender- 
ness of  the  heart-felt  lines  in  ensuing  pages,  entitled  *  The  Return  after  Holiday*.* 
How  mauy  will  feel  the  truth  of  that  vivid  picture !  The  water  is  standing  in 
1  Young  Knick.V  eyes  at  this  moment,  (the  late  reflex  of  other  and  bitterer  tears, 
bewept  by  parental  hearts,)  at  the  news  of  the  death  of  little  Eugene  ;  unknown  to 
you,  reader,  but  a  warm  friend  to  the  little  «  Junior/  and  friend  of  all  who  knew 
him.  Pleasant  it  is,  and  yet  melancholy,  to  hear  the  child  before  us  call  up  in  brief 
review  the  uniform  kindness  of  the  little  boy  gone  hence  to  heaven.  *  He  loved 
me,  father;  he  would  let  me  ride  his  'philosopher;'  (« velocipede*  was  meant,  but 
the  mistake  was  philosophical,)  he  used  to  help  me  to  fly  my  kite  ;  he  was  a  good 
boy ;  he  lent  me  his  sled  ;  be  was  'most  the  last  little  boy  I  saw  when  we  came  up 
in  the  boat  Father,  i»  he  dead  and  buried  up  in  the  ground  ?'  And  to-day  we  have 
been  looking  at  the  daguerreotype  of  '  little  Dickey/  as  he  was  called  ;  bright,  in- 
telligent, manly,  affectionate ;  a  favorite  of  the  neighborhood,  and  the  idol  of  hie 
parents.  He  too  is  gone.  He  has  been  taken  from  the  evil  to  come,  and  is  safe  in 
the  arms  of  everlasting  love.  •  •  •  In  reply  to  the  query  in  our  last  number, « Wh* 
wrote  Mary**  Dream  V  our  friend  Dempster  writes  us  as  follows :  '  *  Mart's  Dream' 
is  the  composition  of  John  Lowe,  and  is  all  that  connects  his  name  with  the  poetry 
of  Scotland.  It  first  appeared  about  the  year  1770.  Aside  from  the  beauty  of  the 
poetry,  it  possesses  a  species  of  superstitious  charm  ;  for  it  is  said  to  embody  the  fate 
of  a  youth  by  the  name  of  Miller,  who  was  beloved  of  one  Mart  McGie,  of  Gal- 
low  ay  shire.  Her  lover's  fate  was  first  revealed  to  her  in  *  a  dream,  in  a  vision  of 
the  night  on  her  bed.'  Since  the  lines  first  appeared,  one  or  two  alterations  have 
been  made —  I  think  you  will  say,  for  the  better.    The  first  line  originally  stood  thus : 
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'  Pale  Cynthia  just  bad  reach'd  the  hill ;' 
which  was  exchanged  for : 

'  The  moon  had  climbed  the  highest  bill.' 

The  fifth  and  sixth  lines  also,  by  an  excellent  emendation,  let  us  into  the  theme 

of  this  affecting  song : 

'  When  Maby  laid  her  down  to  sleep, 
And  scarcely  yet  bod  closed  her  e'e;' 

which  now  read  thus : 

'  When  Mary  laid  her  down  to  sleep, 
Hor  thoughts  on  Sandy  far  at  sea,'  eta 

'  The  concluding  lines  always  struck  me  as  being  very  graphic  and  spiritual: 

4  Loud  crow'd  the  cock,  the  shadow  fled, 
No  more  of  Sandy  could  she  see ; 
But  soft  the  parsing  spirit  *aid, 
'Sweet  Maby,  weep  no  more  forme!' 

'  Lowe  came  to  this  country,  and  after  a  life  of  disappointment,  died  in  Fredericks- 
burg, Virginia,  it  is  said  under  very  melancholy  circumstances.'  •  •  •  We  should 
have  thought  our  Louisiana  friend  would  have  been  ashamed  to  introduce  by  letter 
to  us  a  gentleman  who  '  on  a  first  acquaintance'  could  have  the  heart  and  bad  taste 
to  out-roll  us  at  ten-pins  twice  in  succession,  beating  a  string  of  two  hundred  and 
forty  at  that !  If  we  had  n't  l.nown  him  to  be  one  of  the  best  of  good  fellows,  we 
should  have  been  '  excited.'  But  not  being  '  strong  man  to  be  angry,'  we  were  only 
'  s-i-c-k  !'  But  good  as  was  his  play,  it  was  beaten  out  and  out  the  same  day  at 
Horn's,  that  indefatigable  wit  and  punster.  Thirty-seven  'ten-strikes1  were  made 
in  succession  by  a  young  man,  in  *  full  exercise'  at  the  Ann-street  establishment  If 
this  young  gentleman  is  going  to  New-Orleans,  we  should  like  to  give  him  a  letter 
to  our  friend  and  correspondent!  •  •  •  ' Women1  of  the  'Good  Old  Times1  and 
4  Ladies'  of  the  New?  is  better  in  its  spirit  than  in  its  execution.  It  may  possibly 
appear  hereafter.  We  thought,  while  reading  it,  of  a  stanza  or  two  in  'Will  Bag- 
nail's  Ballet,''  a  quaint  old  piece  of  verse,  written  away  back  in  1656 : 


*  You  cannot  be  conteuted  to  goe 

As  (ltd  the  women  of  old, 
But  you  are  all  lor  pride  and  show, 

Af>  they  were  for  weather  and  cold. 
Oh,  women!  women!  —  fie  I  fie  I  fie  I 
1  wonder  you  are  not  ashamed,  1! 


*  Where  is  the  decency  become 

That  your  fore-mothers  had  ? 
In  gowns  of  cloth  and  caps  of  thrum 

They  went  full  meanly  clad ; 
But  you  must  jet  it  iu  silks  and  gold, 
Your  pride  in  winter  is  never-a-cold/  etc. 


The  4  Brattleborough  (Vermont)  Eagle?  in  a  notice  of  a  former  number  of  the 
Knickerbocker,  remarks:  'Wo  are  sorry,  very  sorry,  that  any  of  the  inimitable 
1  St.  Leger  Papers1  should  be  lost.  We  hope  that  •  Old  Knick.'  will  ransack  the 
United  Kingdom  before  he  gives  them  up  entirely.'  Similar  praise  and  regrets  have 
reached  us  from  different  portions  of  the  South  and  the  far-distant  West.  High  com- 
mendation is  also  awarded  them  in  a  letter  which  we  have  just  opened  from  Con- 
stantinople. We  can  only  promise,  iu  the  premises,  that  every  exertion  that  can  be 
made  will  be  made,  by  our  correspondent  in  England,  to  accomplish  the  recovery  so 
much  desiderated.  •  •  •  Winter  is  again  upon  us,  bringing  with  it  its  usual  train 
of  festive  scenes  and  social  duties  and  delights.  It  brings  also  that  annually -return- 
ing season  which  so  pleasantly  drains  the  pockets — The  Holidays.  How  many 
busy  fingers  are  now  plying,  and  busy  brains  working,  to  devise  ways  and  means  to 
exert  a  magnetic  influence  over  the  precious  metals,  or  their  frail  representatives,  the 
'paper  promises'  of  the  banks!     But  apropos  of  Holidays:  '  Of  all  things'  for  a 
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New -Year's  or  Christmas  gift,  we  know  of  nothing  more  national  or  more  truly  valu- 
able to  an  American  recipient  than  the  large  and  beautiful  Engraving  of  the  United 
States1  Senate  Chamber,'  for  sale  by  Mr.  £.  Anthony,  at  Number  247  Broadway. 
The  praise  that  it  has  received,  both  in  this  country  and  in  Europe,  has  placed  the 
fact  of  its  eminent  excellence  beyond  all  cavil.  Of  its  interesting  character,  and 
especially  of  its  value  to  Americans,  of  whatever  party  or  creed,  it  is  quite  unne- 
cessary to  speak.  *  *  *  There  is  a  vast  deal  of  difference  in  being  awakened  in 
the  morning  by  a  country  'cock's  shrill  clarion*  and  the  sable  chimney-sweep's 
hoarse  matin-call  in  town.  He  is  a  gallant  fellow,  Chanticleer.  The  quaint  Nash 
says  well  of  him  in  his  '  Quaternio :'  '  The  cocke  by  some  armourists  is  called  the 
'  Knight  of  the  Birds,'  because  he  will  rather  repell  daunger  by  fight  than  by  flight, 
being  alwaies  prepared  for  battailo ;  having  his  combe  for  an  helmet,  his  bill  for  a 
fauchion ;  and  as  a  corapleat  souldier,  armed  from  head  to  foote,  he  hath  his  legges 
armed  with  spurres.'  •  *  *  We  have  read  many  times,  and  always  with  an  added 
pleasure,  what '  the  melancholy  Cowley  said'  to  his  imaginative  Muse: 

'Ah,  wanton  foe!  dost  thou  upbraid 

The  ills  which  thou  thyself  hast  made  ? 
When  in  the  cradle  innocent  I  lay, 
Thou,  wicked  spirit !  stolest  me  away, 

And  my  abused  soul  didst  bear 
Into  thy  new-found  worlds,  1  knew  not  where, 

Thy  golden  Indie*  in  the  air ; 

And  ever  since  1  strive  in  vaiu 

My  ravished  freedom  to  regain ; 
Still  1  rebel,  still  dost  thuu  reign ; 
Lo!  still  in  verse  against  thee  I  complain. 

1  There  is  a  stubborn  sort  of  weed*, 
Which,  if  the  earth  but  once,  it  ever  breeds ; 
No  wholesome  herb  can  near  them  thrive, 
No  useful  plant  can  keep  alive  : 
The  foolish  sports  I  did  ou  thee  bestow 
Make  all  my  art  and  lal»or  fruitless  now ; 
Where  ouco  ouch  fairies  dance  no  grass  doth  ever  grow. 

'When  my  new  mind  had  no  infusion  known, 
Thou  gav'st  so  deep  a  tincture  of  thine  own, 

That  ever  siuce  I  vainly  try 

To  wash  away  th'  inherent  dye; 
Long  work  perhaps  may  spoil  thy  colors  quite. 
But  never  will  reduce  the  uative  white. 

To  all  the  posts  of  honor  and  of  gain 

I  often  steer  my  course  in  vain ; 
Thy  gale  comes  cross,  aud  drives  me  back  again  ! 

'  Thou  slack'nest  all  my  nerves  of  industry 

By  making  them  so  oft  to  be 
The  tinkling  strings  of  tby  loose  minstrelsy. 
Whoever  this  world's  happiness  would  see 

Must  as  entirely  cast  off  thee 

As  they  who  only  heaven  desire 
Do  from  the  world  retire. 
This  was  my  error,  this  my  gross  mistake, 
Myself  a  demi-votary  to  make. 
For  all  that  I  gave  up  I  nothing  gain, 
And  perish  for  the  part  which  I  retain. 

'Teach  me  not,  theu,  O  thou  fallacious  Muse! 
The  court,  and  better  king  t*  accuse ; 
•  The  heaven  under  which  1  live  is  fair, 

The  fertile  soil  will  a  full  harvest  bear ; 
Thine  then  is  all  the  barrenness,  if  thou 
Mak'st  me  sit  still  and  sing  when  1  should  plough.' 

We  commend  to  the  consideration  of  our  citizens,  and  the  proper  authorities,  a 
'Plan  for  the  Relief  of  Broadway'  from  the  crowds  of  omnibii  that  now  invest  and 
infest  it.    It  is  to  connect  Church-street  with  Trinity-Ptoce,  continuing  the  same  to 
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the  Battery,  and  widening  the  entire  line.  From  the  junction  of  the  Park  the  om- 
nihusses  are  to  be  licensed  to  pass  down  Broadway  only,  and  up  the  new  street  only: 
on  the  upward  passage,  they  may  enter  Broadway  at  or  above  Vesey-street.  We 
trust  this  great  improvement  will  be  adopted.  .  .  .  '  S.  T.'t  theological  article  awaits 
him  at  the  publication-office.  It  is  atheistical,  and  very  weak.  If,  as  '  S.  T.'  assumes, 
he  can  believe  only  in  that  which  he  understands,  his  creeti  is  most  likely  a  very  short 
one.    Can  he  understand  (if  he  believes  in)  God  ?  .    .    .Is  there  no  offence'  in  the 

1  Lines  to  E.  M ,  under  a  Blaze  of  Gas  V     '  By  the  mass,  but  there  is  offence !' 

as  one  can  see  with  half  an  eye.  There  was  a  refusal  to  dance  or  waltz ;  there 
was  a  curl  of  a  ruby  lip,  or  a  fancied  slight ;  there  was  a  something,  which  tempted 
and  tempers  the  '  Lines'  in  question.  Howbeit,  it  is  true  that  a  broad  white  gas- 
light is  very  trying  to  any  lady.  Although  certainly  clear  and  sustained,  it  is  not 
such  a  light  as  Beauty  loves  to  be  seen  by.  The  Mechanical  or  '  Carcel  Lamp,' 
as  we  have  said  aforetime,  is  the  only  lamp  which  should  be  adopted  in  the  parlors 
of  those  who  can  afford  the  luxury  of  the  best  of  lights.  Those  who  have  adopted 
it  would  on  no  account  dispense  with  its  use.  It  is,  among  other  professional  neces- 
saries, the  greatest  to  our  personal  comfort ;  and  as  we  desire  to  be  unselfish,  we 
once  more  recommend  such  of  our  readers  as  have  not  yet  possessed  themselves  of 
this  lamp,  to  call  at  our  friend  A.  Diacon's,  377  Broadway,  and  before  the  holidays 
arrive,  give  to  their  families  one  of  the  great  comforts  and  luxuries  which  science, 
art  and  taste  have  devised  to  make  the  home-circle  bright  and  beautiful.  *  *  *  Soon 
after  the  news  of  the  Battle  of  Bunker-Hill  had  reached  England,  there  was  not  a 
little  mortification  felt  among  the  people,  and  especially  among  the  British  troops 
stationed  in  London,  at  the  inauspicious  result  of  that  sanguinary  engagement  One 
day  a  poor  hunch-back  was  passing  through  the  gate  at  Hyde-Park,  when  a  tall 
horse-guardsman,  touching  the  'envious  mountain  on  his  back,'  said:  '  What  have 

you  here,  my  friend?'     'Bunker-Hill,  you  d d  red-coat!*  was  the  reply.     He 

had  '  waked  up  the  wrong  passenger.'  •  •  •  We  must  say  '  No,1  in  the  alternative 
left  us  by  '  B.  M .'  We  have  had  *  Thusalem*  lots  of  communications  on  the  same 
subject,  and  declined  them  all.  •  •  •  We  believe  we  have  never  mentioned  the 
publication,  by  the  'Albion'  weekly  literary  and  news  paper,  of  a  superb  engraving 
of  Her  British  Majesty,  in  her  robes  of  state.  It  has  been  so  long  before  the  pub- 
lic, however,  that  we  have  now  only  to  say  that  the  same  journal  has  nearly  ready 
for  its  subscribers  a  large  portrait,  in  all  respects  of  kindred  excellence,  of  Prince 
Albert.  The  '  Albion'  has  recently  swallowed  up  in  its  wide  circulation  that  of  the 
*  Anglo-American  ;'  a  circumstance  rendered  necessary  by  the  recent  death  of  Mr. 
A.  D.  Patterson,  the  editor.  •  •  •  Every  body  in  New-York  knows  '  Colonel 
Snow,' of  the  metropolitan  police-department;  an  enthusiastic  temperance-reformer, 
an  efficient  officer,  and  one  of  the  most  incorrigible  wags  in  town.  He  comes  in  of 
a  morning  to  the  tonsorial  establishment  of  that  prince  of  artists  in  his  line,  Mr. 
James  Grant,  in  Ann-street,  and  with  a  face  beaming  with  honest  excitement,  re- 
marks :  *  Well,  the  steamer 's  in,  at  last.  She  has  made  quick  time  ;  but  she  brought 
away  her  pilot,  and  carried  away  her  pipes.     She  had  a  fine  'lot'  of  passengers;* 

more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty.      The  news  she  brings  is  not >-'     Here  half  a 

dozen  listeners,  '  under  treatment,'  arrest  the  barber's  hand,  and  wiping  the  lather 
from  their  faces,  inquire  with  eagerness:  'What  steamer  is  it?  The  'Hibernia'  or 
'  Caledonia  ?'  '  Oh,  bless  you,  no  !'  replies  the  Colonel  ; '  oh,  no  ;  the  '  Olive-Branch* 
ferry-boat  from  Brooklyn ;  she  came  over  very  full  this  morning,  and  in  about  six 
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minutes ;  she  carried  back  the  pilot  she  brought  away,  and  at  the  same  time  she 
carried  away  her  pipes !'  *  That  was  a  dreadful  scrape  opposite  the  Tribune-office/ 
said  the  Colonel,  the  other  morning;  *  and  not  a  soul  interfered,  except  the  dirty 
rascals  who  were  engaged  in  it.'  'What  scrape  was  that?'  asked  a  victim;  '/ 
did  n't  hear  any  thing  of  it.'  '  They  were  scraping  up  heaps  of  dirt  there  all  the 
afternoon,  and  putting  them  into  carts,  for  manure.  Some  of  it  was  beautiful  /' 
The  Colonel's  last  game  was  with  a  load-stone.  It  was  not  a  little  amusing  to  see 
half  a  dozen  sage,  grave,  but  quite  gullible  persons  around  him,  trying  its  attractive 
powers  with  their  pen-knives.  '  There  ain't  much  steel,  I  guess,  about  them  knives,' 
observes  Snow  — '  or  else  this  ain't  loadstone  !  I  did  n't  know  but  it  might  be ;  I 
picked  it  up  out  in  the  Park,  and  it  seemed  quite  like  a  load  in  my  pocket  'Mind  to 
heft  it?'  And  all  this  without  the  movement  of  a  single  muscle.  *  •  *  We  lament 
the  death  of  another  of  our  correspondents,  Lieut.  Robbrt  Emmbt  Hob,  who  re- 
cently departed  this  life  on  board  the  United  States'  ship  '  Supply,'  off  Sandy  Hook, 
at  the  early  age  of  thirty-seven  years.  He  was  a  man  of  warm  heart  and  fine 
poetical  temperament  Our  readers  will  remember  the  very  beautiful  parody  upon 
the  late  Mr.  Wilde's  '  Lament,'  which  was  originally  contributed  to  this  Magazine : 

*  My  life  is  like  the  shattered  wreck, 

Cast  by  the  waves  upon  the  shore ; 
The  broken  masts,  the  rifted  deck, 

Tell  of  the  shipwreck  that  is  o'er  ; 
Yet  from  these  relics  of  the  storm, 
The  mariner  his  raft  will  form, 
Again  to  tempt  the  faithless  sea  — 
But  Hope  rebuilds  no  bark  for  me  ! 

4  My  life  is  like  the  blighted  oak, 

That  lift*  its  sere  and  withered  form, 
Scatb'd  by  the  lightning's  vivid  utroke, 

Sternly  to  meet  the  coming  rorm : 
Tet  round  that  sapless  truuk  will  twine 
The  curling  tendrils  of  the  vine, 
And  life  and  freshness  there  impart- 
Not  to  the  passion-blighted  heart! 

1  My  life  is  like  a  desert  rock, 

In  the  mid  ocean,  lone  and  drear ; 
Worn  by  the  wild  waves'  ceaseless  shock, 

That  round  its  base  their  surges  rear; 
Yet  there,  where  sea-moss  loves  to  cling, 
Some  flower  will  find  a  cleft  to  spring. 
And  breathe  e'en  there  a  sweet  perfume- 
For  me  life's  flowers  no  more  will  bloom!' 

We  give  the  following,  which  we  derive  from  an  esteemed  friend,  as  illustrative  of 
the  eccentricities  which  very  often  result  from  movements  professedly '  religious,'  but 
which,  owing  to  a  'zeal  above  knowledge,'  more  frequently  exert  a  most  pernicious 
influence,  sometimes  even  upon  otherwise  thoughtful  minds :  '  Our  friend  the  Rev. 
Mr.  C told  me  to-day  the  following  anecdotes  of  *  Elder  Knapp,'  the  «  Revival- 
ist,' as  he  is  called.  He  had  been  in  New-London,  (Conn.,)  carrying  on  a  '  revival.' 
Among  his  converts  was  a  lady,  the  wife  of  a  sea-captain.  After  a  while,  her  hus- 
band, a  *  tough  customer,'  returned  from  a  whaling  voyage,  and  found  his  wife  had 
become  a  very  pious  woman.  He  was  so  deeply  impressed  with  the  beneficial 
change  in  her,  that  he  thought  the  best  thing  he  could  do  would  be  to  «  get  religion' 
himself.  '  When  I  got  home,'  said  he, '  and  found  the  old  woman  so  much  better  for 
it,  I  thought  I  'd  see  if  it  would  n't  help  me  some,  too ;  so  I  went  all  'round  among 
the  ministers,  trying  to  have  'em  do  me  some  good  ;  but  they  did  n't  help  me  any 
more  than  it  would  to  turn  a  colt  into  a  penny-royal  pasture not  a  bit     So  I 
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thought  I  'd  go  down  to  Boston  and  see  the  Elder.  When  I  got  down  there  I  found 
him,  and  says  I  to  him,  says  I, «  Elder,'  says  I,  'I've  come  down  to  have  you  put 
me  through  !  The  ministers  up  'round  New-London  don't  seem  to  do  me  any  good, 
and  so  I  thought  I  'd  come  down  and  see  if  you  could  n't  put  me  through.'  The 
Elder  talked  with  me  consid'rable,  and  asked  me  a  great  many  things.  I  told  him 
a-I-1  about  it.  Finally,  he  took  off  his  coat,  kneeled  down,  and  in  half  an  hour  he  put 
me  through  !  Since  then,  I  've  felt  to  rejoice.'  At  another  time,  wishing  to  show 
the  unhappy  effects  of  doing  what  one  knew  to  be  wrong, be  said:  •  Bretheren, it 's 
no  kind  o'  use  to  resist  the  Sperit.  If  you  know  what  is  right,  do  it .'  Why  was  it 
that  Jonah  was  swallowed  up  in  the  whale's  belly  ?  Why,  because  he  went  off  to 
Tarshish,  instead  of  going  to  Nineveh,  as  he  was  instructed;  that '»  the  reason! 
And  after  ho  was  spewed  up,  what  d'  ye  think  his  Conscience  said  to  him  ?  It  said : 
'  Jonah,  do  you  cut  for  Nineveh ."  •  •  •  The  next  number  of  the  Knicker- 
bocker, the  first  of  the  Thirty-First  Volume,  will  appear  in  an  entirely  new 
dress.  Its  typographical  execution  will  '  defy  all  competition.'  Indeed,  so  far  as  the 
externals  of  the  Magazine  are  concerned,  it  is  sufficient  to  say,  that  they  will  as 
heretofore  be  under  the  capable  direction  of  Mr.  William  Osborn,  who  for  twelve 
years  and  upward,  has  had  charge  of  the  typographical  department  of  the  work. 
How  faithfully,  and  with  what  good  taste  and  skill,  he  has  discharged  his  important 
trust,  our  readers  certainly  do  not  need  to  be  informed.  As  to  the  Literary  Depart' 
ment  of  the  new  volume,  all  we  can  affirm  is,  that  to  our  own  taste*  and  judged  by 
our  own  standard,  we  have  never,  at  the  begiuning  of  any  previous  volume,  had  so 
rich  and  ample  stores  in  hand.  But '  we  shall  see  what  we  shall  see.'  *  *  *  'Dra- 
matic Reminiscences"  are  under  advisement  We  see  that  in  his  introduction  the 
writer  speaks  of  Hudson  Kirby  as  '  an  American.'  Not  so;  that  tearing  gentleman 
belongs  on  '  the  other  side,'  where  he  is  now,  and  where  we  trust  he  may  find  it 
agreeable  to  stay.     What  an  actor  he  was ! 

Good  gracious !  how  wildly  he  lined  to  stare, 
And  shake  his  fiat  at  nothing;,  and  swear; 
And  pluck  by  the  handful  hit)  shaggy  hair. 
Till  he  looked  like  a  picture  of  Oiant  Despair, 
For  a  new  edition  of  Buntan  ! 

Do  you  remember  the  old  '  Shrewsbury*  steamer,  reader,  that  (in  time)  used  to  pass 
every  thing  that  was  stationary  in  the  Lower  Bay?  She  is  called  '  The  Croton* 
now,  and  plies  semi-occasionally  to  Sing-Sing.  A  friend  of  ours  recently  despatched 
a  barrel  of  flour  by  her  to  a  gentleman  in  the  neighborhood  of  that  locality,  which 
he  began  to  believe  would  'keep,'  for  it  was  on  the  river  so  long  that  the  family  of 
his  friend  '  came  nigh  to  perish  with  hunger.'  But  let  us  not  do  injustice  to  the 
4  Croton.'  With  wisd  and  tide  in  her  favor,  the  old  « Shrewsbury'  is  capable  of 
making  three  miles  an  hour,  by  '  Shrewsbury'  clock.  •  •  •  Next  to  a  good  por- 
trait, (such  for  example  as  Elliott  paints  in  the  hues  and  lines  of  actual,  breathing 
life  —  such  as  the  six  or  eight  that  are  now  receiving  the  finishing  touches  of  his 
facile  hand,)  commend  us  to  a  good  miniature.  Mr.  Officer,  who  has  no  rival 
among  us,  and  whose  business  increases  with  every  additional  picture  from  his  hand, 
is  emulated  by  Mrs.  Steele,  a  lady-artist  recently  arrived  in  town.  Her  minia- 
tures are  warmly  commended  by  artists  of  the  best  judgment  Mr.  Shumwat,  too, 
whoso  portraits  are  justly  praised  for  various  high  artistical  merits,  is  'driving  a  most 
successful  business.'    We  are  glad  to  see  our  chief  miniature-artists  receiving  the  re- 
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wards  of  their  genius  and  skill.   *    *    *    Hood  has  a  very  amusing  illustration  of  the 

difference  between  the  Pharisaical  observers  of  the  externals  of  religion  and  the 

doers  of  those  good  deeds  which  bespeak  the  Christian  heart.     A  lady-invalid  has 

been  ill,  but  is  thriving  again,  on  ass's  milk,  when  suddenly  the  ass  dies : 

'  Thxre  were  but  two  grown  donkeys  in  the  place, 
And  most  unluckily  for  Eve's  sick  daughter, 
The  other  long-ear'd  creature  was  a  male, 
Who  never  in  his  life  had  given  a  pail 
Of  rattk,  or  even  chalk-ano>water.' 

Gubbins,  the  rustic  attendant,  who  trotted  down  the  donkey  to  the  Wicket-gate  of 

the  invalid's  mansion  one  morning,  left  the  substitute,  with  the  consoling  information 

that '  though  he  did  n't  give  not  no  milk,  he  could  bray ."    Which  Hood  thus  turns : 

•  So  runs  the  story, 
And  in  vain  seif-glory 
Some  saints  would  sneer  at  Gubbins  for  bis  blindness ; 
But  what  the  better  are  their  pious  saws 
To  ailing  souls,  than  dry  hee-haws, 
•  Without  the  milk  of  human  kindness  f 

We  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  the  other  evening,  at  the  residence  of  a  kind 
and  hospitable  friend,  a  pianist  who  is  destined,  we  must  believe,  to  make  a  perma- 
nent sensation  in  the  metropolis.  He  is  a  German,  named  Bkrge,  a  young  gentle- 
man recently  arrived  in  the  country,  and  as  full  of  modesty  as  genius.  Independent 
of  many  gems  from  the  operas  of  *  Zampa,'  '  Norma,'  '  Ernani,'  with  others  older 
and  more  familiar,  which  he  performed  in  a  manner  that  we  never  heard  equalled, 
his  own  improvisations  were  inimitably  rich,  various  and  beautiful.  We  shall  watch 
Mr.  Berge's  progress  with  the  warmest  interest.  He  is  a  man  of  a  high  order  of 
musical  genius.  *  *  *  That  was  an  attractive  advertisement  for  capitalists  which 
we  saw  the  other  day  in  an  Albany  paper:  '  Wanted,  the  sum  of  five  hundred  dol- 
lars, to  go  on  a  spree  !'•••'  To  those  about  to  marry,'  the  following  may  not 
come  amiss.     We  do  not  know  whose  it  is,  but  it  is  very  old  : 


'  Faibk  and  foolish,  little  and  lewde, 
Long  and  lazie,  blacke  and  prowde, 
Fatt  and  inerrie,  leane  and  sadd. 
Pale  and  pettish,  redd  aud  badd. 


•  To  a  redd  man  reade  thy  reade, 
With  a  browne  man  breake  thy  breade, 
At  a  pale  man  drawo  thy  knife, 
From  a  blacke  man  keepe  thy  wyfe.' 


This  is  the  weather,  as  we  write,  to  make  the  public  appreciate  the  enterprise 
and  good  taste  of  Mr.  Day,  in  Courtlandt-strest  Take  Hall's  '  Book  of  the  Feet,* 
and  observe  how  much  improvement  has  been  made  in  the  beauty  and  utility  of 
ladies'  and  gentlemen's  boots  and  shoes.  All  these  improvements  have  been  adopted 
by  Mr.  Day,  and  have  been  adapted  to  the  production  of  the  most  extensive  assort- 
ment, combining  grace  of  form,  ease  of  wear,  and  the  application  of  the  most  yield- 
ing and  ductile  material  to  the  feet  that  ever  pressed  the  pedal  extremities  of  the 
human  form.  We  are  by  no  means  surprised  to  learu  that  Mr.  Day's  town-business 
and  orders  from  every  part  of  the  Union  are  increasing  to  an  unexampled  extent. 
It  should  be  so.  *  *  *  «  D.  M.'s '  *  Lingual  Anecdote?  (which  we  published  years 
ago,)  reminds  us  of  a  reply  made  to  a  friend  of  ours,  recently  returned  from  his 
travels  abroad.  Being  in  a  book -store  at  Leipzic,  he  inquired  in  German,  of  which 
he  was  but  a  young  student,  if  there  was  any  one  in  the  store  who  spoke  English. 
He  was  directed  to  a  clerk  in  the  distance,  who  he  was  told  spoke  it  perfectly.  Ap- 
proaching him,  he  inquired :  '  Do  you  speak  English  V  *  Ya&s  —  a  few  /'  was  the 
reply.  *  *  •  O"  The  last  two  or  three  numbers  of  the  Knickerbocker  have  not 
appeared  at  the  exact  time  they  should  have  been  issued.  Hereafter  the  work  will 
be  promptly  published  on  the  first  day  of  each  month,    A  vermilion  edict 
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Literary  Record.  — We  unite,  in  the  following  notices,  the «  Records'  of  November  and  Decem- 
ber ;  and  our  friends  the  publishers  will  find  the  references  to  their  books  in  various  placet, instead  of 
being  all  together,  as  heretofore.  •  .  .  Messes.  C.  8.  Francis  and  Company  have  in  press,  Mrs. 
8.  C.  Hall's  *  Midsummer  Eve,  a  Fairy  Tale  of  Love,'  which  has  been  published  in  the  course  of 
the  present  year  with  such  beautiful  illustrations  in  the  'London  Art  Union'  Journal;  and  they  will 
soon  issue  a  very  tasteful  volume  of  original  Fairy  Tales,  edited  by  Mrs.  Child*,  with  handsome  il- 
lustrations, entitled  'Rainbows  for  Children?  a  gitcxl  specimen  of  what  can  be  done  in  thin  country 
in  the  way  of  getting  up  beautiful  books,  with  entirely  ieidijr eooui  raileri&U.  original  matter  from  an 
American  author, engravings  designed  and  executed  by  American  Artittn,  with  [taper,  print  and  bind- 
ing, which  may  fairly  compete  with  any  thing  imported.  We  quite  agree  with  the  Editress,  who  says 
in  her  preface  :  '  The  liveliness  and  simplicity  of  these  stories  will.  1  am  sure,  render  them  front  fa- 
vorites with  children ;'  and  she  might  have  added.  *  the  beauty  of  the  engraving*  alio  f  for  the  little 
work  is  certainly  just  the  thing  for  a  charming  Christina*  present ;  and  doubtless  many  a  youth- 
ful fancy  will  be  wandering  among  its  charmed  scene*  before  the  month  ie  out.  The  same  publishers 
have  also  in  press  a  new  edition  of  Mr.  Ware's  tPrubuM,  or  Litters  from  Rome,'  the  sequel  to  "Zo* 
nobis,'  originally  published  in  this*  Magazine.  Wri  hate  also  from  the  same  house  tbove  lime-honored 
stories,  •  Aladdin,  or  the  Wonderful  Lamp,'  'StKBiE  the  Suitor/ and  'Ali  Bah*  or  the  Forty 
Robbers,'  renewed  and  reproduced  in  modern  form,  with  new  embellishments  yet  retaining  all  their 
old  charms,  and  still  vividly  recalling  the  '  days  when  we  were  young/  Their  edition  of  4  The  Ara- 
bian Nights  has  been  completed  in  three  elegant  volumes.  -  .  .  Mcs-bls,  D.  Afpleton  and  Com- 
pany are  timely  out  with  their  k  Rough  and  Rendu  Jnnnal,  or  Military  Bowenir,*  a  work  which 
rescue-  numerous  anecdotes,  incidents,  and  pergonal  traits  from  the  oblivion  to  which  they  mi j:!u 
otherwise  soon  have  hastened,  and  preserves  to  posterity  many  episodes,  at -tioiis  in  which  a  few  indi- 
viduals only  were  concerned,  some  of  which  are  of  a  touching,  almost  a  domestic  nature.  These  are 
now  rendered  permanent  by  being  united  with  sketches  in  outline  of  the  great  events  arid  charac- 
ters of  the  war  in  which  we  are  even  yet  engaged.  The  work  it  embellished  with  portraits  on  stoel 
of  Generals  Taylor,  Scott,  Worth,  Wool,  Twiggs,  SHitrL&s,  Colonel  May,  and  Com  mod  ore 
Conner  ;  and  with  twelve  engravings  on  wood,  representing  the  mor*  prominent  scenes  recorded 
in  the  volume.  ...  A  large  and  handsome  volume  entitled  'TA«  Rase  ;  its  History,  Poetry  Cul- 
ture and  Classification,'  has  just  been  issued  by  Measriv  Wilet.  and  Putnam.  The  writer,  Mr,  S.  B. 
Parsons,  avows  bis  object  to  have  been  to  throw  around,  the  culture  of  the  rose  a  halo  of  pleasant 
thoughts  and  associations ;  to  trace  its  early  history ;  to  give  the  best  directions  for  ita  culture,  the 
result  of  pergonal  experience;  and  to  induce  a  more  general  appreciation  of  this  moat  beautiful 
denizen  of  the  floral  kingdom.  The  work  is  well  printed, and  contains  two  fine  colored  engravings 
of  the  red  and  yellow  rose.  The  book  is  one  which  will  be  sure  to  find  many  feminine  readers  and 
admirers.  .  .  .  The  Brothers  Harper  are  indebted  to  the  skill,  taste  and  indefatigable  industry 
of  their  indispensable  Assistant,  Mr.  Saunders,  for  an  *  Illustrated  Catalogue  of  valuable  Standard 
Works  in  the  Several  Departments  of  General  Literature,'  which  for  well-arranged  classification, 
ease  of  reference,  and  appropriate  adjustment  of  ornament  in  the  designation  of  pictorial  works, 
could  not  well  be  surpassed  in  a  pamphlet-volume  of  kindred  character  and  capacity.  What  a  re- 
cord is  this  book  of  the  enterprise  and  vast  publishing  resources  of  the  first  establishment  of  its  kind 
on  the  American  continent,  if  not  in  the  world  I  .  .  .  Messrs.  Appleton  and  Company  have  pub- 
lished an  illustrated  edition  of  'The  Poetical  Works  of  Lord  Byron,*  collected  and  arranged  with 
illustrative  notes  by  Thomas  Moore,  Lord  Jeffrey,  8ir  Walter  8cott,  Bishop  Hzber,  Samuel 
Rogers,  Professor  Wilson,  J.  O.  Lockhart,  George  Ellis,  Thomas  Campbell, Rev.  H.  H.  Mil* 
man,  etc.  The  notes  are  very  full  and  minute,  with  many  extracts  from  the  author'sdiary  and  letters, 
which  impart  a  new  and  rare  interest  to  the  book.  It  is  an  edition  which  everyone  should  possess ; 
for  however  familiar  one  may  be  with  the  Poems,  there  is  an  historical  interest  and  value  in  these 
additions  which  add  greatly  to  the  attractions  of  the  work.  To  the  *  Hours  of  Idleness,'  in  this  edi- 
tion, is  appended  the  article  from  the  Edinburgh  Review,  which  gave  rise  to  the  satire  of4  English 
Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers/  to  which  are  added  a  variety  of  amusing  notes.  In  short  here  may 
bo  found  his  fragments,  his  scraps,  his  controversies,  his  hitherto  in  edited  remains,  which  will  well 
repay  perusal.  This  volume  is  also  richly  illustrated  with  fine  wteel  engravings ;  a  portrait  by  Philips, 
•Ncwstead  Abbey.'  by  T.  Creswick,  'The  Bride  of  Abydos,'  by  J.  W.  Wright,  'The  Corsair,'  by 
Stephenoff,  'Mazeppa'  and  •  Hours  of  Idleness,' by  H.  Richter,'  Hebrew  Melodies,' by  Bee  dm  AN, 
'  Francksca  of  Rimini,'  by  Decaisne,  etc.  It  'is  a  beautiful  volume  for  a  New-Years' present,  being 
presented  in  various  styles  of  binding,  suited  to  the  season.  .   .  .  Messrs.  Buroebs,  BtrwOKR  ahd 
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Company  have  issued,  in  a  small  portable  volume,  'The  American  Angler' $  Chide.*  It  i 
the  opinions  and  practice  of  the  various  English  writers  on  Angling,  from  Walton  down  to  the 
present  time,  with  such  additional  information  as  could  be  gathered  Iron  American  hooka  and  Ameri- 
can sportsmen.  The  work  is  written  in  plain  and  simple  language,  and  is  mainly  restricted  to  the 
description  of  fishes  most  generally  angled  for  in  the  United  States,  although  the  modes  of  angliag 
adopted  in  all  countries  are  given  in  detail.  .  .  .  •  The  Young  People's  Mirror.1  from  the  press  of 
our  friend  Edward  Walker,  a  quarto-sheet  of  sixteen  pages,  well  edited  and  liberally  illustrated 
by  B.  J.  Lossnro,  is  a  monthly  periodical  which  will  come  to  be  welcomed,  we  have  no  doubt,  by  many 
thousands  of  young  readers.  It  is  but  fifty  cents  a  year ;  and  if  it  maintains  the  promise  of  its  ini- 
tial number,  it  is 'bound  to  succeed.'  .  .  .  Ws  cannot  too  warmly  commend  'AppUtons' Library 
Manual?  a  closely-printed  volume  of  nearly  five  hundred  pages,  containing  a  *  Catalogue  Ratsonne' 
of  upward  of  twelve  thousand  of  the  most  important  works  in  every  department  of  knowledge,  in 
all  modern  languages.  It  is  in  two  *  Parts ;'  the  first  consisting  of  subjects,  alphabetically  arranged, 
with  the  exception  of  Mathematics,  Medicine,  and  Theology ;  all  the  subjects  of  these  divisions  being 
judiciously  collected  under  those  general  heads,  in  preference  to  scattering  them  through  the  body 
of  the  work ;  the  second  comprising  Select  Biography,  Classics,  Collected  Works,  and  an  Index  of 
Authors  whose  names  appear  in  the  first '  Part'  This  work  must  prove  invaluable  to  the  student  end 
man  of  letters ;  for  by  its  aid  the  first  will  be  enabled  to  observe  the  extent  of  the  subject  of  bis  in- 
quiry, and  the  authors  most  worthy  his  notice,  while  the  second  will  be  enabled  greatly  to  enlarge  the 
sphere  of  his  labors  by  translation.  .  .  .  Tbjerx  are  spirited  sketches,  and  much  natural  and  for- 
cible limning  of  scenes  and  character,  in  a  recent  work  entitled  'Alamance,  or  tee  Chreat  and  WimmL 
Experiment,'  from  the  pen  of  a  new  Carolinian  novelist,  and  the  press  of  the  Harpers.  The  writer 
has  humor,  a  good  imagination  and  a  pleasant  style ;  and  we  predict  will  yet  make  himself  honora- 
bly known  to  the  public,  t  .  .  'Old  Wine  w  New  Bottle**  is  the  capital  title  of  a  capital  book,  (a 
result  of  the  spare  hours  of  Augustus  Kinsley  Gardner,  M.  D ,  while  a  medical  student  in  Paris*) 
the  sheets  of  which  lie  before  us,  from  the  press  of  Messrs.  C.  8.  Francis  and  Company.  The  vo- 
lume is  composed  of  a  collection  of  interesting  letters  from  Paris,  full  of  various  incident,  felicitously 
recorded,  which  appeared,  at  no  distant  interval*.,  in  the  columns  of  that  well-conducted  journal,  the 
'Newark  Daily  Advertiser.'  Portions  of  these  letters  have  been  widely  copied  in  the  newspapers  ef 
the  day ;  their  life  and  freshness  making  them  most  acceptable  readiug.  Collected  entire  in  a  neatly- 
executed  volume,  they  cannot  fail  to  iuture  a  wide  aud  general  demand.  We  cordially  commend  the 
book  to  public  favor.  ...  A  thououtful,  instructive,  useful  little  book,  is  that  eutiUed  'TkemjkU 
and  Maxims,iUustrating  Moral  and  Religious  Subject*,'  by  Rev.  H.  Hooker,  Philadelphia;  end  H 
will  be  praise  enough,  in  the  eyes  of  our  readers,  to  know  that  it  is  by  the  author  of  *  The  eees  of 
Adversity,'  a  work  which  well  deserves  it*  great  popularity.  .  .  .  We  have  from  the  teeming  Hen- 
perian  press  an  elaborately-executed  quarto  work,  in  showy  ornamental  externals,  entitled  'Boudoir 
Botany,  or  the  Parlor  Book  of  Flowers.'  It  comprises  the  history,  description,  and  colored  engrav- 
ings of  twenty-four  exotic  flowers,  twenty-four  wild  flowers  of  America,  and  twelve  trees  with  fruits; 
together  with  an  'Introduction  to  the  Science  of  Botany.'  The  work  is  edited  by  John  &  NxWatAsr, 
M.  D.,  and  is  illustrated  by  two  hundred  and  fifty  engravings,  by  Messrs.  Lawn  and  Brown.  From 
the  text  and  the  illustrations  of  this  handsome  volume,  the  reader  may  acquire  the  technical  term* 
of  all  the  botanical  organs,  and  a  knowledge  of  their  functions  and  classification ;  and  thus  may 
easily  possess  the  double  advantage  of  enjoying  the  beauties  that  please  others,  and  at  the  name) 
time  look  through  these  mere  effects  and  trace  the  hidden  machinery  that  from  a  few  elements  works 
out  the  wondrous  variety  of  the  vegetable  kingdom.  .  .  .  Ws  are  well  pleased  to  see  that  there  in 
a  growing  taste  for  something  more  elevated  and  refined  than  the  publications  under  the  title  at 
Annuals,  which  have  heretofore  constituted  the  chief  attraction  presented  by  our  publishers.  It  hi 
gratifying  also  to  perceive  that  we  do  not  depend  upon  foreign  authors,  or  foreign  artists,  bet  thee 
we  have  reached  that  period  in  our  literature,  when  the  publisher  can  find  in  his  own  country  as  bright 
and  sterling  names  as  any  in  Europe,  whose  works  have  received  the  impress  of  time,  and  most  ever 
stand  as  household  monuments  of  the  intellectual  growth  of  our  age  aud  country.  We>  tatw  been 
delighted  with  the  muuy  illustrated  volumes  which  have  appeared  in  England  in  psml^sn%af  seen 
poets  as  Campbell.  Rogers,  Moore  and  Scott,  on  which  the  geuins  of  the  paim)«aj 
have  been  lavishly  bestowed.  We  have  feared  it  would  be  long  before  such  atiractire ami  « 
luxuries  should  enrieh  our  own  valued  books;  but  in  the  publications  of  the  pest  year  we>haveo«r 
own  illustrated  editions  of  Longfellow  and  Bryant,  and  now  in  the  superb  volume  of  Hallxck*b 
We  are  glad  to  learn  that  the  first  edition  of  this  admirable  book  U  already  exhausted 
Who  shall  now  say  that  really  attractive  books  are  not  appreciated  1  There  is  a  value  in  th  s  vo- 
lume independent  of  be  poetry,  which  needs  ao  praise  of  oars.  .  .  .  Mneane.  ArpLarroit  and  Gent- 


1347.1  BMtOt'i   Tulle.  567 


i- any  have  In  press  a.  number  of  valuable  weeks  which  will  thartly  be  puMishod,  Anion?  them  are  J 
'aTs*  /ZeWHtiemary  Services  and  Civil  Lift  of  General  tfiitUm  Hull,'  from  1775  lo  1905;  pro  pared 
from  bit  manuscript*  by  bus  daughter,  Mrs.  Mama  Cajhphicll  j  with  the  '  History  of  the  Campaign 
of  1813,  ami  surrender  of  (he  port  0#  Detroit,  by  Jame*  F&bchai*  Cmxkc;  "Thi  Huivry  ttf  the 
Northmen/  by  the  Hon.  Mcnav  Wweatok,  LL  IX,  a  iww  and  enlarged  edition  entirely  rewritten  j 
'History  of  the  Florida  (for*  its  DEigin,  progrt  e^  end  couclu>i»D ;  by  John  T,  Spaaaui^  Brevet  Cap- 
tain »r  the  Eighth  Regiment  United  ^iuwi'  luFuntry  j  together  with  ntXEwtu.kJ''s  Spanish  Grammar, 
and  Pralessor  Atii.tk'i  German  uuit  Ltaglish  Dictionary.  ThesnLme  bouse  will  have  ready  in  a  few  day* 
two  beaiiufully-illueriuaEod  Juvenile  hook.i>  entitled  'fFordgnf  Wiednm"  and  the  '  6Vt*aV  They  have 
altu  ihe  market  for  lbs  English  AuuuaL*;  'The  Keepsake1  ami  '  The  Hook  of  Beauty.1  continued 
under  the  direction  of  Mr,  Heath.  .  .  .  Tweuk  are  certainly  n*n»y  very  reinirknbie  nmnitory 
facts  put  forth  iu  a  welt»printcd  little  book,  (readable  at  e  sinule  tilling)  from  the  enterprising  hnusa 
of  tuwiRD  Walker  avd  Soira,  FuLton-stroi  t,  entitled  'TAe  Fait  of  IitfdttiUj  or  fit  Dtnlimftof 
FraindttLte.  with  Modem  fnfid* Im?  A  history  of  dialing ui«ucd  infidel*,  u,-tl  knou  n  in  the  oily  and  *tste 
of  New -York,  ia  Mb  wed  by  a  brief  hbluntid  account  of  the  ?peeiid  judgments  visile.il  upon  the 
early  opposes  of  Christianity  elaewbere,  Tiia  sale  of  the  buok.  we  understand,  bat  been  very  ea- 
tenaive,  ■  -  .  LoLr.hriiiNO  ft*t  an  hour  ia  Chapman's  studio  la&t  week,  we  bad  an  opportunity  to 
look  over  some  of  tb«  sheet*  of  the  eeconcj  number  of  ibis  artlsi«p  beautiful  *  frramnf-Mmk.*  In 
caum  of  publication  by  J.  &.  Redi-iild;  Iki  first  number  of  which  was  issued  iu  .M^ylast*  The 
second  number  now  nearly  ready,  will  surprint?  even  tlmae  who  have  taken  the  flrat.  The  mutt  elabo- 
rate and  eiquUiUly  engraved  illustrations  embellish  and  Hluslfuto  this  uuinbnr.  One  oti£mrlt»£,  a 
targe  aud  cajrefuUy-drawn  head  of  Wahiingt^,  from  dTDAiT'i  picture,  bus  been  propn/ed  for  thi* 
uutubcr  al  an  OJt pause  of  mwiio  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars.  An  ituproatiou  from  this  plain  a|o»o 
ought  to  ho  worth  the  price  of  Ihe  whole  number.  We  trtut  Wrt  CtiAFHAM^  tafauri  will  be  apriiT* 
ciated  as  th^y  ought  to  bn  by  ntcry  parent  who  hue  a  child  to  educate.  -  •  -  We  [iavo  racgiftM  and 
read  wata  if  rent  iutarest.  u  Report,  ^uppl^mentury  to  a  +  Ucportoo  the  Sanitary  Con  J  a  ion  «('  the  Un- 
boriog  Popublioo  of  Great- Britain/  cont  tiniog  the  *  Rendu  of  a  Sptfial  Inquiry  inty  tA#  Prattict 
of  InUrmml*  in  Tomitt,'  made  at  the  re<|tteat  of  flsu  >Uj£Stv's  Principal  ■mptvf  «f  Slut*  for 
the  Hoine-DepurEiadUt,  try  Epwis  GuahwiCK,  Et%,  barristir  it  J.»w,  Lonitiu.  This  votumo,  whick 
wai  jirovFiiifd  to  bulb  Houses  of  Parliauteiil  by  eomntudtt  of  Hk*  Ma/kstv,  has  received  the  bigbeti 
cncniniums  of  the  Loudnii  prots,  and  richly  due*  it  d«MTfa  shisfl.  We  should  lie  gl»d  to  &eo  the  work 
reprinted  in  Kblfl  country  ;  or  at  l^ML  r«ucb  portiun»  of  it  u  might  sortw  to  loipreas  upon  the  authori- 
ties tif  our  larger  citiei  the  great  danger  which  munt  arise  frnm  urer-crowdiug  metropolitan  grave- 
yprdi.  Mr.  i"*hadw  K'jt's  abundant  faom  oro  admirably  arraugoil,  and  the  deductions  frtini  them  turn* 
tained  by  irrefragable  urgumenl.  The  London.  Ttmn  not  long  since  stated,  tbut  for  sixteen  yuan 
JHr*  CpwiTr  Cwadwick  bad  been  the  life  aud  »oul  of  the  *Poor  Law  CommissioD^1  l  troutributing  to 
it  nearly  alt  the  in  formal!  mi  und  iutellig#nee  it  evnr  dispiuy^d,  and  Imparting  to  its  reports  all  the 
method,  genius  and  apirit"  which  so  eminently  cbaructeru£ed  them,  in  comparison  with  tueb  ducu- 
mouts  generally-  The  7Hm*m  added,  that  Sir.  ChaowicxV  Umg  and  valuable  aurvke*  thould  he  re- 
warded by  a  inmaCar  to  anothar  and  lnj?n«r  sphere  i  '  That  geiitiem-iur»ia  nmde  for  better  things  than 
dry-nursing  a  S*uor-L:iw  CDrtiiuiasion.  Wo  waot  som^thiu^  equivalent  to  a  Ministtraf  Hcakb;  anil 
were  ihetjilier  onceniidc,  Sir-  CitAnwiCK  would  be  el*etpd  t<n  it  by  popular  acelaniatmW  High  praiae, 
and  richly  deserved.  -  <.  *  Amm^'  tin*  puUUiiuUou*  of  th»'  DiKiTutjti  Harfau  wbich  will  be  cor- 
dially welcomed,  is  the  revised  edtttun  of  WtbrttT't  Qttavik  Dictionary.  The  volume  touUina  sofn« 
fuurteeu  huudrcd  fiagc*,  and  exhibit!  the  ortgm,  orthography,  pronunciation  and  denniiion  of  words! 
etc.  It  is  thoroughly  revised  And  much  enlarged  by  Pru&asur  tioouatCH,  of  Yale  LIotLag«T  aaslsted 
by  a  number  of  geitttamen,  dbtrngui^bed  for  their  high  attainments  iu  the  various  dep^nmeutsnf 
learning.  It  is  au  invututibU  work.  The  snmc  publishers  have  recently  iiiiued^  a  "Lift  vf  Henry  tJi§ 
Fourth.  Shy  the  novuliit  Jah^s  ;  Mncktmu's  MisctilaneouM  fVorla  r-  aud  ■  elturining  d  Just  rated  littto 
vol'im*-,  'Tkt.  Hay'*  Atitumn  liwrk,*  by  Thuxa*  SHllku,  tlie  Euglijb  LpailL«!t^maker+  .  .  ,  It  must 
be  u  sulSoieAl  fact  lor  his  publisbera,  and  a  pleasant  evidence  ta  the  author  *>i  hia  acceptance  with 
the  puEilicT  t|tar  a  fourth  edition  of  Emcr*&aJ*  £*ray§  has  just  appeared  from  the  presa  of  Messrs, 
JamkS  MuN'al*  and  Company.  Thi*  species  of  mt^umimtumi  ad  cruwunam  lb  not  to  he  lighily  «a( 
oaide,  f,-v>  s>  by  tbc  moat  t  re  tic  hunt  en  tic.  ,  *  .  Jatttd*  •  Puturertjtte  Sketch**  of  CV«ai»WM/  from 
the  w-ill  known  bouse  of  Lr.a  *ko  LiLATHAitu,  Philadelphia,  ia  s,  vtcy  valuable  work,  which  seta 
forth  in  a  v'lBipIo  form  the  chief  results,  hitherto,  of  geological  investigation,  and  communicates  to 
the  refute?  defibUo  idi?as  cuue^ruing  the  ancient  hiatur>  of  the  earth  and  its  inhabitants.  Tbo  name- 
rum  iliLtMrmmiia  ol' the  te.vt  add  greatly  to  the  advantage  of  ihe  reader.  +  *  *  KA  Budgtt  of  L.tt* 
Utm,  conveys  the  title,  and  in  aome  sort  the  quality,  of  a  volume  of  record*  of  European  travel,  re- 
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cently  issued  from  the  press  of  Messrs.  William  D.  Ticknor  and  Company,  Boston.  We  c 
affirm  that  the  writer  has  added  a  great  deal  to  the  stores  of  information  to  be  derived  from  the  thoo- 
sand-and-one  books  by  previous  American  travellers ;  yet  the  epistolary  style  of  these  sketches  la 
natural  and  pleasing,  and  the  work  may  find  many  once-readers.  .  .  .  'Landreth's  Rural  Regis- 
ter, and  Almanac  for  1848/  published  by  Messrs.  Lea  and  Blanchard,  Philadelphia,  seems  to  M 
a  work  well  calculated  to  advance  the  interests  of  agriculture,  and  contribute  to  the  enjoyments  of 
rural  life.  An  edition  of  thirteen  thousand  has  already  been  exhausted ;  and  arrangements  have 
now  beeu  made  which  will  secure  a  copy  to  every  farmer  in  the  land  who  may  desire  one.  •  •  •  Wi 
ought  before  to  have  rocntioued  the  regular  receipt  of  'LittiWs  Living  Age,'  a  valuable  compen- 
dium of  choice  foreign  literature, from  the  enterprising  house  of  Berford  and  Company,  comer  of 
Vesey-street  and  the  A»tor- House.  From  the  same  publishers,  who  receive  at  the  earliest  moment 
all  the  latest  French  and  English  periodicals  and  newspapers,  pictorial  or  otherwise,  we  derive  the 
numbers  of  a  very  neat  and  entertaining  little  series,  called  'The  Playmate,  a  Pleasant  Co mpmuiam 
for  Spare  Hours ;'  and  the  well-printed  original  issue,  (through  Messrs  Gould,  Kendall  and  Lin- 
coln, of  Boston,)  of  Chambers'  Miscellany  of  Useful  and  Entertaining  Knowledge ;'  a  series  too 
popular  abroad,  and  now  too  well  known  in  America,  to  requiro  farther  notice  than  an  announce- 
ment •  •  •  We  have  heretofore  expressed  ourselves  warmly  in  favor  of  Vattcmare's  System  of  In- 
ternational Literary  Exchanges,  the  details  of,  and  donations  under  which,  have  found  their  way 
into  so  many  American  journals.  To  those  readers  who  may  not  be  familiar  with  Mr.  Vattkmabx'I 
excellent  plan,  a  pamphlet  lying  before  us,  from  the  press  of  Mr.  William  T.  Johnson,  State- 
printer,  Augusta,  Maine,  containing  the  '  Report  and  Resolves '  of  the  legislature  of  that  State  vpoa 
this  subject,  will  supply  an  important  desideratum.  •  •  *  Few  medical  ctudents  or  practitioners  eaa 
read  the  Discourses  of  Professor  Ware  on  Medical  Education  and  the  Mtdical  Profession,  without  , 
deriving  from  them  valuable  and  instructive  lessons.  The  university  of  Cambridge  has  in  Dr.  Wabs 
a  gentleman  who  is  evidently  fully  sensible  of  the  greut  importance  and  dignity  of  the  high  oanca 
upon  which  he  himself  confers  so  much  honor.  •  •  •  Messrs.  Grefxey  and  McElrath,  Triboat- 
Buildings,  have  published,  in  a  very  neat  form,  a  second  edition  of  *  Embank' s  Historical  Aeemmt 
of  Hydraulic  and  other  Machines  for  Raising  JFa/er,' with  observations  on  various  subjects  con- 
nected with  the  mechanic  arts ;  including  the  progressive  devclopement  of  the  ^team-engine,  in  all 
and  every  of  its  accessories ;  the  whole  revised  and  improved,  with  numerous  illustrative  engrav- 
ings. •  •  •  4  Christ's  Messenger,  or  the  Missionary  Memorial,1  is  the  name  given  to  a  handsome|y- 
appointed  volume  from  the  press  of  our  friend  Mr.  Edward  Walker,  Fulton-fttreet.  Its  objects, 
which  are  well  supported  by  the  contributions  of  very  many  capable  American  male  and  femala 
writers,  are  to  invoke  greater  attention  to  missions,  and  to  incite  those  engaged  in  them  to  renewed 
energy  and  devotion.  Articles  of  a  lighter  character,  bat  of  collateral  interest,  pleasantly  diveraUy 
the  contents  of  the  volume.  A  fine  composition,  printed  in  oil-colors,  faces  the  title-page,  and  the 
book  is  otherwise  prettily  illustrated  by  fine  wood-engravings  printed  in  tint«.  •  •  •  'ArtLst-MAfip 
is  the  title  of  a  well-printed  volume,  recently  published  by  the  enterprising  Messrs.  Affletom  AMD 
Company,  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  II.  T.  Tdckrrman.  We  aro  left  but  time  and  j-pacc  to  aay  '  at  t 
present'  that  the  volume  contains  sketches,  some  original  and  others  compiled,  of  twenty-! 
American  painters,  \i  is  by  no  raeiins  complete ;  and  among  the  omissions  we  remark  the  i 
(or  their  absence  rather)  of  Page  and  Elliott.  The  sketches  however  were  originally  furnished 
to  a  Magazine,  and  it  is  possible  that  the  author  intends  to  continue  them.  *  •  •  We  have  received 
from  Messrs.  Firth,  Hall  and  Pond,  Broadway  and  Franklin-Square,  a  beautiful  and  happily- 
conceived  work,  entitled  '  A  Bouquet  of  Melody,  and  Musical  Annual,1  adorned  with  ten  admirably- 
executed  lithograph*.  The  frontispiece  is  a  finely-engraved  portrait  of  that  enchanting  es»a*_r 
trice,  Jenny  Lind.  It  contains  also  four  female  representatives  of  the  8c  asons—  Spring,  SumBMt^L^ 
Autumn  and  Winter —  in  the  first  stylo  of  lithographic  excellence ;  a  drawing  of  '  The  Dying  KanHg 
grant's  Prayer,'  a  portrait  of  Miss  Jane  Andrews,  and  other  pictorial  designs,  together  wita  at 
choice  collection  of  Songs,  Waltzes,  Quick-step*,  Quadrilles  and  Polkas,  by  celeb 
foreign  and  American  composers,  never  before  published.  This  work  will  J 
withiu  the  means  of  all  amateurs  in  the  United  States.  A  large  sale  may  b«i 
for  this  truly  admirable  book.  •  •  •  We  are  favored  by  Messrs.  Bartlett  aH 
thick  pamphlet-volume,  containing  '  Ob  $  err  at  ions  on  the  ^Aboriginal  Mo\ 
Valley?  It  is  from  the  capable  pen  of  Mr.  E.G.  Squier.  and  is  taken  from  the  a 
•  Transactions  of  the  American  Ethnological  Society.'  It  is  liberally  illustrated,  i 
character  of  the  ancient  earth-works,  and  the  ttructure,  contents  and  purposes  of  the  movnds,  war 
notices  of  the  minor  remains  of  ancient  art.    We  regret  that  it  reaches  us  sit  so  late  an  hoar. 


JAMES  UN  EN,  Etc 


with  im  rsiMiT^niR  tawjh  or 
UI8    OAYLOBD    CLABK, 


1 


BOSTON: 

(VM.  CROSBY  and  H.  P.  NICHOLS,  111  Wabhincton  Street. 
YORK :  Burgess,  Strdtobk  &  Co. ;  Charlbs  8.  Francis  &  Co.    PHILADEL- 
PHIA :  Q.  B.  Ziebee  &  Co.    BALTIMORE :  Wh.  Taiwe. 


A   NEW   ILLUSTRATED    PERIODICAL, 
EXPRESSLY  INTENDED  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 


THE   PLAYMATE, 

A  PLEASANT  COMPANION  FOR  SPARE  HOURS. 

Comprising  Original  Tales,  Stories,  and  Ballads,  Fables,  Historical  Anecdotes, 
Poetry,  new  and  old,  and  Readings  in  Natural  History.  Each  Part  will  be  illus- 
trated with  from  twelve  to  twenty  Wood-cuts,  from  drawings  by  eminent  Artists, 
and  one  large  Engraving. 

CONTENTS  OF  PART  I.,  FOR  JULY. 


The  Playmate's  Address.  Bv  the 
Editor.  With  a  Picture  by  Edward 
Wehnert. 

Traditional  Ballads.  Edited  by  Fe- 
lix Summerly.  Valentine  and  Ursine. 
With  Two  Pictures  by  Henry  Warren. 

The  Hermit  :  a  Tale.  Illustrated  by  a 
Dresden  Artist 

The  Three  Sunbeams.  By  R.  H.  Home. 


With  Two  Pictures  by  E.  Duncan. 

Little  Freddy  and  his  Fiddle.  By 
A.  L.  Grimm.  Translated  by  Madame 
de  Chatelain.  With  Four  Pictures  by 
E.  H.  Wehnert. 

The  Month  of  May.  By  Mary  Rob- 
erts. 

To  the  Swallow.  By  Charlotte  Smith. 
With  a  Picture  by  H.  Weir. 


CONTENTS  OF  PART  II.,  FOR  AUGUST. 


Charlotte  Smith.    With  a  Picture. 
Muscif  ula.    With  a  large  Engraving, 
Enigma  1.    With  a  Picture, 

III.,  FOR  SEPTEMBER. 

cilian  Vespers.    With  Three  Pictures, 

The  Horseshoe  Nail.  From  the  Ger- 
man of  M.  M.  Grimm. 

The  Monkey —  A  Rich  Head  and  m 
Poor  Head. 

The  Fisherman  and  the  Flounder, 
From  the  German  of  the  Brothers 
Grimm.    With  Two  Pictures. 

Enigma  4.    With  a  Picture, 


The   Woodraxgsr's  Son.      By  Ber- 

thold  Auerbach.    Translated  by  Meta 

Taylor.    With  Ten  Pictures. 
The  Natural  History  op  Birds.    By 

CONTENTS  OF  PART 

A  Ballad  of  Robin  Hood.  With  a 
Picture. 

The  Beech.    With  Two  Pictures. 

June.    By  Mary  Roberts. 

The  Madonna  della  Sedia.  With 
a  Picture. 

Spring  Flowers.  The  Snowdrop,  Dai- 
sy, Daffodil. 

Enigmas  2  and  3.    With  a  Picture. 

Historical  Sketches.  No.  I.  The  Si- 

THE  FOLLOWING  PABTS  WILL  CONTAIN 

ARTICLES  by  Mary  Howitt,  Felix  Summerly,  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall,  John 
Edward  Taylor,  Meta  Taylor,  R.  H.  Horne,  Madame  de  Chatelain, 
Ambrose  Merton,  Mrs.  Harriet  Myrtle,  Charles  Boner,  Mart  Roberts, 
Berthold  Auerbach,  Hans  Christian  Andersen,  Mrs.  James  Whittle, 
and  the  Editor. 

PICTURES  of  "  The  Wolf  and  the  Lamb,"  by  Mulready ;  "  The  Mnseipula  and 
Robinetta  "  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds ;  "  The  Church-stile  "  of  Sir  Augustus 
Callcott ;  and  others  from  Original  Drawings  by  Redgrave,  Townsend,  Elmore, 
Absolon,  Goodall,  Pickersgill,  Wehnert,  cVc.,  &c. 

The  Playmate  will  be  published  on  the  first  of  every  month,  in  numbers  of 
thirty-two  and  sometimes  forty  pages,  at  One  deilar  per  annum,  in  advance. 
V  A  liberal  discount  to  agents. 

CROSBY  &  NICHOLS,  Publishers, 
111  Washington  Street,  Boston. 


2  THIS  PLAYMATE. 

But  when  the  winter  evenings  bring  their  cheerful  fireside 
gatherings,  and  boys  and  girls  crowd  round  the  blaring  hearth  at 
home,  and  enjoy  it  the  more  because  of  the  cold  nights  at  school, 
I  will  beg  for  a  snug  seat  in  the  corner,  and  will  tell  you  elder  ones 
long  tales  of  wars  and  travels,  of  famous  men,  of  knight-errantry, 
and  of  days  of  the  olden  time;  to  the  gentle  girls,  your  sisters, 
I  will  sing  sweet  ballads,  and  read  poetry  ana  pleasant  stories. 
full  of  charming  adventures ;  and  to  you,  youngsters,  I  will  unfold 
the  wondrous  marvels  that  are  found  in  faerie  land  and  ancient 
fable,  and  the  greater  marvels  still  that  are  discovered  in  the  wide 
domains  of  Nature.  And  though  you  shall  all  be  merry  and 
laugh  heartily  at  my  humorous  histories,  and  though  you  shall 
all  be  sad,  and  almost  weep  at  my  pathetic  ballads;  yet  withal 
will  we  be  wise,  and  ever  will  we  bear  in  mind  our  motto,  "Inter 
folia  fructos"  There  shall  be  fruit  among  these  leaves,  not  such 
sour-flavoured  windfalls  as  you  too  often  pick  up,  but  fruit  that  is 
ripe  and  good,' and  that  will  be  pleasant  as  well  as  profitable. 

Do  you  love  pictures  ?  I  will  give  you  such  as  a  playmate  has 
seldom  offered  you  before.  Pictures  by  artists  well  known  to  fame. 
Pictures  that  will  serve  for  copies  to  the  cleverest  .of  you;  that  will 
not  only  please,  but  will  teach  you,  and  lead  you  to  an  early 
knowledge  of  all  the  best  principles  of  art. 

In  conclusion,  my  only  desire  is,  that  you  may  all,  young  and 
old,  consider  me  what  I  wish  to  be,  a  pleasant  companion  for 
your  spare  hours,  and  that  I  may  be  received  with  renewed  joy  at 
every  fresh  visit  to  your  homes. 

Toum  Playmate. 
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LIST 


ENGLISH    BOOKS, 


INCLUDING 


WORKS    OF    VALUE, 
RECENT   VOYAGES   AND   TRAVE. 

GENERAL   LITERATURE. 

RECENTLY  IMPORTED. 
FOR  SALE  BY 

WILEY  AND  PUTNAM, 

161  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK. 
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ENGLISH  BOOKS  FOR  SALE 


MACNISH'S  Book  of  Aphorisms.  18mo.  $1, 
for  75  cents.  Glasgow,  1840. 

MADDEN'S  United  Irishmen,  their  Lives  and 
Times.  2  vols.  8vo.,  with  portraits.  $7,  for 
$4  50.    Third  series.  Dublin,  1846. 

MAGILLIVRAY'S  Manual  of  British  Ornitho- 
logy—Land Birds.     12mo.    $1  50,  for  $1. 

Lond.ylSAO. 

MAID  of  Honor ;  or,  the  Massacre  of  St.  Bar- 
tholomew.    12mo.,  plates.    $2  25,  for  $1  50. 

Lond.,  1845. 

MANGAN'S  German  Anthology,  a  series  of 
Translations  from  the  most  popular  German 
Poets.  2  vols.  $3  50,  for  $2  50.   Dublin,  1845. 

MARCETS  (Mrs.)  Conversations  on  Language, 
for  Children.   12mo.   85  cents.     Lond.,  1844. 

MARRY ATPS  (Capt.)— The  Mission;  or, 
Scenes  in  Africa.  For  Young  People.  2  vols. 
12mo.,  plates.    $1  75,  for  $1  25.    Lond.,  3845. 

MARRY  ATPS  Poor  Jack,  illustrated  with  fine 
engravings  on  wood.    8vo.    #5,  for  $J  75. 

Lond. 

MARTIN'S  Statistical  Account  of  the  British 
Colonies.  Royal  8vo.,  pp.  904,  with  map. 
$9,  for  $5.  Lond.,  1843. 

***  An  immense  masi  of  valuable  Information. 

MARTINEAU'S  (Harriet)  PLAYFELLOW. 

The  Peasant  and  the  Prince,  75  cents. 

Feats  on  the  Fiord,  75  cents.        Lond.,  1841. 
MARTINEAU'S    (Harriet)  How  to  Observe— 

Morals  and  Manners.    PostSvo.    $2  25,  for 

$1  50.  Lond. 

MARSDEN'S  History  of  Sumatra,  containing  an 

■  account  of  the  Government,  Laws,  Manners 

and  Customs,  Natural  Productions,  &c.    With 

map  and  numerous  plates.    4 to.,  half  bound. 

$12,  for  $5.  Lond.,  1811. 

MASSEY'S    Origin  and    Progress  of  Letters. 

8vo.,  old  calf.     #1  50.  Lond.,  1763. 

MASSINGER— Beauties  of   Massinger  (used). 

12mo.     50  cents.  Lond.,  1817. 

MAXWELL'S  Rambling  Recollections  of  a  Sol- 
dier of  Fortune.     Post  8vo.,  plates.     Second- 
hand.   $3,  for  $1  25.  Dublin,  1842. 
MAURY  (Mrs.)— The  Statesmen  of  America  in 

1846.     Post  8vo.     $2  50,  for  $1  25. 

Lond.,  1847. 
MAXWELL'S  (Lieut.)  Run  through  the  United 

States.    2  vols,  post  8vo.    $5,  for  $2.    Lond. 
McCULLOGH  (W.  T.)  on  the  Use  and  Studv  of 

History.     8vo.    $3,  for  $175.     Dublin,  1842. 
McCULLOCH'S  Geographical  Dictionary.   Best 

London  Edition.    2  vols.  8vo.    $22,  for  $10. 

Lond. 
McCRINDLE'S  School  Girl  in  France.     12mo. 

$1  75,  for  87  cents.  Lond. 

MENSOR  (Rev.  H.  P.)— Tour  in  Egypt,  Arabia 

Petnea,  and  the  Holy  Land,  in  1841-2.    12mo. 

$2  25,  for  $1  50.  Lond.,  1844. 

MEMORIALS  of  the  Rebellion  of  1569.      8vo. 

$6,  for  $3  50.  Lond.,  1840. 

*«*  With  portrait*,  plates,  and  Ac-similes. 
MENZEL'S  Europe  in  1840.    Trans,  from  the 

German.  12mo.  $1  75,  for  $1.    Edinb.,  1841. 
MERIV ALE'S  Poems,  Original  and  Translated. 

2  vols.  12mo.    $4  50,  for  $2  50. 

Pickering,  Lond.,  1838. 
MICHELET— The  People.    Translated  by  C. 

Cocks,  B.L.    12mo.,  sewed,  50  cents,    Lond 
MICROCOSM  (The) :  Essays  by  Geo.  Canning 

and  others.    8vo.,  half  bound.    $1 25. 

Land.,  1788. 


MILFORD'S  Norway  and  her  Laplanders.    8vo. 

$3,  for  $1  75.  Murray,  Lond.,  1842. 

MILNES*  (R.  M.)  Memorials  of  Many  Scenes. 

(Poems.)  12mo.  $1.  Mbxon,  Lond.,  1844. 
Real  Union  of  England  and 


Ireland.  18mo.,  sewed.  37  cents.  Lond.,  1845. 

MILLER  (Thos.)— A  Day  in  the  Woods.  Pott 
8vo.    $2  50,  for  $1  25.  Lond.,  1840. 

MILLMAN'S  Poetical  Works.  Beautiful  edi- 
tion.   3  vols.  12mo.    $5  50,  for  $4. 

Murray,  Lond.,  1840. 

MILLER'S  Godfrey  Malvern ;  of,  the  Life  of  an 
Author.  2  vols.  8vo.,  illustrated  by  Phil. 
$3,  for  $1  50.  Lond.,  1842. 

MILES'S  Epitome,  Historical  and  Statistical, 
of  the  Naval  Service  of  England ;  with  8  fine 
colored  engravings  and  other  illustrations. 
Svo.     $6,  for  $3.  Lond.,  1844. 

MIRABAUD'S  System  of  Nature;  or,  the  Laws 
of  the  Moral  and  Physical  World.  2  vols.  8vo. 
old  calf,  scarce.     $7.  Lond.,  1817. 

MODERN  Chivalry;  or,  the  New  Orlando  Fu- 
rioso.  With  illustrations  by  George  Cruick- 
shank.     2  vols,  post  8vo.    $6,  for  $2  50. 

Lond.,  1843. 

MOORE  (Dr.  John)— Works  and  Life;  com- 
prising "  Zeluco,"  &c.,  &c.  7  vols.  8vo.  $21, 
for  $7.  Lond.,  1830. 

MOORE'S  Pictorial  Book  of  Ballads.  8vo.,  illus- 
trated.   $3  50,  for  $3.  Lond.,  1847 

MOORE'S  Life  of  Byron.  8vo.,  sewed.  $3, 
for  $1  75.  Paris,  1837. 

MONTAUBAN'S  (Mrs.  E.)  Year  and  a  Day  in 
the  East.     Svo.    $3,  for  $1  25.     Lond.,  1846. 

MORRISON'S  MEMOIRS.-Memoirs  of  the 
Life  and  Labors  of  Robert  Morrison,  D.D.  By 
his  Widow.  With  Critical  Notices  of  some 
of  his  Chinese  Works,  by  Samuel  Kidd.  2 
vols.  8vo.    $8,  for  $5  50.  Lond.,  1839. 

MOSELEY'S  First  Protestant  Mission  to  China. 
8vo.    $1  50,  for  75  cents.  Lond.,  1842. 

MOTTS  Last  Days  of  Francis  the  First.  12sno. 
$1  50,  for  $1.  Pickering,  Lond.,  1843. 

MOXON'S  Sonnets.    8vo.    $1  50,  for  50  cents. 

Lond.,  1837. 

MULLEN'S  Pilgrim  of  Beauty,  Cottager's  Sab- 
bath, and  other  Poems.  Illustrated  with 
vignettes  exquisitely  engraved.  8vo.  $5,  for 
$3  50.  Lond.,  1845. 

MURRAY  (Lieut.)— Doings  in  China :  Personal 
Narrative  of  an  Officer  in  the  late  Chinese 
Exhibition.  Post  8vo.,  plates.  $3  50,  for 
$1  50.  Lond.,  1843. 

MURRAY  on  Modern  Paper  and  its  former 
Substitutes.    12mo.    75  cents.    Lond.,  1839. 

MURRAY  (J.  F.)  —  The  World  of  London. 
12 mo.    $2  50,  for  $1  25.  Lond.,  1844. 

NAYAL  Sketch  Book;  or,  The  Service  Afloat 
and  Ashore.  Second  Series.  2  vols.  8vo. 
$5,  for  $1  75.  Lond.,  1835. 

NEW  Arabian  Nights  Entertainments.  Selected 
from  original  Oriental  MSS.  by  Von  Hammer, 
and  translated  by  Rev.  Geo.  Lamb.  3  vols. 
12mo.    $3,  for  $2  50.  Lond.,  1844. 

NEW  Bath  Guide.  Plates  by  Cruickshank, 
Post8vo.    $125.  Lond. 

NEW  Sporting  Almanac ;  containing  entertain- 
ing matter  and  illustrations  for  all  seasons. 
12mo.    $1,  for  62  cents.  Lond.,  1844. 

NEW  TIMON  (The)-A  Romance  of  London. 
3d  edition.    12mo.    $2  50  for  $175. 

Lwwf.,1846. 
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ENGLISH  BOOKS  FOR  SALE 


PRIDDEN'S  Australia;   its   Past  and  Present 

Condition,    &c.      With    map,    &c.      12mo. 

$1  50.  Burns,  Lend.,  1842. 

PULLYN'S    Etymological    Compendium ;    or, 

Portfolio  of  Origins  and  Inventions.     12 mo. 

Second-hand.    Scarce.    $1  50.     Lond.,  1825. 
PUNCH'S  Snapdragons  for  Christmas.     12mo., 

sewed,  plates.     75  cents,  for  50  cents. 

Lond.,  1845. 
QUEEN  VICTORIA'S  Voyage  to  France  and 

Belgium  described  to  Young  Persons.     12mo. 

75  cents.  Lond  ,  1844. 

RAIKE'S  (Thos.)  France  since  1830.     2  vols. 

8vo.     $7,  for  $3.  Lond.,  1841. 

RAMBLES  of  the  Emperor  Ching  Tin  in  Keang 

Nan.    A  Chinese  Tale,  translated  by  Tkin 

Shen,  student  of  the  Anglo-Chinese  College 

of  Malacca.    2  vols,  post  8vo.    $6,  for  $3. 

Lond.,  1843. 

%•  A  great  literary  curiosity. 

RAUMER'S  Frederick  II.  and  his  Times.  Post 
8vo.    $3  50,  for  $2.  Lond.,  1838. 

REEVE'S  (Clara)  Progress  of  Romance  through 
Times,  Countries,  and  Manners.  2  vols  in 
post  8vo.     Scarce.    $3.  Lond.,  1785. 

REID'S  (Mrs.  Hugo)  Plea  for  Woman.  12mo 
$1  25,  for  87  cents.  Edinb.,  1843. 

REMINISCENCES  of  Half  a  Century.  By  an 
Accurate  Observer.  Post  Svo.  $2  50,  for 
$1  25.  Lond.,  1838. 

REMEDIES  for  Some  of  the  Evils  which  con- 
stitute the  Perils  of  the  Nation.  Post  8vo. 
$2,  for  $1  25.  Lond.,  1844. 

REPORT  on  the  State  of  Scientific  and  Me- 
chanics' Institutions  in  England.  8vo.  63 
cents.  Lond.,  1841. 

REYNOLDS'S  Modern  Literature  of  France.  2 
vols,  post  8vo.     $4,  for  $2.  Lond.,  1839. 

REYNARD  the  Fox ;  a  renowned  Apologue  of 
the  Middle  Ages,  re-produced  in  Rhyme. 
Beautifully  printed  in  the  old  style.  8vo. 
$4  75.  Lond.,  1845. 

RIDE  ON  HORSEBACK  to  Florence,  through 

France  and  Switzerland,  described  in  a  series 

of  Letters.   By  a  Lady.    2  vols.   $5  50,  for  $3. 

Lond.,  Murray,  1S42. 

RILEY'S  ITINERARY  ;  or,  Memoirs  of  an  Ac- 
tor.   3  vols.  12mo.     Half  bound  scarce.     $1. 

Lond.,  1817. 

ROBERTS'S  History  of  Letter  Writing,  from  the 
earliest  period  to  the  end  of  the  5th  Century. 
$5,  for  $3  50.  Lond.,  1843. 

ROBINSON  On  Self-Education.  12mo ,  75 
cento.  Lond.,  1843. 

ROBERTSON'S  (Lord)  Leaves  from  a  Journal, 
and  other  Fragments,  in  verse.  8vo.  $2  50, 
for  $1  75.  Murray ,  Lond.,  1845. 

ROGERSON'S  Rhyme,  Romance,  and  Revery. 
Post  8vo.    $3  50,  for  $2  50. 

Pickering,  Lond.,  1840. 

ROMANTIC  Fiction  :  Select  Tales  from  the 
German  of  Fouque  and  others.  12mo.,  cuts. 
$2,  for  $1,25.  Burns,  Lond.,  1842. 

ROMER'S  Physiology  of  the  Human  Voice. 
12mo.    $1.  Lond.,  1845. 

RUSSELL'S  (Lord  John)  Life  of  Lord  Wm. 
Russell,  with  an  Account  of  his  Times.  3d. 
ed.,  2  vols,  in  J ,  8vo.    $3,  for  $1 ,50. 

Lond.,  1820. 

SALVADOR,  The  Guerilla.  By  the  author  of 
the  Oattriian.  3  vols,  post  8vo.  $9,  for  $2 
90. 


SAUMAREZ'  (Admiral)  Memoirs  and  Corres- 
pondence. By  Sir  John  Ross,  C.B.  2  vols. 
8vo.,  portraits  and  plates.    $7,  for  $3. 

Lond.,  1838. 

SCENES  from  the  Life  of  Edward  Lascelles, 
Gent.  2  vols.  12mo.  Illustrated.  $4,  for 
$1  50.  Dublin,  1837. 

SCHOPENHAUER  (Madame).— Youthful  Life ; 
or,  Pictures  of  Travel.  2  vols.  12mo.  $3  50, 
for  $2  50.  Lond.,  1847. 

SCHELER  (Augs).— The  Question  was  St.  Pe- 
ter ever  at  Rome,  Historically  Considered, 
12mo.     75  cents.  Lond.,  1840. 

SCHILLER'S  Historical  Works,  Translated  by 
George  Moir,  Esq.    2  vols.  18mo. 

Edinb.,  1828. 

SCHILLER'S  Wallenstein,  a  Dramatic  Poem. 
Translated.  2  vols,  post  8vo.  $3  50  for  $2 
50. 

SCHILLER'S  Maid  of  Orleans,  translated  by  N. 
J.  Lucas.    Svo.,  sewed.    $1,  for  50  cents. 

Bremen, 

SCHLEGEL'S  Lectures  on  Dramatic  Art  and 
Literature.  Translated  by  John  Black.  2 
vols.  12mo.    $3  50  to  $2  50.        Lond.,  1840. 

SCHOEMAN'S  Dissertation  on  the  Assemblies 
of  the  Athenians.    8vo.    $3  50  for  $2  50. 

Cambridge,  1838. 

SCHON  &  CROWTHER'S  Journal  of  the  Mis- 
sionary  Expedition  up  the  Niger.  Post  8ro., 
$1  75,  for  $1  25.  Lond.,  1842. 

SCOTT'S  Journal  of  a  Residence  in  the  Esma 
ella  of  Abd-el-Kader,  and  of  Travels  in  Mo- 
rocco and  Algiers,  with  port.  Post  Svo.  $1 
75,  for  87  cents.  Lond.,  1842. 

SCOTT  (Rev.  A.  J.)— Lord  Nelson's  Chaplain. 
Recollections  of  his  Life.    8vo.    $3,  for  $1  25. 

Lond.,  1842. 

SCOTT'S  Rokeby,  a  Poem.  Illustrated  edition, 
with  port.,  &c.     12mo.    $2,  for  $1  50. 

Lond.,  1843. 

SECOND  Travels  of  an  Irish  Gentleman  in  Search 
of  a  Religion.  2  vols.  (2d  hand.)  Scarce. 
$1  75.  Dublin,  1833. 

SELKIRK'S  Recollections  of  Ceylon,  after  a 
Residence  of  13  years.  With  an  account  of  the 
Church  Missionary  Operations  in  the  Island. 
Svo.,  map.    $4  50,  for  $3  50.        Lond.,  1844. 

SELECTIONS  from  the  Edinburgh  Review, 
comprising  the  best  articles  in  that  Journal, 
from  its  commencement.  4  vols.  8vo.  Scarce. 
$9  50.  Lond.,  1833. 

SHAKSPEARE.— Collier's  New  Particulars  re- 
garding the  Works  of  Shakspeare.  8vo.  $125, 
for  62  cenis. 

SHAKSPEARE.— Knight's  beautiful  Cabinet 
edition.  11  vols.  18mo.,  cloth  gilt.  $11,  for 
$9.  Lond. 

SHARPE'S  (Samuel)  History  of  Egypt  A  new 
edition.     Svo.     $4  25.  Lond.,  1846. 

SHREDS  and  Patches  of  History  in  the  Form  of 
Riddles.    2  vols.  18mo.    $3,  for  75  cents. 

Lond.,  1829. 

SHELLEY'S  Essays  and  Letters  from  Abroad, 
Translations  and  Fragments.  Edited  by  Mrs. 
Shelley.    2  vols,  post  Svo.    $5,  for  $2  50. 

Und.,  1840. 

SHERER'S  Imagery  of  Foreign  Travel;  or, 
Scenes  in  Egypt,  India,  &c.  Poet  8vo.  $3, 
for  $1.  Lond.,  1838. 

SMITH'S  Ladies'  and  Gentleman's  Letter  Writ- 
er.   18mo.    37 cents.  Lend.,—  m 
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ENGLISH  BOOKS  FOR  SALE 


TRIALS  and  Triumphs.  The  Convict's  Daugh- 
ter and  the  Convert's  Daughter.  12mo.  Fine 
plate.    $1  25,  for  62  cents.  Lond.,  1834. 

TROLLOPE  (Mrs.)— Jessie  Phillips,  a  Tale  of 
the  Present  Day.  Illustrated.  8vo.  $3,  for 
$1  50.  Lond.,  1844. 

TOPPER'S  Proverbial  Philosophy.  First  Edi- 
tion.   8vo.    Second  hand.     Scarce.    $1  50. 

Lond.,  1838. 

TWISS'S  Memoirs  of  Lord  Chancellor  Eldon. 
3d  edition.    2  vols.  8vo.    $5. 

Murray,  Lond.,  1846. 

TWISS  on  the  Oregon.  The  Oregon  Question 
examined  with  respect  to  Facts  and  the  Law 
of  Nations.  By  Travers  Twiss,  D.C.L.,  Prof, 
of  Polit  Econ.  Univ.  Oxford.  8vo.  $6,  for 
$2  50. 

TYTLER'S  Wooden  Walls  of  Old  England  ;  or, 
Lives  of  Celebrated  Admirals.  12mo.  $1  50, 
for  $1.  Lond.,  1847. 

VICAR'S  (John)  England's  Worthies  under  the 
Civil  War,  &c.,  in  1642-7.  Reprinted  in  fac- 
simile.    12mo.,  half  bound.    $1. 

Lond.,  1845. 

VOYAGES  and  Travels,  by  Capt.  Hall,  Hon. 
Henry  Ellis,  and  Thos  Pnngle,  Esq.,  in  South 
America,  Africa,  and  China.  R.  8vo.  $4  50, 
for  $3  50.  Lond.,  1840. 

UPHAM'S  History  of  the  Ottoman  Empire.  2 
vols.  18mo.    $1.  Edinb.,  1829. 

UPTON'S  Physioglyphics.     12mo.     5q  cents. 

Lond.,  1844. 

WALLBRIDGE'S  Torrington  Hall.  [An  ac- 
count of  an  Insane  Asylum.]  12 mo  ,  sewed. 
50  cents.  Lond.,  1845. 

WALKER'S  (Thos.)— The  Original.  5th  edi- 
tion.    8vo.     $2  50.  Lond.,  1846. 

WAVERLEY  Dramas :  Rob  Roy,  Guy  Manner- 
ing,  Antiquary,  Heart  of  Midlothian,  &c  , 
dramatised.    Plates,  12mo.     $1  12.         Lond. 

WALSH  (Rev.  R.)— Residence  at  Constantino- 
ple. 2  vols.  Svo.,  plates.  Second  hand.  $2 
50.  Lond.,  1836. 

WARDEN'S  Chronology  of  America.  L'Art  de 
Verifier  des  Dates,  Chronologie  Historique  de 
l'Amerique.  Par  D.  B.  Warden,  Ancien  Con- 
sul-general des  Etats  Unis,  &c,  &c.  10  vols. 
8vo.  Paris,  1S26. 

WARD'S  National  Proverbs  in  the  Principal 
Languages  of  Europe.  ISmo.  (soiled).  $1 
25,  for  75  cents.  Lond.,  1842. 

WEBB'S  Naomi :  or,  The  Last  Days  of  Naomi. 
12mo.    $1  75,  for  $1.  Lond  , 

WEBSTER  (John).— The  Displacing  of  sup- 
posed Witchcraft;  or,  there  is  a  Corporeal 
League  made  betwixt  the  Devil  and  the  Witch, 
&c.,  &c.     Old  calf.     $3.    Very  scarce. 

Lond.,  1677. 

WELFORD'S  Influence  of  the  Game  Laws; 
with  an  Appendix  by  John  Bright,  Esq.  8vo. 
$1.  Lond.,  1846. 

*«*  Containing  the  Parliamentary  evidence. 

WELLESLEY'S  (Marquis  of)  Dispatches  and 
Correspondence  in  Spain.  Svo.  $1.  Lond.,  1838. 
%*  A  companion  to  the  Wellington  Dispatches. 

WHITEHEAD'S  Lives  of  Highwaymen,  Rob- 
bers, &c.     12mo.,  plates.    $1.    Lond.,  1642. 

WILLIAMS'  Recollections  of  Malta,  Sicily,  and 
the  Continent.  Plates,  12mo.  $2  50,  for  $1 
50.  Lond.,  1847. 

WORDSWORTH'S  Poetical  Werks.  6  vols. 
12mo.    $9,  for  $6.  Moxon,  Lond.,  1841. 


WILLIAMS'  Visible  History  of  England.  Il- 
lustrated.    12mo.    $1  25,  for  63  cents. 

Lond.,  1835. 

WILLEMENTS  Catechism  of  the  History  of 
Things  in  Common  Use.    12mo.     75  cents. 

Lond.,  1845. 

WILTON  (Countess  of).-The  Art  of  Needle- 
work from  the  Earliest  Ages.  Post  8vo.  $3, 
for  $1  50.  Lond.,  1844. 

WOOD'S  Journey  to  the  Source  of  the  Hirer 
Oxus,  by  the  route  of  the  Indus,  Kabul,  and 
Badaksban.    8vo.    $4  50,  for  $2  50. 

Murray,  Lond.,  1841. 

WORDSWORTH'S  (Rev.  C,  D.D.)  Diary  in 
France,  mainly  on  Topics  concerning  Educa- 
tion and  the  Church.     12mo.    $2,  for  $1  90. 

Lond.,  1845. 

WRIGHT  (Henry  C.)— Defensive  War,  a  Denial 
of  Christianity.     12mo.    63  cents. 

Lond.,  1846. 

WRIGHT'S  Life  and  Campaigns  of  the  Duke  of 
Wellington.  4  vols.  8vo.  Illustrated  with 
maps,  portraits,  and  other  plates.  4  vols.  8vo. 
$18,  for  $10.  Lond. 

WYSE  (Francis). — America,  its  Realities  and 
Resources :  comprising  important  Details,  &c. 
&c.     3  vols.  Svo.     $16,  for  $6.     Lond.,  1846. 

WITTINGHAM  (Maj.)— Personal  Recollections 
of  a  Ten  Months'  Residence  in  Berlin.  8vo. 
$3  50,  for  $1  75.  Lond.,  1846. 

WILDE'S  Narrative  of  a  Voyage  to  Madeira, 
Teneriffe,  and  along  the  shores  of  the  Medi- 
terranean. 2  vols.  8vo.  Illustrated.  $9,  for 
$4  50.  Dublin,  1840. 

WILKES  (John).— The  Origin  and  Progress  of 
Despotism  in  Africa,  Europe,  and  America. 
12mo.,  old  calf.    Scarce.     $150. 

"Amsterdam,  1764." 
*«+  Privately  printed  at  London. 

WILLMOTS  Midshipman's  Friend ;  or,  Hints 
for  the  Cockpit.     12mo.    $1.       Lond.,  1845. 

WILBRAHAM'S     Caucasus ;    Travels    in    the 

Trans-Caucasian  Provinces  of  Russia,  &,c.     By 

Capt.  R.  Wilbraham    Svo.,  plates.   $6,  for  $3. 

Murray,  Lond.,  1339 

WILSON'S  Notes  Abroad  and'  Rhapsodies  at 
Home.  By  a  Veteran  Traveller.  2  vols,  post 
Svo.     $4,  for  $1  50.  Lond.,  1837. 

WINDHAM'S  Speeches  in  Parliament.  3  vols. 
8vo.     $10,  for  $4.  Lond.,  1812. 

WOLFE'S  (Rev.  Jos  ,  D.D.)  Narrative  of  a 
Mission  to  Bokhara.  2  vols.  8vo.  Numerous 
illustrations.    $7  50,  for  $4  50. 

Lond.,  1845. 

YATES'  (Dr.  T.  H.)  Modem  History  and  Con- 
dition of  Egypt.  With  an  account  of  the  pro- 
ceedings of  Mohammed  Ali-Pasha  from  1801 
to  1843.  Illustrations.  2  vols.  8vo.  $10,  for 
$6.  Lond ,  1843. 

YOUNG'S  (Dr.  J.)  Lectures  on  Intellectual 
Philosophy.    Svo.    $3  50,  for  $1  75. 

Glasgow,  1835. 

YOUNG'S  Night  Thoughts,  with  Notes  by 
Coetlogon.  Illustrated  ed.  Slightly  spotted. 
R.  8vo.    Old  moroc.    $2.  Lond.,  n.  d. 

YOUTH'S  Hand-Book  of  Entertaining  Know- 
ledge, in  a  series  of  Familiar  Conversations 
on  Nature  and  Art,  6tc.  8  volt.  12mo.  $3, 
for  $2.  Lond.,  1844. 

ZSCHOKKE'S  Goldmaker's Village.  Translated 
from  the  German.    18mo.    $1  25. 

Burns,  Lond.,  1845. 
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ADDENDA, 


TURES  of  Sir  Frizzle  Pumpkin,  Nighta 
j,  &c.     12mo.,  cloth,  gilt.     $1. 

Blackwood,  Edinb.,  1846. 
STONE'S  (Edw.)  Fall  of  Nineveh,  a 
2  vols.  12mo.     $3  50,  for  $2  50. 

Pickering,  Land.,  1847 

1  (M.  H.)— The  Fortunes  of  Frank  Fair- 
18mo.,  illustrated.    $1  25,  for  87  cents. 

Laid. 
I'S  Humor  and  Pathos ;  or,  Essays, 
es,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Frank  Howard. 

#2,  for$l.  Lond.,  184 'J. 

'  (G.  A.) — Quizziology  of  the  British 

12mo.,illust'd.  62  cts.      Lond.,  184 
fGTON  (Countess  of)— The  Idler  in 
Svo.     $1  12.  Paris,  1839. 

'  Table  Talk.     Illustrated  with  wood- 

2  vols.  12mo.     $3,  for  $1  50. 

Lond.,  18: 
I  (Vincent) — Poems,  Latin  and  English, 
emoir,  &c.,by  Mitford.    12mo.    $175, 
K).  Pickering,  Lond. 

fG'S  Matins  and  Vespers.    87  cents. 

Lond.,  1841. 
[  and  Foreign  Review;  or,  Europe  ui 
rly  Journal.  18  vols.  [Complete]  8vo. 
ssia,  gilt  backs,  fine  set.  $95,  for  $43. 
Lond.,  1835-43. 
5  (T.  B  )— -National  Bankruptcy,  and 
oems.     12mo.     $1  50,  for  75  cents. 

Pickering,  184  1. 
-Correspondence  between  Burns  and 
la.  With  a  Memoir  of  Mrs.  M'Lehosc 
da).     12mo.     $2  75,  for  $2. 

Lond.,  184  -i. 
ON'S  Dennis  O'Shaughnessy  going  to 
>th.  12mo.,  plates,  75  cts.  Lond., 184 
-The  King  of  Saxony's  Journey  through 
d  and  Scotland  in  1*44.  By  Dr.  Canim, 
an  to  His  Majesty,  &c.  Svo.  #3  50, 
>0.  *  Lond.,  184 

CRLAIN'S  Selected  Letters  of  Eminent 
..    12mo.    #150,  for  $1.     Burns,  Low  I. 
CRS'S  Edinburgh  Journal,  New  Seru 
.     $2,  for  SI  50.  Edinb.,  1845. 

***  Complete  in  itself. 
'TTE  ELIZABETH'S  Chapters  on 
3.  12mo.  #175,  for  $1.  Lond., 1841. 
AN  Philosophy ;  or,  Materials  for 
it.  By  the  author  of  "  Sketches  and 
ns  of  Sermons."     Post  Svo.     $1  50. 

Lond.,  1845. 
tf'S  Broad  Grins.  12mo.  $1  25,  for 
s.  Lond., 18^ 

\G  OUT ;"  or,  The  Trials  of  Mary 
12mo.  $1,  for  50  cents.  Lond.,  1841. 
LO  (Louisa  J.) — Tour  to  and  from  Ve- 
'  the  Vaudois  and  the  Tyrol.  8vo., 
$4,  for  $2  75.  Lond.,  184ft, 

t'S   Poetical   and  Prose  Works,  with 
J.  S.  Memes,  Esq.     3  vols.,  post  8vo. 
$3  50. 
neat,  comprehensive,  and  cheap  edition. 

)RD   (John)— Philosophy  of  Wealth. 

87  cents.  Lond.,  1846. 

RGH  TALES,   by  Mary  Howitt  and 

Second  vol.  (complete  by  itself),  8vo. 
$1  50.  Edinb.,  1846, 


EDUCATOR  (The)— Prize  Essays  on  the  Expe- 
diency and  Means  of  elevating  the  Profession 
of  the  Educator  in  Society.  l2mo*  03,  for 
$1.  Land.,  183& 

ELLIS  (Mrs.)— Family  Secrets,  niustrattd. 
First  vol.,  Svo.,  cloth  gilt.      $3  75,  for  gfl  50. 

Lond. 

FABER  (Rev,  F.  W.)~ Sir  Launcelot;  a  Poem. 
12rao.     $2  50,  for  $1  50. 

Riming  ion  r  Lmid.*  1344. 

FERDINAND  Frank,  a  Musical  Student  Il- 
lustrated by  Cmikahank*     16mo«    S3  cents. 

Land.,  183L 

FOX  (W.  J. )— Lectures,  addressed  chiefly  to  the 
Working  Classes.  3  voU.  12mo,  $5  95,  for 
$3  75,  Land.*  1S45. 

GENTLEMAN  in  Black  (The).  Illustrated  by 
Cruikshank,   12mo.  #2,  for  #1.     Lond.,  1S40« 

GERTRUDE  (M  }—  Philip  Randolph,  a  Tale  of 
Virginia.    12mo.  $1  75, for  $h     Land**  1S44. 

GESNER'S  New  Brunswick— Hie  tori  cal  and 
Statistical  Account  of  that  Province,  Svo. 
^D.forftl  75.  Lond.,  1847. 

GTFFARD's  Ionian  Islands,  Athens,  and  the 
Morea.      12 mo.,  soiled,     $1  25*  for  75  cents, 

Paris,  1S3& 

GILBERTS  Summary  of  the  Occupations  of  the 
People  of  England,  Wales,  and  Scotland.  4to. 
m  25,  for  §1.  Lond.,  1844. 

GOB  ATS  Missionary  Journal  of  Three  Years 
in  Abyssinia.     12mo.,  map,     $2  25,  for  $1  75. 

Lond.*  1S47. 

GOSTICK'S  Spirit  of  German  Poetry.  Royal 
Sro„  sewed.     $]  12.  Land.,  1846. 

HAWKER'S  Echoes  from  Old  Cornwall. 
(Poems)  12mo.  $lr  for  50ctsT      Lond.,  1546. 

HISTORICAL  Pictures  of  the  Middle  Ages,  in 
Black  and  White ;  made  on  the  Spot,  by  a 
Wandering  Artist.  2  vols,  post  S?o,  $5  50, 
for  $3  75.  tend,,  1840. 

HINTS  on  Husband  Catching;  or,  Manual  for 
Jtarriiigcable  Mkses+  12mo.,  colored  plates. 
#1  75,  fur  $1.  Lond.,  Ifrffl. 

HUMORIST  (The).  Illustrated  by  Cruikshank 
ifemo.     72  cents.  Lond. 

IMITATIONS  of  Celebrated  Authors  ;  or,  Ima- 
ginary Rejected  Articles  Post  8vo«  $2  50, 
forfl  12  Lond.*  1^44. 

JOURNAL  of  a  Few  Months1  Residence  in  Por- 
tugal, and  Glimpses  of  the  South  of  Spain.  2 
vols,  post  Svo.    #5,  for  $3  50. 

Moron*  Land.*  1847, 
% •  By  Mm    U ui IH nan,  daughter  uf  the  Poet  WonUt- 

KELTY'S   Facts  and  Feeling*,  illustrative  of 

I  n  te  r  ior  Bel  i  g  \  on . .     1 2m  0.    f 1  2 5 ,  for  62  cents. 

Lond.,  184  L 
KNOTTS  New  Aid  to  Memory. 

History  of  England ;  120  symbolical  plates. 
12mo,    87  cents. 

History  of  Rome.  12mo.  B7  cts.  Lond.,,  194L 
LAIRD   of  Logan;    or,   Anecdotes  and   Tales 

illustrative  of  the  Wit  and  Humor  of  Scotland. 

12nm    $2,  for  $t  12.  Glasgow*  18-15. 

LAND  and   Sea  Tales,      By  the   Old  Sailor, 

Illustrated   by  Cruikshank.      2   vols,    i2tno. 

$4  50,  fur  #2.  Land, IS3G. 
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LEVER  (Charles)— St.  Patrick's  Eve.  Illust'd. 
12mo.,  cloth,  gilt    $1  75,  for  $1. 

Dublin,  1845 

[LOCKHART,  J.  G.]— Adam  Blair,  and  the 
History  of  Matthew  Wald.  12mo.,  cloth,  gilt. 
$1  50,  for  $1  25.      Blackwood,  Edinb.,  1846. 

[LOCKHART,  J.  G.]— Reginald  Dalton.  By  the 
author  of  "  Valerius."  12mo.,  new  edition, 
cloth,  gilt.     $1  50,  for  $1  25.      Lond.,  1846. 

LORENZ'S  Life  of  Alcuin  (the  Historian  of 
Charlemagne).  12mo.  75  cents.    Lond.,  1837. 

LOUNGER'S  Common-Place  Book;  or,  Miscel- 
laneous Collections  in  History,  Criticisms, 
Biography,  Poetry,  and  Romance.    2  vols,  post 

•    8vo.    $3  50,  for  $2  50.  Lond.,  1838. 

MILLER  (Hugh) — First  Impressions  of  England 
and  its  People.    Post  8vo.    $2  25,  for  $1  75. 

Lond.,  1847. 
*,*  By  the  author  of  "  The  Old  Red  Sandstone." 

MORI  ARTY  (D.  J.)— Innisfoyle  Abbey.  A  Tale 
of  Modern  Times.  3  vole,  post  8vo.  $8,  for 
$1  75.  Lond.,  1840. 

NORTHCOTftfi  Fables,  Original  and  Selected. 
Beautifully  illustrated.  Second  Series.  12mo. 
02  50,  for  $1  75.  Lond.,  1833. 

NUTS  and  Nut-Crackers.  Illustr'd  by  "  Phiz." 
18mo.    $1  75,  for  $1.  Lond.,  1845. 

NUGENT  (Lord)— Tract,  entitled  True  and 
Faithful  Relation  of  a  Worthy  Discourse  be- 
tween Col.  John  Hampden  and  Col.  Oliver 
Cromwell,  with  explanatory  Preface.  Small 
4to.    $2  25.  Lond.,  1847. 

OLD  English  Squire,  a  Song,  with  Music,  and 
Six  Etchings  by  Phiz.     12mo.     75cts. 

Lond.,  1838. 

OPIE  (Mrs.)— Adeline  Mowbray  ;  or,  The  Mo- 
ther and  Daughter.  A  Tale.  New  illus- 
trated edition.     12  mo.     $1.  Lond.,  1844. 

OPINIONS  of  Learned  and  Eminent  Men  on 
the  Truth,  Style,  and  Importance  of  the  Holy 
Bible.     12mo.     $2,for#l.  Lond.,  1839. 

PAGET  (Eliza)— Self-Dependence.  A  Tale. 
12mo.    $1,  for  62  cents.  Lond.,  1838. 

PALMERSTON  (Lord)— Speech  on  the  Treaty 
of  Washington.    8vo.,  sewed.    37  cents. 

Lond.,1843. 

PELHAM'S  Chronicles  of  Crime ;  or,  The  New- 
gate Calendar.  With  52  engravings  by  Phiz. 
2  vols.  8vo.     $4.  Lond.,  1841. 

PERILS,  Captivity,  Shipwrecks,  &c.  18mo. 
50  cents.  Constable,  Edinb.,  1S27. 


PIGOTJ  (Harriet)— Three  Springs  of  Beauty, 
a  Legend  of  the  Cyclades.  12mo.  $1  50,  for 
50  cents.  Lond.,  1844. 

PILGRIM'S  Reliquary  (A).  By  the  author  of 
"Fragments  of  Italy  and  the  Rhineland." 
12mo.    $2  25,  for  $1  50. 

Pickering,  Lond.,  1845. 

PORCELAIN  Tower ;  or,  Nine  Stories  of  China 
Illustrated  by  J.  Leech.  Post  8vo.  $3,  for 
$1.  Lond.,  1841. 

PUNCH'S  Complete  Letter  Writer.  By  Doug- 
las J  err  old,  illustrated  by  Kenny  Meadows. 
12mo.     75  cents.  Lond.,  1845. 

QUARLES'S  Emblems,  Divine  and  Moral. 
18mo.,  cuts.     75  cents.  Lond.,  1845. 

RAMSAY'S  (Allan)  Tea-Table  Miscellany ;  or, 
A  Choice  Collection  of  Songs,  Scots  and  Eng- 
lish.    4  vols,  in  1,  old  calf,  scarce.    $1  75. 

Lond.,  1750. 

ROADS  and  Railroads,  Vehicles  and  Modes  of 
Travelling,  Ancient  and  Modern.  12mo.,cuts. 
#1  25.  Lond.,  1839. 

ROSCOE'S  Life  of  Lorenzo  de  Medici,  called 
the  Magnificent.     12mo.    $1  75,  for  $1. 

Lond.,  1836. 

ROSCOE'S  Lives  of  the  Kings  of  England.  1st 
vol.  (all  published.)  Post  8vo.  $3  2$,  for 
$2  50.  Lond.,  1846. 

RUDOLPH  the  Voyager.  2  vols.  12mo.  #3, 
for  $2  25.  Bums,  Lond.,  1844. 

SCHILLER'S  Bride  of  Messina.  Translated  by 
A.  Lodge,  Esq.     8vo.  $1  50.        Lond.,  1841. 

SCHILLER'S  History  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War. 
Translated  by  Capt.  Blaquiere.  2  vols.  8vo., 
old  boards,  scarce.    $2.  Lond.,  1799. 

SEYMOUR'S  New  ReaxUngs  of  Old  Authors ; 
Shakspeare.    Humorous  plates.    $1.    Lond. 

SHEPHERD'S  Life  of  Poggio  Bracciolini.  8vo. 
$4,  for  $1.  Liverpool,  1837. 

SMITH  (J.  T.)— A  Book  for  a  Rainy  Day ;  or, 
Recollections  of  the  Events  of  last  Sixty  Years. 
Post  8vo.    $3  12,  for  $1  50.         Lond.,  1845. 

SOANE'S  January  Eve.  A  Tale  of  the  Times. 
12mo.,  illustrated,  cloth,  gilt.  $1  50,  for  75 
cents.  '  Lond.,  1847. 

STODARPS  Principles  of  Education,  Practi- 
cally Considered.     12mo.    $1  50,  for  $1. 

,  Lond.,  1844. 

STORIES  of  the  Crusades,  with  engravings  on 
wood.     12mo.     $1  25,  for  87  cents. 

STRAY  Leaves  from  a  Freemason's  Note  Book. 
By  a  Suffolk  Rector.  Post  8vo.  $2  25,  for 
$1  75.  Lond.,  1845. 

WALLBRIDGE  (A.)— Bizarre  Fables.  Forty 
woodcuts.    12mo.    62 -cents.     *  Lond.,  1S13. 
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TBI  design  of  this  great  Notional  wofk  of  art  wu  first  conceived,  and  preparation*  for  us 
execution  commenced,  in  the  winter  of  1342.  In  the  midst  of  very  many  difficulties?  and  at 
very  great  expense,  the  work  was  steadily  carried  forward  to  it*  completion,  and  was  u>ai 
presented  to  the  public  in  the  autumn  of  1846, 

A  few  copies  were  then  struck  off",  but  the  demand  that  sprung  op  immediately  ou  it*  ap 
pearance  was  bo  great ,  that  it  was  evident  that  the  plate  would  not  supply  it*  unless  the  charac 
ter  of  the  engraving  were  changed  from  simple  mezzotint  to  a  composition  of  fine  and  mezzo- 
tint The  printing  was  accordingly  immediately  stopped,  and  the  pinto  put  again  into  the  hands 
of  the  Engraver,  to  add  to  its  beauty  and  national  interest  the  character  of  durability.  Alter  the 
lapse  of  nearly  a  year,  the  punting  has  again  commenced »  and  the  subscriber  now  calls  the  at- 
teniion  of  Urn  public  to  the  work*  with  the  confidence  that  he  canfuppiy  their  orders  with  clear 
and  beautiful  impressions, 

E.  ANTHONY, 
November  1,  IS47.  Late  Anthony,  Clark  <te  Co.,  347  Broadway,  N,  Y, 


Mature  nf  tf)*  tiOark. 

It  will  be  perceived  that  me  peculiar  nature  of  the  subject  gave  rise  to  very  many  difficul- 
ties, which  are  not  experienced  in  ordinary  works  of  art.  The  grouping  of  so  many  figures  in 
a  manner  where  a  reference  to  favorable  positions  for  likenesses  necessarily  interfered  with 
those  whteh  would  have  produced  a  more  pleasing  general  effect,  formed  a  serious  obstacle  in 
the  way  of  die  Artists  who  were  engaged  upon  the  work,  but  one  which  it  is  thought  they  have 
happily  surmounted— at  least  to  a  very  great  extent. 

The  magnitude  of  the  task  will  be  still  better  appreciated  when  it  is  borne  in  mind  that  all 
the  beads  have  been  accurately  cmied  from  Daguerreotype  Likenesses,  which  in  many  in- 
stances were  net  to  be  procured  without  great  difficulty  and  expense 

The  detail*  of  the  engraving  were  also  copied  from  Photographic  pictures,  so  that  it  is 
hazarding  little  to  say  that  the  fidelity  of  the  entire  work  admits  of  no  question. 

The  scene  intended  to  be  represented  as  far  as  it  was  practicable,  is  that  which  took  place 
on  the  occasion  of  the  retirement  o( Mr*  Glay  from  public  life  in  JB12,  Very  nearly  all  the 
members  of  that  session  are  represented  in  their  appropriate  seats  *  while  in  the  lobbies  nnd 
gallery  are  many  persons  of  distinction,  ex  Senators,  Members  of  the  Cabinet,  prominent  ite- 
preseatapves  from  the  Lower  House,  and  others  introduced  as  spectators. 

A  few  slight  anachronisms  have  been  intentionally  committed,  which  contribute  to  the  inter- 
'      est  of  the  scene,  without  materially  detracting  from  its  historical  accuracy. 

The  Steel  Plate,  which  is  engraved  in  the  Mezzotint  style,  measures  thirty- two  by  forty  in- 
ches, and  is  one  of  the  largest  ever  executed. 


m 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Samuel  Southard,  of  N.  J. 
Willie  P  Mangum.  of  N.  C. 
Daniel  Webster,  of  Mass. 
Joseph  Gales,  of  D.  C. 
John  Quiney  Adams,  of  Mass. 
Caleb  Cushing,  of  Mass. 
William  A.  Graham,  of  N.  C. 
Charles  M.  Conrad,  of  La. 
John  T.  Morehead,  of  Ky. 
Wm.  Woodbridge,  of  Mich. 
Gen.  W.  J.  Worth,  U.  S.  A. 
Jacob  W.  Miller,  of  N.J. 
Gen.  Winfield  Scott,  U.  S.  A. 
John  M  Berrian,  of  Ga. 
Thos.  Clayton,  of  Del 
Henry  Clay,  of  K v. 
Wm.  S.  Archer,  of  Va, 
John  J.  Crittenden,  of  Ky. 
Isaac  C.  Bates,  ot  Mass. 
Theodore  Frelinghaysen,  of  N.  J. 
Jabez  W.  Huntington,  of  Conn. 
John  L.  Kerr,  of  Md. 
John  Sergeant,  of  Penn. 
Ephraim  H.  Foster,  of  Tenn. 
Samuel  McKoberts,  of  111. 
William  C.  Preston,  of  S,  C. 
William  L.  Dayton,  of  N.  J. 
George  Evans,  of  Maine. 
Mahlon  Dickerson,  N.  J. 
Albert  S.White,  of  Ind. 
James  Buchanan,  of  Penn. 
William  Fprague,  of  K.  I. 
Thomas  W.  Gilmer,  of  Va. 
Samuel  S.  Phelps,  of  Va. 
Joseph  Story,  U.  S.  S.  C 
Lewis  W.  Lvnn,  of  Mo. 
Nathaniel  P.Tallmadge,  of  N.  Y. 
Lewis  Cass,  of  Mich. 
George  M.  Dallas,  of  Penn. 
Augustus  S.  Porter,  of  Mich. 
Silas  Wright,  of  N.Y. 
William  C.  Rives,  of  Va. 
Henry  A.  Wise,  of  Va. 
William  D.  Merrick,  of  Md. 
Alexander  Barrow,  of  La. 
John  McLean,  of  Ohio. 
Martin  Van  Buren,  of  N.  Y. 
Richard  H.  Bayard,  of  Del. 
Spencer  Jaroagin,  of  Tenn. 


William  Allen,  of  Ohio. 
John  Henderson,  of  Miss. 
Sidney  Breese,  of  111. 
William  Wilkins,  of  Penn. 
Oliver  H.  Smith,  of  Ind. 
James  K.  Polk,  of  Tenn. 
Thomas  Ewing,  of  Ohio. 
James  F.  Simmons,  of  R.  I. 
Charles  G.  Atherton,  of  N.  H. 
Daniel  Sturgeon,  of  Penn. 
Ambrose  H.  Sevier,  of  Ark. 
William  S.  Fulton,  of  Ark. 
John  C.  Calhoun,  of  S.  C. 
Rufus  CHoate,  of  Mass. 
George  McDuffie,  of  S.  C. 
Alexander  H.  Everett,  of  Mass. 
Robert  J.  Walker,  of  Miss. 
Levi  Woodbury,  of  N.  H. 
Arthur  P.  Bagby,  of  Ala. 
Thomas  H.  Benton,  of  Mo. 
Benjamin  Tappan,  of  Ohio. 
William  R.  King,  of  Ala. 
E.  Dyer,  Sergeant-at-arms. 
Samuel  F.  B  Morse. 
John  Bell,  of  Tenn. 
Amos  Kendall,  of  DO. 
Cassius  M.  C!av,  of  Kv. 
Com.  C.  W.  Morgan,  U.  S.  N. 
Abbot  Lawrence,  of  Mass. 
Mrs.  John  J.  Crittenden, 
William  C.  Bryant, 
John  J.  Audubon, 
Mrs.  Gen.  Macomb. 
Mrs.  J.  Q.  Adams. 
Henry  W.  Longfellow. 
George  W.  r\  Custis,  of  D.  C. 
Mrs.  Madison. 
Albert  Gallatin,  ot  N.  Y. 
Mrs.  James  K.  Polk. 
Cave  Johnson,  of  Tenn. 
Smith  Thompson,  U.  S.  S.  C. 
Mrs.  John  Catron. 
John  Catron,  U.  S.  S.  C. 
Benjamin  F.  Butler,  of  N.  Y. 
Reuben  H.  Walworth,  of  N.  Y. 
Reverdy  Johnson,  of  Md. 
Charles  J.  Ingersoll,  of  Penn. 
James  G.  Birney,  of  Mich. 


it0    SlKCC00. 

The  numerous  and  unqualified  encomiums  with  which  the  first  appearance  of  the  print  was 
greeted  by  the  press,  was  in  the  highest  degree  gratifying  to  all  who  had  been  concerned  in 
the  execution  of  the  work.  Among  those  journals — the  high-toned  character  of  which  ren- 
dered their  praise  peculiarly  valuable — was  the  National  Intelligencer  of  Washington,  from 
whose  columns  the  following  article  is  extracted : 

"A  Splendid  Monument  of  American  Art.— We  have  rarely  experienced  so  much  plea- 
sure as  we  received  in  looking  upon  the  proof  copy  of  the  magnificent  engraving  of  the  United 
States  Senate,  in  which  are  represented  about  one  hundred  eminent  persons  of  out  country. 
We  have  been  aware  for  several  years  that  such  a  work  was  in  progress,  but  we  had  no  idem 
that  the  result  would  be  so  satisfactory,  so  admirable.  It  marks  an  era  in  American  art,  and 
reflects  the  highest  credit  upon  every  one  connected  with  its  production.  In  delicacy  and 
strength  this  engraving  rivals  the  finest  mezzotints  of  Europe,  while  in  size  and  in  number  of 
accurate  likenesses,  it  has  never  been  equalled.    Indeed,  the  precision  with  which  the  fea- 
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lures  and  expressions  of  so  many  person*  have  been  transferred  to  the  engraving  is  truly  won- 
derful, grouped  as  they  are  m  every  position,  and  of  course  in  a  manner  often  unfavorable  to 
lb  -  preservation  of  likeness,  Many  of  our  reader*  nave  felt  a  deep  interest  in  the  success  of 
I!.-  u'ork,  and  those  who  saw  it  in  the  lobby  of  the  Senate  and  ol  the  House,  were  equally 
surprised;  and  gratified.  The  obstacles  that  have  been  surmounted  in  executing  this  picture* 
were  greater  than  we  supposed*  and  we  cannot  but  again  express  our  admiration  at  the  perfec- 
tion of  the  whole  ;  which,  unlike  any  preceding  work  of  the  kind,  was  not  engraved  from  n 
complete  original  drawing  or  painting,  hut  from  detached  portions,  with  only  a  general  outline 
of  their  combination.  Each  likeness  has  been  engraved  from  a  single  Dagiterreoiype  taken  for 
the  purpose,  and  in  like  manner  the  various  sections  of  the  Senate  Chamber,  with  the  aid  of 
the  sketch  of  the  whole  effect  in  oil  colors,  Duriiur  nearly  four  years  this  enterprise  has  been 
m  progress,  and  each  session  of  the  three  first  years,  Messrs.  Anthony  and  Edwards  were  en- 
gaged in  the  Capitol  taking  likenesses  and  views  of  the  Senate  Chamber  for  the  purpose. 
Their  design  was  noble,  but  many  were  incredulous  of  their  ability  to  finish  so  arduous  an  un- 
dertaking—indeed, after  two  years  eflort,  it  was  nearly  relinquished,  Hm.  An  Ink  is  accom- 
plished, and  Messrs,  Anthony,  Clark  &  Co,,  (such  Is  now  the  style  of  the  firm?)  have  given  to 
the  country  and  the  world  a  work  of  art  with  which  any  artist  might  be  proud  to  have  his 
name  connected,  The  copy  we  have  seen  is  one  of  the  first  impressions,  The  engraving  will 
not  be  published  until  the  first  of  September,  and  the  proprietors  have  wisely  and  modestly 
deferred  asking  for  subscriptions  till  they  cotild  place  before  the  public  the  perfect  work.  We 
sincerely  hope,  and  we  believe  they  will  be  richly  repaid  for  their  long  labor  and  great  ex- 
pense.  This  picture  marks  the  srmitd  age  at  our  country*  as  TrambuU:s  "  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence" did  the  Jirtf.    We  cordially  commend  it  to  all  whom  we  may  influence," 

Its  appreciation  abroad  mny  he  gathered  from  the  following  note  from  Lorn  Mobpkth,  to 
whom,  as  a  friend  of  America  and  its  institutions,  a  copy  of  the  print  was  presented  by  the 
original  publishers : 

G&osvtttog  Place,  November  6,  J?  16, 
{j£Ttfltmtnf — 

Allow  me  to  return  you  my  very  befit  thanks  for  the  handsome  and  considerate 
manner  in  which  you  have  put  m*  in  possession  of  a  print  so  interesting,  both  for  the  merits  of 
the  execution  and  fur  the  faithful  likenesses  of  so  many  distinguished  men, 

I  have  the  honor  to  be,  gentlemen. 

Your  most  obliged  servant, 

MORPETH, 
Messrs,  Antkomy,  Glare  &  Co, 

I  take  pleasure  also  in  sub  joining  the  following  interesting  letter  from  the  Hon*  W.  H. 
Styles,  Chars; *  tFAjfattrs  or  the  United  States  at  the  Court  of  Vienna ; 

Mcrt^rs.  Antuovy,  Clark  &  Co>, 
G  unite  men, — 

On  the  day  following  the  arrival  of  the  Engravings,  I  called  on  His  Highness 
the  Prince  de  Metlernieh,  the  Austrian  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs ;  and  after  communicating 
the  object  of  my  visit,  and  informing  him  of  the  nature  and  excellence  oi  the  Engraving,  as 
well  aw  tin3:  time  and  Inhmir  expended  in  its  prodoctinn.  T  placed  in  his  hands  the  copy  of  your 
letter  for  His  Majesty  the  Emperor  or  Austria,  The  Prince,  on  receiving  it.  replied  that  he 
had  nfrr&i$  htard  ®fth*  Ettqrnrin%;  that  he  would  take  the  earliest  opportunity  of  presenting 
to  the  Emperor  the  eopv  of  your  letter,  and  that  he  would  communicate  to  me  the  result  of 
his  interview  with  His  Maiesty  on  the  smhjt'ct, 

A*  but  a  few  days  have  elapsed  since  my  visit  lo  the  Prince,  I  have  not  as  yet  been  favored 
with  his  reply. 

For  the  copy  of  the  print  which  you  have  hud  the  kindness  to  send  me,  be  pleased  to  accept 

mv  sincere  thanb* ;  and  permit  me  at  the  same  lime  to  assure  you  that  in  my  present  aiuiHtiou 

as  a  resident  in  a  fiireign  land,  no  present  that  I  can  think  of  could  have  been  more  acceptable 

or  p-ratifying  to  me. 

Whilst  by  a  glance  at  ihe  mauv  fn.mil iar  faces  which  the  picture  embraces*  it  possesses  the 

'    charm  of  I  runnier  riuj?  me  from  Ihe  midst  of  si  rangers  to  the  laud  of  my  nativity,  and  recalls 

I  ,  the  plenum^  association;*  whir!)  hk|i    n  i  \  >  m  even  in  imagination  could  not  till  to  awaken— hi 

1  tininnsic  merit,  n  is  of  still  greater  value.    As  a  specimen  of  the  skill  of  onrafditai  T  *lm11  lake 

*nnthj  in  exhibiting  it  even  to  Europifnti«  ;  and,  as  a  ^presentation  of  that  whicb  is  most  wor- 

i4  Hhy  of  the  nrihi  *  portrayal,  viz:  die  worth  and  genius  o(  our  country,  t  shall  ever  preserve 

and  regard  it  with  veneration, 

H 


'*        By  the  next  steamer  I  hope  to  forward  you  the  reply  of  Prince  Metternich,  and  perhaps  the 
}     views  and  opinions  of  His  Majesty  the  Emperor — until  which  time, 

>  I  remain,  respectfully, 

>  Your  obedient  servant, 

WILLIAM  a  STYLES. 

s        The  following  testimonial  is  also  highly  gratifying,  coming  as  it  does  from  the  Court  of  the 

\     Grand  Duke  of  Tuscany,  one  of  the  most  enlightened  Princes  of  Europe : 

I        Sirs,— 

\  Having  received  the  Grand  Duke's  commands  to  the  purpose,  I  feel  most  happy  in 

J     conveying  to  you  His  Imperial  and  Royal  Highness's  sincerest  thanks  for  your  kind  letter  of 

?     September  25th  ultimo,  and  for  the  really  beautiful  and  interesting  donation  of  your  magnificent 

\     National  Engraving  of  the  United  States  Senate  Chamber,  which  have  come  to  hand  through 

the  intermediary  of  Charles  Edward  Lester,  U.  S.  Consul  for  Genoa. 
As  a  truly  splendid,  both  a  mistical  and  historical,  Monument,  this  precious  specimen  of  the 

most  noble  of  the  Fine  Arts  in  America  has,  after  being  highly  admired  by  the  Grand  Duke  and 

his  august  Family,  been  placed,  by  His  Highness's  order,  amongst  the  most  supereminent  en* 

cravings  collected  and  conserved  in  his  sumptuous  Court  Library,  entrusted  to  my  care  and 

keeping. 
And  having  so  tar  fulfilled  His  Imperial  and  Rcyal  Highness's  behest,  and  performed  withal 

an  agreeable  duty,  1  avail  myself  ot  the  opportunity  to  add,  that  with  the  most  perfect  esteem 

and  regard, 

I  have  the  honor  to  be.  Sirs, 

Your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 
\  The  Chamberlain.  Chief  Librarian  to  H.  I.  &  B*  H., 

\  COUNT  JACOB  GRABERG,  of  Hemso. 

5  Florence,  June  22, 1S47. 

£        To  Messrs.  Anthony,  Clark  &  Co.,  New  York. 

(  "  His  Excellency  Gov.  Rosas,"  likewise,  as  states  a  late  Buenos  Ayrean  Journal, "  has  re- 

i  ceived  the  same  in  the  most  gracious  manner,  directing  it  to  be  placed  in  the  public  Museum, 

\  and  his  grateful  acknowledgments  to  be  conveyed  to  the  artists  through  the  Minister  of  For' 

I  eign  Affairs  and  the  Consul  at  New- York." 

v  0^"  For  the  information  of  those  at  a  distance,  I  would  mention  that  the  price  of  the  Prints, 

^  with  descriptive  Key,  is  TEN  DOLLARS  per  copy.    Any  order  enclosing  this  amount  will  be 

>  punctually  attended  to,  and  the  print  carefully  boxed  and  forwarded  according  to  direction, 
<  Subscribers  will  be  supplied  in  the  order  in  which  their  applications  are   eceived. 


AGENCY 

FOB  THE 

♦      SALE  OF  FOREIGN  ENGRAVINGS. 


E.  GAMBART,  JUNIN  &  Co.,  E.  ANTHONY,  (Agent,) 

Of  London  and  Paris.  247  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


\  The  Public  are  hereby  respectfully  informed  that  the  subscriber  has  been  appointed  Agent 

!*  for  the  United  States  and  Canada,  of  the  extensive  publishing  house  of  E.  GajoasT,  Juirni  6c 

S  Co- ,  of  London  and  Paris. 

.  .;  The  object  of  this  agency  is  to  supply  the  Trade  in  America  with  all  the  prints  of  France, 

\  England,  Germany  and  Italy,  at  the  lowest  European  wholesale  prices,  with  the  — -Mft  ad* 

^  vance  that  will  suffice  to  cover  cost  of  importation,  duties,  &c. 

;,  Samples  for  orders  will  in  all  cases  be  sent  over  at  the  earliest  possible  moment,  and  in  8 

>  cases  several  months  previous  to  the  publication  of  the  print  in  Europe — thus  enabling  those 

^  who  purchase  at  this  agency  to  anticipate  all  others  in  obtaining  their  supplies. 

\  Orders  for  any  prints,  either  old  or  of  late  publication,  will  be  forwarded  to  Europe  immedi- 

'  ateiy  on  their  reception,  and  the  engravings  furnished  at  the  earliest  practicable  period. 

\  E.  ANTHONY,  247  Broadway,  New-York. 
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